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999 — with ill ſtars are curſt, 
Sure ſcribblimg fools, call d poets, fare the worſf : 
For they're a ſet of fools which Fortune makes, 
And after ſbe bat made em fools, forſakes. 
7th Natures's oafs "tis quite a diff rent caſe, 
For Fortune favours all ber ideot-race : 
In her ocun neff the cuckow-eggs we find, 
Oler which ſhe broods to batch the changling-kind. 
No portion for ber own fbe has to ſpare, 
So much ſhe dotes on ber adopted aare. 
Poets are bubbles, by the town drawn in, 
Suffer'd at firſt ſome trifling lakes to win : 
But cobat unegual hazards do they run ! . 


Each time they write, they venture all they've won : 
The *ſquire that's butter d fill, is ſure to be undone. 
This ant bor, heretofore, has found your favour ;; f 
But pleads no merit from bis paſt behaviour. 

To build on that might prove a wain preſum pt ion, 
Shou'd grants, to yoets made, admit reſumiption : 
And in Parnaſſus he muſt loſe bis ſeat, 

Jf that be found a forfeited glare. © 
But, if they're naught, ne er ſpare bim for bis paint: 
Damn bim the more; have no commiſaration | 
For dulneſs on mature deliberation. 

He fevears bel not reſent one biſs'd-off ſcene, 
Nor, like thoſe peeviſh wits, bis play maintain, 
Who, to aſſert their ſenſe, your taſte arraign. 
Some p ot we think be bas, and ſome new thought : 
Some bumour too, no farce ; but that's a fault. 
Satire, be thinks, you aught not to emp; 

For ſo reform d a towm, who dares correct ꝙ 

To pleaſe, this time, bas been bis ſole pretence, 
He'll not inſtruct̃, left it hn d give offence. 
Shou'd be by chance a knave or fool expoſe, 

That burts none here, ſure here are nene of thoſe. 

In ſport, our play ſpall (with your leave to ſhewit) 
Give you one inflance of a paſſve par. 
Woo to your judgments yields all refignation; : 

To ſave or damn, After your exon diſcretius. 
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irabell and Fainall. [Rifing from Cards.) Berty 


fomethaing . 


for refining on your pleaſures, 


and you are gay; that's all. 
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& v 
s C E N E, 2 Checolate-Houſe. 


waiting. 
Mire. ? OU are a fortunate man, Mr. Fainall, 


Fain. Have we done? 
Mira. What t you p pleaſe. I'll play on to entertain you. 
Fain. No, I'll give you your revenge another time, 
when you are not ſo indifferent, you are thinking of 
elſe now, and play too negligently'; ; the 
coldneſs of a loſing gameſter, leſſens the leaſure of 
the winner. I'd no more play with a man that ſlighted 
his ill fortune, than Pd N. love to a woman who 
undervalu'd the loſs of her reputation. 
Mira. You have a taſte extremely delicate, and are 


Fain. Pr'ythee, why fo reſerw'd ? ſomething has 
put you out of humour. 
Mira. Not at all: I happen to be grave to day ; 


Fain. Confeſs, Millamant and you quarrell'd laſt 
night, after I left you ; my fair couſin has ſome humours 


that would tempt 2 ence of a Stoick. What, ſome 
coxcomb came in, a was well receiv'd by her, while 
you were by. 


Mira. Witwou'd and Petulant ! and what was worle, 
her aunt, your wife's mother, my evil genius; - or to 
4A 3 ſum 


withdrew, without e 
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ſum up all in her own name, my old Lady Wifferr 


came in 


Fain. O there it is then She has a laſting paſſion 


for you, and with reaſon—— What, then my wife was 
there? 3 


more, whom I never ſaw before; ſeeing me, they all 
put on their grave faces, whiſper'd one another ; then 
complain'd of the vapours, and after fell into 
a profound filence. 

Fain. They had a mind to be rid of you. 

Mira. For which reaſon I reſolv'd not to ſtir. At 
laſt the good old lady broke through her painful taci- 
turnity, with an invective againſt long viſits. I would 


not have underſtood her, but Mi/lamant joining in the 
ent, I roſe, and with a conftrain'd ſmile told 


her, I thought nothing was ſo eaſy as to know when 

a viſit began to be troubleſome.; ſhe redden'd and I 

xpecting her reply. 

Fain. You were to blame to reſent. what ſhe ſpoke 

only in compliance with her aunt. 5448" N 
Mira. She is more miſtreſs of herſelf than to be un- 

der the neceflity of ſuch reſignation. 

Fain. What! tho” half her fortune depends upon 


her marrying with my lady's approbation ? 


Mira. I was then in ſuch a humour, that I ſhou'd 


have been better pleas'd if ſhe had been leſs diſcreet. 

Fam. Now I remember, I wonder not they were 
weary of you ; laſt night was one of their cabal nights ; 
they have em three times a week, and meet by turns, 


at one another's apartments, where they come toge- 


ther like the coroner's inqueſt, to fit upon the murder'd 


reputations of the week. You and I are excluded ; 
and it was once propos'd that all the male ſex ſhou'd 


be excepted ; but ſomebody mov'd, that to avoid ſcan- 


dal there might be one man of the community ; upon 


which motion Fitwou'd and Petulant were enrolled 


members. 5 £3 + 
Mira. And who may have been the foundreſs of this 


ſe? My Lady Wiffert, I warrant, who publiſhes her 


deteſtation 


Mira. Yes, and Mrs. Marwood and three or four 


to conceal. your love to her niece, has 


ſonable conſcience; I 


"2 * vour downright 


friend, Mrs. Mar wood. 


you may have cruelty enoug 
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deteſtation of mankind ; and full of the vigour of 
fifty-five, declares for a friend and Ratafia ; and let 
2. . ſhift for itſelf, © ſhe'll breed no more. 

Fain. The diſcovery of your ſham addreſſes to her 
provok'd this 
ſeparation : had you diſſembl'd better, might 
have continu'd-in the ſtate of nature. 

Mira. I did as much as man cou'd, with any rea- 
to the very laſt act of 
flattery. with. her, was guilty of a ſong in her 
—2 Nay, I got a friend to put her inte a 
lampoon, and compliment her with the addreſſes of 


Dan affair wich a young fellow, © which I carried ſo 


* far, that I told her the malicious town took notice 
* that ſhe was grown fat of a ſudden; and when ſhe 


= bt woe let ts mat prone 
„be in labour, devil's 


in't if an old woman 
is to be flatter'd farther, © unleſs a man ſhou'd endea- 


nall to debauch her ; and that 
* my virtue for t. for the diſcovery of this 
amour, I am SG your friend, or n 


Fain. What ſhou'd provoke. her to be your enemy, 
unleſs ſhe has made you. advances which you have 


ſlighted ? Women * not eaſily forgive omiſſions of 
that nature. 


at i wes alive ntl os ane. of bane; I 
confeſs I am not one of thoſe coxcombs who are a gs 


t a woman's good manners to her prej 
ink that ſhe who does not refuſe '*emev*ry thing! 


90 can refuſe em nothing. 


Fain. Vou are a gallant man, Mirabal; and tho? 
h, not to anſwer a lady's 
advances,. you have too 1 — generoſity, not to be 
tender of hen honour. Yet you ſpeak with an indif- 


ference which ſeems to be affected; and confeſſes you 
are conſcions of a negligence. 


Mira. You purſue the argument with a diſtruſt that 


ſeems to be unaffected, and confeſſes you are conſcious 
of a concern for . 
vou, than is your wife. 


A 4 | Fan. 


almoſt one 2 clock! [ Looking, on his watch. 10, Vue 


COme- 
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Fain. Fy, fy, friend, if you grow cenforious, T 


8 


muſt leave 3 in look upon the gameſters in 


the next room. 


Mira. Who are they ? 
Fain. Petulant and Vitavos '4—Bring me ſome cho- 
colate. | [Exi.- 
Mira. Betty, what ſays your clock ? | 
Bet. Turn'd of the laſt canonical hour, fir, 


Mira. How pertinently the j jade anſwers me ! ha? 


Erter Foetmas- | 
well; is the grand affair over? You: have been 
ſomething tedious. | 
Foot. Sir, there's ſuch couphii at Pancras, that. 
they ſtand. behind one another, as re in a country 
dance. Ours _— laſt couple to — wp; - and no- 
hopes a of diſpatch, es, the on grow- 
e, —— afraid his lungs wo ud d have fad. 


RO Em. den Yount to 


Duke's Place; and there they were rivetted in a trice.. 
Mira. So, ſo, you are ſure they are married. 

Foot. ** Inconteftibly, fr: I am witneſs. 

Mira. Have you the certificate? 

Foor. Here it is, fir. 


Foot. Ves, fir. © | 
Mira. That's well. Do you go home a in, d' ye 
hear, and adjourn the conſummation till farther 


order; bid Waitwell ſhake his ears, and dame 


Partlet raffle up her feathers, and meet me at one 


o'clock by Ræſamond s pond ; that I may ſee her before 
the returns to her lady: and as you tender your ears 


be ſecret. [Exit, ootman. 

Enter Fainall. 

4 Joy of your ſucceſs, Make : you look 
eas d. 

p Mira. Ay; L have been engag'd in a matter of ſome 

ſort of mirth, which is not yet ripe for dif . Tam 


glad this is not a cabal- night. I wonder, Faina/l, 


that 


Mira. Has the taylor brought Waitwelt's cloaths. 
'home, and the new Bveries ? 
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that you who are married, and of conſequence 19259 


be difcreet, will ſuffer your Wife to be of fuch a 


Fain. Faith, I am not Jealous. Beſides, mo wi 


are engag'd, are women and relativ and for the 
men, they are of 4 kind too conte pridle to give 


ſcandal. 

Mira. I am of another opinion. The greater the 
coxcomb, always the more the ſcandal : for a'woman 
who is not a fool, can have but one reafon for afloci- 


ating with a man who is 6ne. 


Fain. Are you jealous as ölen as you ſee Witwou" d 
entertain'd by Mzillamant ? 

Mira. Of her underſtanding I am, if not of her 
perſon. 
Fain. You do her Wrong 3 for to give her her due, 
ſhe has wit. 

Mira. She has deauty enough to make any , man 
think ſo; and complaiſance enough, not to contradict 


him who ſhall tell her ſo. 


Fain. For a paſſionate lover, Sec you are a 
man ſomewhat too diſcerning in the failings of your 
miſtreſs. | 

Mira. And for a diſcerning man, ſomewhat too paſ- 
fionate a lover; for I like her with all her faults ;. nay 


like her for her faults. Her follies are fo natural, or 
fo artful, that they become her; and thoſe affectations 
which in another woman wou'd be odious, ſerve but 


to make her more agreeable. Pl] tell thee, Fainall, 
ſhe once us'd me with that infolence, that in revenge 
I took her to pieces; ſifted her, and ſeparated. her 
failings; I ſtudied 'em and got em by rote. The 


catalogue was fo. large, that I was not without hopes, 


one day or other, to hate her heartily : to which end I 
ſo us'd myſelf to think of em, that at length, contrary 


to my deſign and expectation, they gave me ev'ry 


hour leſs diſturbance ; till in a few 4275 it became ha- 


bitual to me, to remember em without being diſ- 
pleas'd. They are now grown as familiar tome as my 


own frailties; and in all probability in a. little time 


longer I ſhall like em as well. 


Fain. Marry her, marry her; be half a5 well at- 
a 5 | quainted 


call couſins too. 
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quainted with her charms, as you are with her defects, 


and my life on't you are your own man again. 
Mira. "| you ſo? 


| Fain. I, I, I, have experience : I have a wife and 
ſo forth. 


FR Enter Meſſenger. 
Mf. Is one Squire M itaues d here ? 

Bet. Ves; what's your buſineſs ? 

Meg. I have a 45 for him, from his brother Sir 


Wilful, which I am charg'd to deliver into his own 


hands. 


Bet. He's in the next room, friend That way. 


[Exit Meſſenger. 
Mira. What is the chief of that noble family in 


town, Sir 7 ful Witwou'd ? 


Fain. He is expected to day. Do you know him ? 


Mira. I have ſeen him, he promiſes to be an extra- 


ordinary perſon ; 1 think you have the honour to be 


related to him. 
Fain. Ves; he is half brother to this Fitwon'd by a 


former wife, who was ſiſter to my Lady Wifsfort, my 


Wife's mother. If you marry Millamant, you mult 


Mira. I had rather be his relation than his ac- 


quaintance, 


Fain. He comes to town in order to equip himſelf 


for travel. 


Mira. For travel! Why the man that I mean is 
above forty. 


Fain. No matter for that ; *tis for the 1 of Eng- 


land, that all Europe ſhould know we have blockhzads 
of ali ges. 


Mira. I wonder there is not an act of parliament to 
it 


ſave the credit of the nation, and prohibit the expor- 
tation ef fools. 


Fiain. By no means, tis better as tis; tis better to 


trade with a little loſs, than to be quite eaten up with 
being c1erfſtock'd 


Mira. Pray are the follies of this knight-errant, and 
thoſe cf the ſquire his i rother, any thing related? 


Fain. Not at all; Vitaucu'd grows by the knight, 


ke 


== — 


1 


Ake a medlar 


him, and his common-place of com 
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fred on a crab. One will melt in 
your mouth, and Yother ſet your teeth on edge 3 z one 
is all pulp, and the other all core. 
Mira. So one will be rotten before he be ripe pe, and 
the other will be rotten without ever bein at all. 
Fain. Sir Wilful is an odd mixture of ns — neſs and 
obſtinacy.—But when he's drunk, he's as loving as the 
monſter in the Tempeſt; and much after the ſame 
manner. To give Yother his due, he has ſomething 


of good- nature, and does not always want wit. 


Mira. Not always; but as often as his mem fails 


e is a 
fool with a good memory, and ſome ſap of other 


folks wit. He is one whoſe converſation can never be 
5 yet it is now and then to be endur'd. He has 
in one good quality, he is not exceptious; for he 
o 


—— affects: the reputation of underſtanding 
raillery, that he will conftrue-an affront into a — 


and call downright rudeneſs and ill m 
and fire, _ 

Fan. If you have a mind to finiſh his picture, you 
have an opportunity to do it at full 2 Behold 
the original. 


Enter Witwou' d. 
Wit. Aﬀord me your compaſſion, my dears; pity 

me Fainall; Mirabell, pity me. 

Mira. I do from my ſoul. 

Fain. Why, what's the matter? 

Wit. No letters for me, Betty ? 

Bet. Did-not a meſſenger bring 41 one but now, 


fir ? 
Mit. Ay, but no other? 
Bet.. No; fir, 


Vit. That's hard, that's very hard; ——a meſſen- 
ger, a mule, a beaſt of burden, he kas brought me a 
letter from the fool my brother, as heavy as a pane- 
gyrick in a funeral Prat ny or a copy of commenda- 


tory verſes from one poet to another.. And what's 
worſe, tis as ſure a forerunner of the author, as an 
epiſtle dedicatory. 

Mira. A fool, and your brother, Witwou'd ! 5 
5 " | 5 4 F. 
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. Wit. Ay, ay, my half brother. My half brother” 


_— 


is, no nearer honour. 

Mira. Then tis ble he may be but half a fool. 

Vit. Good, g Mirabell, le Drole / Good, good; 

bang him, dont let's talk of him :— Faingll, how 
does your lady ? gad, I oy avy thing in the world to 
eee ad, 1 head. I beg pardon that I 

Saite ae ure, and the town,. a queſtion. 

at once ſo fo and domeſtick. But I talk like an 


old maid at a marriage; L don't now whns L oy + but 


me's the beſt woman in the world. | 

Fain, Tis well you don't know what you 6 
elſe your commendation wou'd go near to make me - o 
ther vain or jealous. 


Wit. No man in town lives well wich, a wife. bat 
Fainall. Your judgment, Mirabell? 


1 be credibly —— 
t. . | F 
Mira. 


Wit. 5 Laſk. ten * 223 
gad I have forgot what I was going to ſay to you. 
Mira. 1 - you heartily, heartily. 


Wit. No, but F excuſe me, — 1 memory 


3s ſuch a mer 


Mira. Have a care of ſuch apologies, — 


mplain, 


for I never knew a. fool but he affected to co 
either of the ſpleen or his memory. 


Fain. What have you done with r 


l have no luck to day. 
Fain. You may allow him to win of you at play; — 


for you are ſure to be too hard for him at repartee: 
Since you monopolize the wit that is between you, the 


tortunę muſt be his. of courſe. 
Mirg. I don't find that Petulant aner: the pe- 
ricrity of wit to be your talent, Vitaben d. 

Wit. Come, come, yor are malicious now, and. 
wou'd breed debates Petulant's my friend, and 
a very pretty fellow, and a very honeſt fellow, and has 
a ſmattering——faith and troth a pretty deal of an. 
dd fort of a ſmall wit: nay, I do him juſtice, = «0 

end,. 


Mira. You had better ſtep and aſk his wife, ifyow 


Mit. He's reckoning his money, —my money it pres 
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Friend, I won't wrong him And if he had any 
judgment i in the world, — would not be alt 
contemptible. Come, _— don't e from the 
merits of my friend. 
R Fain. You don't take you fiend to. be over-nicely 
red. 
Nit. No, no, hang him, the rogue has no-manners. 
at all, that I muſt on No more breeding than a 
bum-baily, that I grant you "Tis pity ; the fellow 
has fre and life. | 
Mira. W hat, courage ? 
Wit. Hum, faith I don't know as to "IEP" can't 
ſay as to that.. Ves, faith, in controverſy, he'll 
contradict any body. 
Mira. Tho“ twere a man whom he fear'd, or a 


woman whom he lov'd. 
always think before- 


| W Well, well, he does not 
aks; —we have all our failings: you are too 
upon him, you are faith. Let me excuſe him, 
= can defend — of his faults, except one or two : 
one he has, that's the truth on't; if he were my bro- 
ther, I could not acquit him chat indeed I could with. 
were otherwiſe. 

ra. Ay marry/ what's that, Witwor'd ? 

; ardon memnexpole the inörmities of my 
friend.— No, my dear, ——4 me there. 


ſuch rrifle. 
Wit. No, no; what if he be? tis no matter for 
that, his wit will excuſe that: a wit ſhould no more 
be ſincere, than a woman conftant ; one argues a de- 
cay of parts, as t' other of beauty. 
Mira. May be you think him too poſitive ?. 
Wit. No, no, his being poſitive is an incentive to 
argument; and keeps up converſation. 
Fain. Too illiterate. 
Wit. That! that's his h 


or tis fare 


fo-his want of 


learning gives him the more opportunity to ſhew his 


natural parts. 
Mira. He wants words. 


- Wit, Ay: but I like him for * now ; for his 
want 
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want. of words gives me-the pleaſure very often to ex- 
plain his meaning. 
Fain, He's im 83 
Wit. No, that's not It, 


Mira. Vain. 
Mit. No. 


Mira. What, he ſpeaks: unſeaſonable truths ſome- 
""_ becauſe he has not wit enough to invent an eva- 

Wit. Truth! ha, ha, ha! No, no; fince you will 
have it—I mean, he never ſpeaks truth at all,—that's 
all. He will lye like-a chambermaid, or a woman of 
quality's porter. Now that is a fault. | 

Enter Coachman. + 

Coach. Is maſter Petulant here, miſtreſs ? 

Bet. Yes. 
- Conch. Three genglewamien © in a coach wou'd ſpeak 
with him. | 

Fain. O brave Petulant ! 1 

Zet. I'll tell him. 

Coach. You. muſt bring two diſhes of chocolate and 
a glaſs of cinnamon- water. 
[ Exeunt Coachman and Betty. 
Wit. That ſhou'd be for two faſting bona robas, 


and a procureſs troubled with wind. Now you m_y 
know what the three are. 


Mira. You are very free with your friond's acquaint- 


ance. 


Mit. Ay, ay, friendſhip without freedom is as. dull 
as love without enjoyment, or wine without toaſting ; 
but to tell you a ſecret, theſe are trulls whom he al- 
lows coach-hire, and ſomething more, by the week, 
to call on him once a day at publick ub 

Mira. How ! & 

Wit. You ſhall fee he won't go to em, becauſe 
there's no more company here to take notice of him. 
— Why this is nothing to what he us'd to do: — before 
he found out this way, I have known him call for 
himſelf— 

Fain. Call for himſelf! what doſt thou mean ? 

Nit. Mean, why he would lip you out of this cho- 


colate- 


py 4 


4 


not in humour 


 a—a—your what-d'ye-ca]'ems themſe « Bug they muſt 
wait or rub off, if I am not in the vein. 


call-' ems he means Su 
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colate-houſe, juſt when you had been talking to him 


As foon as your bac 

gone; — then trip to his lodging, 

ſcarf, and a maſk, flap into a 

drive hither to the door a * in a trice; where he 
] 


was turn'd—whip he was 
. a hood and 
ey- coach, and 


would ſend in for himſelf, that is, I mean, call for 
himſelf, wait for himſelf, nay, and what's more, 


not finding himſelf, ſometimes leave a letter for him- 


ſelf. 
Mira. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary 


I believe he waits for himſelf now, he is fo long a 


coming: O I aſk his pardon. ._. 
Enter Petulant and Betty. 
Bet. Sir the coach ſtays. _ 
Per. Well, well; I come ;—'Sbud a man had as 
good be a profeſs'd midwife, as a 'd gallant, at 
this rate; to be knock'd up and rais'd at all hours, 


and in all . Duce on em, . 


hear, tell em I won't come Let em ſnivel — 


cry their hearts out. [Exit Betty. 


Fain, You are very cruel, Petulant. _ 
Pet. All's one, let it paſs———1 have a humour 


to be cruel. 


Mira. I hope they are not perſons of condition that | 


you uſe at this rate. 


Pet. Condition, condition's a dry'd fg, if I am 
By this hand, if they were your— 


Mira. 'What-d'ye-call- ems! what are they, W:t- 
wwou'd ? 
Wit. Empreſſes, my dear ——By your what d'ye- 
tana queens. | | 
Pet. Ay, Roxolana's. 
Mira. Cry you mercy. 
Fain. Witwo'd ſays they are 
Per. What does he fay th'are? 
Wit. I! fine ladies I ſay. 


Pet. Paſs on, Wirwou'd ———Harkee, by this light 


" his relations—Two co-heireſſes his couſins, and an 


old 
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old aunty who loves i intriguing better than a conven- 


eee. 

Mit. Ha, ha, ha! T had a mind to ſee how the 
rogue would come off —Ha, ha, ha! gad I can't be 
angry with him, if he had ſaid oy were my mother 
my ſiſters. 

Mira. No. 


Wit, No; the rogue's wit and readineſs of inven- 


tion charm me, dear Petulant. 
Enter Betty. 

Bet. They are dene fir, in great anger. 

Pet. Enough, let em trundel. Anger helps com- 
plexion, ſaves paint. 

Fain. This continence is all diſſembled; this is in 
order to have ſomething to brag of the next time he 
makes court to Millamaxe, and ſwear he has abandon' d. 
the whole ſex for her fake. 

Mira. Haye you not left off your impudent preten- 
ſions there yet ? I ſhall cut your throat, ſome time or 
other, , about that Þufineſs. 

Piet. Ay, ay, let that paſs——There are other 
throats to be cut 
Mira. Meaning mine, ſir? | 

Pet. Not II mean no body—T know nothing 
But there are uncles and nephews in the world—And 
they may be rivals 

Mira. Now harkee, Petulant, come LEW ans 5 

or I ſhall call your interpreter. 
Piet. Explain; I know nothing you have 
an uncle, have you not, An come to to la, and 
lodges by my Lady Wifhfort's ? 

Mira. True. 

Pet. Why that's enough — You and he are not 
friends; and if he ſhou'd marry and have a child, 
you may be diſinherited, ha! 

Mira. Where haſt thou ſtumbled upon all this truth ? 

Pet. All's one for that; "ay then ſay I know ſome- 
thin 

; B Come, thou art an honeſt fellow. Petnlane and 
- ſhalt make love to thy miſtreſs, thou ſha't faith. What 

haſt thou heard of my uncle? 
| 2 Pet 


What then all's one for that 


— 
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Pit. I,. nothing I. If throats are to be cut, let 
ſwords claſh; ſnug's the word, I ſhrug and am filent: 
Mira. O raillery, raill Come, I know thou art. 
in the womens eee Vbst, you're a cabaliſt; I 
know you ſtaid at Milamams laſt night, after I went. 
Was there any mention made of my uncle, or me ? tell 
me. If thou hadſt but Jes equal to thy wit, 
Petulant, Tony Witwou'd, who is now thy competitor in 
fame, w ond thew as dim by thee as a Head whiting's 
eye by a pearl of orient; be would no more be ſeen 
by thee, than Mercary is by the fun. Dome, Fm ſure 
thou wo't tell me. 
Pet. If I do, will vou grant me common ſeuſe then, 


for the future? 


Mira. Faith I'll do what Lcan forthee, and PH pray 
that it may be granted thee in the mean time. 
Pet. Well, harkee. _ 12 they talk apart. 
Fain. Petulantind you both will find irabell as warm 
a rival as a lover. — 
Nit. Paw, , that gat tar is 
And for — ut that ĩt is almoſt a faſhion pr. 
mire her, Eſhou'd—Harkee—To tell you. a ſecret, but 
let it go no farther—Between ends, I ſhall” never 
break my heart for her, | 


1 44 


Wit. She's handſome; z but ſhe's a ſort of an UnCer- 
tain woman. 
Fain, I thought you had dy'd for her. 
Wit. Umph No bs 
Fain, She has wit. 
Wit. Tis what ſhe wilt hardly allow any body elſe—— 
Now, I ſhou'd hate that, if ſhe were as „ as 
Cleopatra. Mirabell i ts not ſo ſure of her * thinks 
for. 

Fain. Why do you think fo 1 e 

Wit. We ſtaid pretty late there laft night; 
ſomething of an uncle to Mirabell, who is lately come 
to — <td is between him and the beſt part of his 
eſtate ; Mirabell and he are at ſome diſtance, as my lady 
Vigfort has been told ; and you know ſhe hates Mira- 


bell worle than a quaker hates's parrot, or than a fiſh- 


monger 


2 
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monger hates a hard froſt... Whether this uncle has: 
ſeen Mrs. Millamant-or. not, cannot ſay ;. but there 
were. items of ſuch a.treaty being in embryo ; and if 
it ſhould come to life, Mir wou'd be in ſome 
ſort unfortunately fobb'd i'faith. 
- S#Fain.”Tis impoſlible Millamant ſhon'dhearken to it. 
Wit. Faith, my dear, I can't tell ;. ſhe's a woman, 
and a kind of a humouriſt. 
Mira. And this 1s the ſum of what you cou'd colle& 
_ laſt night. | 
Per. The quinteſſence..May be Witwou'd knows more,. . 
= ſtay'd longer Beſides, they never mind him; 
any thing before him. 
ira. I thought you had been the greateſt favourite. 


Pet. Ay, tate à tüte; but . becauſe I 
make remarks. | 


Mira. Lou. do F 

Pet. Ay, ay; I'm malicious, man. Now he's 
ſoft, you know; they are not in awe, of him The 
fellow's well bred ; z he's what you call »—_—What- 
dy'e-call'em, a fine gentleman : but he's filly withal. 

Mira. I than on, I know as much as my curioſity 
requires. Fanal are you for the Mall? 

Fain. Ay, Plb take a To before dinner. 
| Wit. Ay, we'll all walk in the Park; the ladies 
talk of being there. 

Mira. I thought you were obliged to watch for your 

brother fir Wilfu/Þs arrival. 

Wit. No, no ; he comes to his aunt's m y lady Wiſh- 
of plague on him, I ſhall be troubled with him t00 3. 

eee 
| him for his eſtate, that I may beg you after- 
= * ſo have but one trouble with 952 both. 
Wit. © rare Peatulant ; thou art as quick as fire in a 
froſty morning ; thou ſhalt to the. Met with us, and 
we ll be very fevere. 

Pet. Enough, Im in a humour to be ſevere. 
Mira. Are you ? Pray then walk by yourſelves Let 
not us be to you putting the ladies; out of 
_ countenance with your ſenſeleſs ribaldry,which you raar 
aut , often as they paſs by you ;.and WAR you 
. ve 
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have made a handſome woman bluſh, then you think 


you have been ſevere. 

Pet. What, what ?. Then let'em either ſhew their in- 
nocence by not underſtanding what they hear, or elſe 
ſhew their diſcretion by not hearing what they would 
not be thought to underſtand. 
Mira. But haſt. not thou then ſenſe enough to know 
that thou ought'ſ to be moſt aham'debyſelt when thou 

| haſt put another out. of countenance ?. 

Pet. Not I, by this hand I always take bluſh- 

ing either for a ſign of guilt os ill-breeding. - 
Mira. I 1 ought. to think ſo. Vou are in 
_ the right, that you may plead the error of your judg- 


* 
* 
. 


ment in defence of * practice, 
Where modeſty's ill manners, tis but fit 
T hat impudence and malice paſs for wit. [Exeunt.. 


„: „ - + K 
SCENE, St. James Park. 
Euter Mt. Fainall and Mrs. Marwood. 
Mrs. Fain. & L, ay, dear Marwood, if we will be 
| happy, we muſt find the means in 
. ourſelves, and among ourſelves. Men are ever in ex- 
tremes ; either doating, or averſe. While they are 
lovers, if they have fire and ſenſe, their jealouſies are 
_ 1nſupportable : and when they ceaſe to love (we ought 
to think at leaſt) they loathe ; they look upon us with 
horror and diſtaſte; they: meet us like 2 ghoſts of 
what we were, and as from ſuch, fly from us. 
- Mrs. Mar. True, 'tis an unhappy circumſtance of life, 
that love ſhou'd ever die before us; and that the man ſo 
often ſhou'd outlive the lover. But ſay what you will, 
tis better to be left than never to have been lov'd. To 
- paſs our youth in dull indifference, to refuſe the ſweets 
of life becauſe they once muſt. leave us, is as prepoſte- 
rous, as to wiſh to have been born old, becaxte we one 
day muſt be old. For my part, my youth may wear 
and waſte, but it ſhall never ruſt in my poſſeſſton. 
Mrs. Fain. Then it ſeems youdiſſemblean averſion to 
man- 
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mankind, only in compliance to my mother's humour. 

Mrs. Mar. Certainly. To be free; I have no taſte 
of thoſe inſipid dry di courſes, with which our ſex of 
force muſt — themſelves, apart from men. We 
may affect ende arments to ach other, profeſs eternal 


fit: :ndſhips, and ſeem to doat like lovers; but tis not 


in our natures- long to perſevere. Love will reſume his 


empire in. our breaſts, and every heart, or ſoon or late, 
receive and re-admit him as its lawful 


tyrant, 
Mrs. Fain, Bleſs me, how have I been deceiv'd ? 
Why you profeſs a libertine. 

Mrs. Mar. You ſee my friendſhip by my freedom. 


Come, eee (Hat your ſentiments 


agree with mine. 
Mrs Fain. Never. 
Mrs, Mar. You hate mankind ? 
Mrs. Fain. Heartily, inveterately. 
Mrs. Mar. Your huſband ? 


Mrs. Fain, Moſt tranſcendedtly 5 a, tho I fay it, 


meritontoully, 


Mrs. Mar. Give me you hand upon It. 
Mrs. Fain. There. 


Mrs. Mar. I join with you; what I have faid has 
been to try you, 


Mrs. Fain. Is it poſſible ? doſt thou hate thoſe vipers 
men ? 


Mrs. Mas. I havedone hating em, andam now come 


to deſpiſe em; the next thing L have to 905 is eter- 
nally to forget em, 


Mrs, Fain. There ſpoke the ſpirit of an FLIP a 
. Pentheſilea. 


Mrs. Mar. And yet I am e ſometimes to 
carry my averſion farther. 
Mrs. Fain. How? 
Mrs. Mar. By marrying ; if I could but find one 
that lov'd me very well, and would be thoroughly 
ſenſible of ill uſage, I think I ſhould do myſelf the 
violence of und the ceremony. 

Mrs. Faiz. You would not diſhonour him, 


Mrs. Mar. No: but Pd make him believe I did, 
and that's as bad. 


Mrs. Fain. 
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21 
Mrs. Fain. Wh had you not as do it?, 
Mrs. Mar. O if he ſhould ever di it, he wou'd 
then know the worſt, and be out of his 


pain; but I wou'd 


have him ever to ant uon the tack of fear and 
jealouſy... 


Mrs. Fain. Ingenious miſchief ! wou'd thou wert 
married to Mirabell. ann 
Mrs. Mar. Wou'd I were. 
Mrs. Fain. You change colour. 
Mrs. Mar. Becauſe I him. | 
Mrs. Fain. So do L; 3 FREY ber | 
what reaſon have you to hate him in particular? 


Mrs. Mar. I never lovd _ he 1 is, and always 
was inſufterably proud. 


Mrs. Fein. By the reaſon yougive ſor your averſion 
one won think it diſlembled ; you have laid a fault 
to his charge, of which his enemies muſt acq uit him. 
Mrs. WE. O then it ſeems you are one of his favour- 
able enemies. Methinks you' look a lietle pale; and 
now you fluſh again. 112 
4 Mrs. Fain, Do 1? L think I am a lets fick 0' the 
the ſudden. 


Mrs. Mar. What ails you? 


Mrs. Fain. My huſband. Don't you oe him He 
turn'd ſhort upon me unawares, and has — over- 


Come me. 
Eater Fainall and Mirabell. 
1 Mar. Ha, ha, ha! he cates opportenely for 
ou. 
: Mrs. Faiz. For you, for he has ert Mirebell 
with him 
Fain. My n. 1 


Mrs. Fain, My 1oul. gti 2:02 SON 
Fain. You don't look well to-day, & child. al£ 2214.0 
Mrs. £ azz. D'ye think fo? + M Ann * 
Mira. He's the only man that does; ane 3 
Mrs. Fain. The only man that would tell me ſo at 


leaſt; and the only man ür! cod hear i 
without mortification... Jan oB 


Fain. O my dear, I am aud of your tenderneks; 3 
I know 


— — — —— — _——_ 
—ů—— —-̃—̃ J—2. —4PA¶tn 5 "= : 
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I know you cannot reſent any thing from m eſpe- | 
caltewine | is an effect of my concern. 
Mrs. Fain. Mr. , my mother interru | 
you in a pleaſant relation laſt night, I would fain — 
It out. 
Mira. The perſons. concern'd in that ir, have 
yet a tolerable reputation. ——1I am afraid Mr. Fainall i 
will be cenforious 
Mrs. Fain. He has a humour more thin 
his curioſity, and will willingly diſpenſe with the hear- 
ing of one ſcaudalous ſtory, to avoid giving an occa- 
ſion to make another, by being ſeen to walk with his 
wife. This way, Mr. Mirabell, and I dare promo 
you will oblige us both. 
I“ Exeunt Mrs. Fainall and Mirabell. 
Fain. Excellent creature! well, ſure if I ſhou'd li 
to be rid of my wite, 1 would be a miſerable man. Y 
Mrs. Mar. Ay? | 
Fain. For having only that one lobe, the accom- 
pliſhment of it, of conſequence muſt put an end to all 
my hopes; and what a wretch is he who muſt ſurvive 
his hopes! nothing remains when that day comes, but - 
to fit down and weep like Alexander, wm he wanted 
other worlds to ner. 
Mrs. Mar. Will you not follow em? 
Fain. No! I think. not. 
Mrs. Mar. Pray let as; I have a reaſen. 
Fain. You are not i 
Mrs. Mar. Of whom? 
Fain. Of Mirgbell. 
Mrs. Mar. If I am, is it inconſiſtent with my love 
to you, that I am tender of your honour ? 
Fain. You wou'd intimate 12 as 822 a 
* underſtanding between my wife and him? 
rs. Mar. N eee 
bag vx wou'd be chought. 
* But he, I fear, is too inſenſible. 


Mrs. Mar. It ma _ you are deceived. 

Fain. it may be To not now begin to err. 
hend it. . 

Mrs, Mar. What? 


I Fain, 
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Fais. That I have been decei v d, madam, and you 
are falſe. 
__- Mrs. Mar. That I am-falſe! What mean 
Fain. To let you know, I ſee thro 
arts—Come, you both love him ; and 
ly diſſembled your averſion. Your mutual jealoufies 
of one another, have made you claſh till you have both 
ſtruck fire, I have ſeen the warm confeſſion ret'ning , 
on your cheeks, and ſparkling from your eyes. | 
"a Mar. You do me wrong. 
"Fain. „ er 


von? 
your little 


all 
th have equal- 


Sail es 


wilfully n the groſs advances made him by my 
wife z that n be engag d, — K 
continue un 


eaſures; and take y 
Geller Way nas fr thi * Var do's you 
think, becauſe the nodding huſband wou'd not wake, 
that eder the watchful lover ſlept ? 


Mrs. Mar. And wherewithall can you reproach er 


Fain. With infidelity, with lovin another, with” 
love of Mirabell. E 


Mrs. Mar. Tis falſe. Fiege youre der i 


inſtance that can confirm undleſs accuſation. 
I hate him. Part 


Fain. Denise you hate hes 7 He i is in- 
ſenſible, and your reſentment follows his neglect. An 
inftance ! erk e We ent had For to . 


your int ng in his love. What cauſe had 
make Eifc of his p to un 


the credulous aunt, and be the o dt of ki 
match with M:illamant ?F 

Mrs. Mar. My obligations to "FR 
I had ſs'd a frien r 


not ſee. | 
her eaſy nature fo abus d by that diſſembler. 
Fain. What, Was it conſcience then? Profeſs'd a 
friendſhip" O the pious friendſhips of the female ſex? 
Mrs. us: More tender, mort fincere, and more 
enduring, than alt the vain and empty vows of men, 


whether profeſing love to * or mutual farth to one” 


another. 
Fain. Ha, ha, ha! you are wife's friend. too. 
ade! Da you re 


Mrs. Mar. Shame and i . 
me You, you upbraid = Have I been falſe to 4 
0˙ 


* 
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thro' ſtrict fidelity to you, and ſacriſicd my friendſhip 


to keep my love inviolate ? and have you the haſeneis 


to charge me with the guilt, unmindfuhof the merit! 


u'd be meritorious, that I have vi- 
ou reflect that guilt upon me, which 
in your boſom ? 


2 22 it wa top 
thou'd ie buried 


_ Faia. You milinterpret 1 my reproof, I meant but 


to remind you. of the ſlight account you once cou'd 


make of ſtricteſt ties, when 4 in compgtition with 


your love to me. 


Mrs. Mar. Tis falle, ou urg'd i it wich deliberate 
malice—'Twas ſpoke in 4 and I never will for- 
give it. 


Tais. Your guilt, not your jefentmen, ets your 


but you are ſtun 4 find you are diſcover'd. 
bediſe wa ſhall. I can but be 
diſcover” re you I can but * 
If I do it myſelf I ſhall prevent baſeneſs. 
Fain. Why, What will e 


„Mrs. Mar. Diſcloſe i ven vie, _—— 


paſt. between us. 
2 2 


i 


wide wrongs BU 2 let 
the injuries 1 ve done me, 


1 2 
have i it, in 11 5 BIRT both 3 1 Vet, 
had not you been falſe, e're this re Ray 

"Tis you permitted Mirabell wi 
to have floll'n 7 marriage, my lady had been in- 
cens'd hey pan og 


would = ConA 

did I mazry,, but to 

wealth, and 4 r ãt 7 e and you? you? 
ceit and 


Mrs. Mar. rivolous pretence. * 
Fain. Death, am I not mazried? what's 
A: I not n Tue dt aye 1 ds wite ? 


0 1 na 
ti , 44 * 14 1314. is "i 4. $4 Js 
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rage. If yet you lov'd, you cou'd forgive a jealouſy: 
all be all diſcover d. You too ſhall 


fortune 
e would 
Millamant 


acilement.; Millamant. 
er fortune, which then 


TAS * 


THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 


nay, à wife that was a widow, a young widow, a 
handſome widow ; and wou'd be again a widow, but 
that 1 have a heart of proof, and ſomething of a con- 
ſtitution to buſtle thro? the ways of wedlock and this 
world. Will you be reconcilꝰd to truth and me? 

Mrs. Mar. Impoſſible. Truth and you are incon- 
fitent———T hate you, and ſhall for ever. 
- Fain. For loving you? 

Mrs. Mar. I loa — fork ulage; 
and next to the. guilt with which you wou'd aſperſe 
me, I ſcorn you moſt. Farewell. 

Fain. Nay, we maſt not part thus. 

Mrs. Mar. Let me go. 

Fain, Come, I'm ſorry. 

Mrs. Mar. I care not———Let me go—Break my 
hands, do I'd leave em to get looſe. 
a I wou'd not hurt you for the world. Have I 
no other hold to keep you here? 

Mrs. Mar. Well, I have deſerv'd it all. 

Fain. You know I love you. 

Mrs. Mar. Poor diſſembling! 0 that Well, it 
is not yet 

. Fain. What? what is it not? what is it not yet? it 
is not yet too late ——— 

Mrs. Mar- No, it is not yet — 
that comfort. 

Fain. It is, to love another. 
Mrs. Mar. But not to loathe, deteſt, abhor man- 
kind, myſelf, and the whole treacherous world. 
| Fain. Nay, this 1s extra ce—Come, I aſk 
pardon io tears——l1 was too blame, I cou*d not 
Love you and be eaſy in my doubts—Pray forbear—— 
1 27 you; Pm convinc'd I've done you nongs 

any ev'ry way will make amends ; y 
4 wite yet more, 3 P11 part with her, 
rob her #7 all he? s worth, and we'll retire ſomewhere, 

any where, to another world, I'll marry thee—Be — 
cify d — Sdeath ! they come, hide your face, 
Lou have a maſk, wear it a moment, 4 — his way, 
this way, be perſuaded. Iren. 
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Emer Mirabell and Mrs. Fainall. 

Mrs. Fain. They are here yet. 

Mira. 'They are turning into the other walk. 

Mrs. Fain. While I only hated my huſband, I cou'd 
bear to fee him; but ſince I have deſpis'd him, he's 
too offenſive. 

Mira. O you ſhou'd hate with prudence. 

Mrs. Fain. Yes, for I have lov'd with ind! . 

Mira. You ſhou'd have juſt ſo much diſguft for your 
huiband, as may be ſuſlicient to make you reliſh your 
lover, 

Mrs. Fain. You have been the cauſe that I have 
Jov'd without bounds ; and wou'd you ſet limits to 
that averſion, of which you have been the occaſion ? 
why did you make me marry this man? 

Mira. Why do we daily commit diſagreeable and 
dangerous actions? To fave that idol reputation. If 
the familiarities of our loves had produc'd that conſe; 
quence, of which you were apprehenſive, where cou'd 


| 2 have fix'd a father's name with credit, but on a 


uſband ? I Knew Fainall. to be a man laviſh of his 
morals, an intereſted and profeſſing friend, a falle 
and a deſigning lover; yet one whoſe wit and outward 
fair behaviour have gain'd a reputation with the town, 
enough to make that woman ſtand excus'd, who has 
ſuffer d herſelf to be won by his addreſſes. A better 
man ought not to have been ſacrific'd to the occafion ; 
a worſe had not anſwer'd to the purpoſe. When you 
are weary of him, who know your remedy. 

Mrs. Fain. I ought to ſtand in ſome degree of cre- 
dit with you, Mirabell. | 
Mira. In juſtice to you, I have made you privy to 
my whole deſign, and put it in your power to ruin or 

advance my fortune. 

Mrs. Fain. Whom have you inſtructed to repreſent 
your pretended uncle ? 

Mira. Waitwell, my ſervant. 

Mrs. Fain. He is an humble ſervant to Foible my 
mother's woman, and may win her to your intereſt. 

Mira. Care is taken for that—* ſhe is won and worn 
by this time.“ They were married this morning. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Fain. Who? 8 
Mira. Waitavell and Foible. I would not tempt my 
ſervant to betray me by truſting him too far. If yaur 
mother, in hopes to ruin me, thou'd conſent to marry 
my pretended uncle, he might, like M2/ca in the 
4 _ ſtand upon terms; ſo I made him ſure before- 
and. | 
Mrs. Fain, So, if my poor mother is caught in a 
contract, you will diſcover the impoſture betimes; 
and releaſe her, by producing a certificate of her gal- 
lant's former marriage. ; 

Mira. Yes, upon condition that ſhe-conſent ta my 
marriage with her neice, and ſurreader the moiety of 
her fortune in her poſſeſſion. 

Mrs. Fain. She talk'd laſt night of endeavouring at 
a match between M:i//amant and your uncle. 4 

Mira. That was by Foible's direction, and my in- 
ſtruction, that ſhe might ſeem to carry it more pri- 
vately. | 8 

Mrs. :Fain. Well, I have an opinion of your ſuc- 
ceſs; for I believe my lady will do any thing ta get an 
huſband ; and when the has this, which you have pro- 
vided for her, I ſuppcſe ſhe will ſubmit to any thing 
to get rid of him. | 

Mira. Yes, Ithin': the good lady would marry any 
thing that reſembled a man, though *twere no more 
than what a butler could pinch out of a napkin. 

Mrs. Fain. Female frailty! we muſt all come to it, 
if we live to be old, and feel the craving of a falſe ap- 
petite when the true is decay'd. 

Mira. An old woman's appetite is deprav'd like that 
of a girl—'tis the green-ficknels of a ſecond childhood; 
and like the faint offer of a latter ſpring, ſerves but to 
uſher in the fall; and withers in an affected bloom. 

Mrs. Fain. Here's your miſtreſs. | 

Enter Mrs. Millamant, Witwou'd, Mincing. 

Mira. Here ſhe comes i faich full fail, with her fan 
ſpread and ſtreamers out, and a ſhoal of fools for ten- 
ders—ha, no; I cry her mercy. 

Mrs. Fain. I ſee but one poor empty ſculler ; and 
he tows her woman after him. | 
B 2 | Mira. 
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Mira. You ſeem to be unattended, madam. -Von 
us'd to have the. bean- monde throng after you; and a 
flo:k of gay fine perukes hovering round you, 
Vi. Like moths about a candle—1 had like te 
have loſt my compariſen for want of breath. 
Mill. © i have deny'd myſelf airs to-day. I have 
walk'd as faſt through the croud— 

Witw. As a favourne juft diſgraced ; and with as 
few followers. 

Mill. Dear Mr. Hi#wwou'd, truce with your ſimili- 
tudes : for I am as ſick of em | . 
Witw. As a phyſician of a good air—I cannot help 
it, madam, though tis againſt myſelf. [ his wit. 

Mill. Yet again! Mincing, ſtand between me and 

Witw. Do Mrs. Mincing, like a ſkreen before a great 
fire. I confeſs I do blaze to-day, I am too bright. 

Mrs. Fain. But dear Millamant, why were you ſo 
long ? ; | 

Mill. Long! lud! have I not made violent haſte? 


I have aſk'd every living thing I met for you; I have 


enquir'd after you, as after a new faſhion. 
Witw. Madam, truce with your fimilitudes—no, you 
met her huſband, and did not aſk him for her. 
Mira. By your leave, Witwou'd, they were like en- 
2 after an old faſhion, to aſk a huſband for his 
Witw, Hum, a hit, a hit, a palpable hit, I con- 
feſs it. | 
Mine. You were dreſs'd before I came abroad. 


What had I? why was I ſo long ? 
Minc. -O mem, your laſhip aid to peruſe a pacquet 
of letters. | 
Mill. O ay, letters—I had letters I am perſecuted 
with letters—I hate letters - nobody knows how to 
write letters; and yet one has em, one does not know 
WWhy— they ſerve one to pin up ones hair. 50 
Witw. Is that the way!? Pray, madam, do you pin 
up your hair with all your letters? I find I muſt keep 
copies. 
All. Only with thoſe in verſe, Mr. Witzwou'd. I 


never 


Mill. Ay, that's true—O but then I had Mzncing, 


Ma . 
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never pin up my hair with.proſe. I think I try'd 


once, Mincing. 
Minc. O mem, I ſhall never forget it. 
Mill. Ay, poor Mincing tift and tift all the morn- 


ing. | | 
Minc. Till I had the cramp- in my fingers, I'll vow 
mem, and all to no purpoſe. But when your laſhip 
pins it up with poetry, it fits ſo pleaſant the next da 
as any thing, and is fo pure and fo crips. | 

Witw. Indeed, fo crips? 

Minc. You're ſuch a critic, Mr. Vitæwon d. 

Mill. Mirabell, did you take exceptions laſt night ? 
© ay, and went away Now 1 think on't I'm 
angry ?—— No, now I think on't I'm pleas'd —— 
For I believe I gave you ſome pain. 

Mira. Does that pleaſe you? 

Mill. Inſinitely; 1 to give pain. 

Mira. You wou'd affect a cruelty which is not in 
4 nature; your true vanity is in the power of 
eaſing. | | 
* Mall: O, I aſk your pardon for that—One's 
cruelty is one's power, and when one parts with one's 
cruelty. one parts with one's power; and when one 

has parted with that, I fancy one's old and ugly. 
_ Ay, ay, 1 pegs 4 your n ruin _ - 
I er, to your lover—An n 
= wt qe loſt a Ming paul be? Nay, tis true: 
ou are no longer handſome when you have loſt your 
2 q your beauty dies upon the inftant : for beau- 
ty is the lover's gift; tis he beſtows your charms 
Your glaſs is. all a. cheat. The ugly and the old, 
whom the looking-glaſs-mortifies, yet after commen- 
dation-can be flatter'd by it, and diſcover beauties in 
it: for that reflects our praiſes, rather than your face. 
Mill. O the vanity of theſe men! Fainall, d'ye 
hear him? If they did not commend us, we were not 
handſome ! Now you muſt know they cou'd not com- 
mend one,.if one was not handſome. Beauty the 
lover's gift! Dear me, what is a lover, that it 
can give? Why, one makes lovers as faſt as one pleaſes, 
and they live as long as one pleaſes, and they die as 
B 3 ſoon 
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ſoon as one pleaſes: and then if one pleaſes, one 
makes more. 

Witw. Very pretty. Why you make no more of 
making cf lovers, madam, than of making ſo many 
card-matches. 

Mill. One no more owes one's beauty to a lover, 
than one's wit to an echo: they can but reflect what 
we look and ſay ; vain empty things if we are ſilent 
or unſeen, and want a being. 

Mira. Yet, to thoſe two vain empty things, you 
cwe two of the greateſt pleaſures of your life. 
Mill. How ſo? © 
Mira. To your lover you owe the pleaſure of  hear- 
ing yourſelves prais'd ; and to an echo the pleafure of 
hearing yourſelves talk. 

Wit. But I know a lady ins loves talking ſo inceſ- 
ſantly, ſhe won't give an echo fair play; ſhe has that 
everlaſting rotation of tongue, that an echo muſt 
wait till the dies, before it can catch her laſt words. 

Mill. O fiction; Fainall, let us leave theſe men. 

Mira. Draw off Witwos'd. [Ale to Mrs. Fainall. 
Mrs. Fain. Immediately; I have a word or two for 
Mr. Witwou'd. ¶ Exeunt Mrs. Famall and Witwou'd. 

Mira. I wou'd beg a little private audience too 
ou had the tyranny to deny me laſt night; tho” 
you knew I came to impart a ſecret to you that con - 


d. | 
the leiſure to entertain a 


krern'd my love. 


Mill. You ſaw I was 
Mira. Unkind, Youh 


herd of fools: things who viſit you from their exceſ- 


five idleneſs; beſtowing on your eaſineſs that time, 
which is the incumbrance of their lives. How can 
you find delight in ſuch ſociety ? It is impoſſible they 
ſhou'd admire you, they are not capable; or if they 
* it ſnou'd be to yau as a mortification ; for ſure 

to pleaſe a fool is ſome degree of folly. 

Mill. I pleaſe myſelfBeſides, ſometimes to 
converſe with fools is for my health. 

Mira. Your health! Is there a worſe diſeaſe than 
the converſation of fools ? | — 
n ills 


my ——— *. — 


| 0 
; 


have you, Mirabell 
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Mill. Yes, the vapours ; fools are phyſic for it, 


next to Aſ/a-fetida. 


Mira. You are not in a courſe of fools ? 
Mill. Mirabell, if you perſiſt in this offenſive 


freedom—you'll diſpleaſe me—I think I muſt reſolve 


after all, not to have you: We ſhan't agree. 
Mira. Not in our phyſic it may be. 
Mill. And yet our diſtemper in all likelihood will 
be the ſame ; for we ſhall be fick of one another. I 


ſhan't endure to be reprimanded, nor inſtructed; 'tis 
fo dull to act always by advice, and fo tedious to be 


told of one's faults II can't bear it. Well, I won't 
I'm reſolvd I think 
You may go— Fla, ha, ha! What wou'd you give 
that you cou'd help loving me? | 

Mira. I wou'd give ſomething that you did not 
know I cou'd not help it. G73 | 

Mill. Come, don't look grave then. Well, what 
ſay to me? | | | 
ira. I ſay that a man may as ſoon make a friend 
by his wit, or a fortune by his honeſty, as win a wo- 


man with plain-dealing and ſincerity. 


Mill. Senten 


tious Mirabel!“ Prithee don't look 


with that violent and inflexible wiſe face, like Solamon 
at the dividing of the child in an old tapeſtry hanging. 


Mira, You are merry, madam, but I would per- 
ſuade you for a moment to be ſerious. 


Mill. What, with that face? No, if you 
your countenance, tis impoſſible I ſhould hold mine. 
ell, after all there is ſomething very moving in a 
love-ſick face. Ha, ha, ha!—Well, I won't laugh, 
don't be peeviſh-—— Heigho! Now I'll be melan- 


choly as a watch-light. Well, Mirabell, if ever you 


will win me woo me now—— Nay, if you are ſo te- 
dious, fare you well? I fee they are walking away. 


_ © Mira. Can you not find in the variety of your diſ- 
- poſition one moment 


Mill. To hear you tell me Foib/e's married, and 
your plot like to ſpeed—— No. | 


Mira. But how you come to know 1t- 
B34 | Mill. 
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Mill. Without the help of conjuration, you can't 
imagine; unleſs ſhe ſhould tell me herſelf. Which 
of the two it may have been, I will leave you to 
eonſider; and when have done- of: that, 
think of me.  [Exeunt Millamant and Mincing. 

Mira. I have ſomething more—Gone——Thin 
of you! to think of a 11 tho* *twere in a 
whirlwind, were à caſe of more ſteady contempla- 
tion; a very whity of mind and. manſion. A 
fellow that lives in a windmill, has not a more whim- 
fical dwelling than the heart of a man that is lodg' d 
in a woman. There is no point ef the compaſs to 
which they cannot turn, and by which they are not 
turn'd; and by one as well as another; for motion 
not method i is their occu JON. To know this, and 
yet continue to be in love, is to be made wiſe from 
the dictates of reaſon, and. yet 332 to play the 
fool by the force of inftin—O me my pair of 
turtles— What, billing ſo ſweetly l is not — 

dy over with you yet? | Exter Waitwell axd. Foible. ] 
Sirrah,  Waitawelt, why ſure you think you were 
my marry'd for mou own recreation, and not for 


conveniency. 

Wait. Your „ fir. With ſubmiſſion, we 
have indeed been billing; but ſtill with an eye to bu- 
fineſs, fir, I have inſtructed her as well as I could. If 
ſhe can take your directions as readily as my inſtrue- 
tions, fir, your affairs are in a proſperous way. 

Mira. Give you joy, Mrs. Foible. 

Fei. O-las, fir, Pm ſe aſham'd—— Pm afraid my 
lady has been in a thouſand inquietudes for me. But 
I proteſt, fir, I made as much haſte as I could. 
Wait. That ſhe did indeed, fir. © It was my fault 
that ſhe did not make more. | 
Mira. That I believe.“ | 
Fo. I told my lady as you inſtructed me, fir: 
that I had a proſpeRt of ſeeing Sir Rowland your un- 
"41 4 and that I wou'd put her ladyſhip's picture in 

ket to ſhew him; which PII be ſure to ſay has 
kim ſo enamour'd with her * that he 0 | 
wi 
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with impatience to lie at her ladyſhip's feer, and wor- 
ſhip the original. - ENS. 

Mira. Excellent Foible / Matrimony has made you 
eloquent in love. a 

Wait. I think ſhe has profited, fir, I think ſo. 

Fai. You have ſeen madam Millamant, fir? 

Mira. Yes. | 

Foi. I told her, fir, becauſe I did not know that. 
you-might find an opportunity ; ſhe had ſo much com- 
_ pany laſt night. 

Mira. Your diligence will merit more—in the mean 
time— [ Gives money, 
. Fai. O dear fir, your humble ſervant. . 

ait. Spouſe. an | 

Mira. Stand off, fir,, not a penn) — Go on and 
. proſper, Foible—— The leaſe ſhall be made good, and 

the farm ſtock'd, if we ſucceed. 25 

Fore I don't queſtion your generoſity, fir: and 
you need not doubt of ſucceſs. If you have no more 
commands, fir, I'll be gone; I'm ſure my lady is at 
her toilet, and can't dreſs till I come. O dear, 
I'm ſure that [/coking out] was Mrs. Marwoed that 
went by in a maſk; if ſhe has ſeen me with you I'm 
ſure ſhe Il tell my lady. I'll make haſte home and 
prevent her. Your ſervant, fir. B'w'y Waitwell. [ Exit. 

Wait. Sir Rowland, if you pleaſe. The jade's ſo 
pert upon her preferment ſhe forgets herſelf. 

Mira. Come, fir, will you endeavour to forget your- - 
ſelf—and transform into Sir Rowland. 

Wait. Why, . fir, it will be impoſſible I ſhou'd re- 
member myſelf.— [Exit Mirabell] Marry'd, knighted 
and attended all in one day! *tis enough to make 
any man forget himſelf. The difficulty will be how 
to recover my acquaintance and familiarity with my 
former ſelf; and fallfrom my transformation to a 
reformation into Hiitwe'l. Nay, I ſhan't be quite 

the ſame Waitwwell neither—for now I remember 
me, I'm married, and can't be my own again. 


Ay, there's my grief; that's the ſad change of life ; ; 
To loſe my title, and yet keep my wife. 


B 5 ACT 
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A c m. 
SCENE, A Room in Lady Wiſhfort's Houſe. | 
Lady Wiſhfort at her Toilet, Peg waiting. 


L. Vip. A Erciful, no news of Foible yet? 
Peg. No, Madam: 

L. Vip. Ihave no more patience If I have not fretted 
myſelf till I am pale again, there's no veracity in me. 
Fetch me the red——the red, do you hear, ſweet- 
heart? an errant aſh-colour, as I'm a-perfon. Look 
you how this wench ftirs ! why doſt thou not fetch me 
a little red? did'ſt thou not hear me, mopus? 

Peg. The red ratafia, does your lady mean, or the 
cherry-brandy ? OS of | 
L. Wiſh. Ratafia, fool, no, fool, not the ratafia, fool 


— Grant me patience ! I mean the Spaniſb paper, ideot ; 


complexion. Darling paint, paint, paint; doſt thou 
underſtand that, changeling, dangling thy hands like 
bobbins before thee ? why doſt thou not ſtir, puppet ? 
thou wooden thing upon wires. 7 N 

Peg. Lord, madam, your ladyſhrp is ſo impatient— 


I cannot come at the paint, madam, Mrs. Foible has 


lock'd it up, and carry'd the key with her. 


L. Vißßb. Plague take you both Fetch me the 
cherry-brandy then. [Exit Peg. ] I'm as pale and as 


faint, I look like Mrs. Pzalmfick the curate's wife, 
that's always breeding Wench, come, come, 
wench, what art thou doing, fipping ? taſting ? ſave 
thee, doſt thou- not know the bottle ? 

Enter Peg with a Bottle and China Cup. 

Peg. Madam, I was looking for a cup. 

L. Miß A cup, fave thee, and what a cup haſt thou 
brought | doſt thou take me for a Fairy, to drink out 
of an acorn? why didſt thou not bring thy thimble? 
haſt thou ne'er a braſs-thimble clinking in thy pocket 
with a bit of nutmeg ? I warrant thee. Come, fill, 
fill—— Sc—again. - See who that is— [One krocks.] 
Set down the bottle firſt. — Here, here, under the 
table What, woul'dſt thou go with the bottle in thy 
hand, like a tapſter. As I'm a perſon, this wench 
has liv'd in an inn upon the road, before flie came to 
5 me, 


2 
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me, like Maritornes the Afturian in Don Quixote.) 
No Foible yet ? 

Peg. No madam, Mrs. Marwoed. 

L. Miß. O Marwoed, let her come in. Come in, 
good Mar wood. 

Enter Mrs. Marwood. 

Mrs. Mar. I'm ſurpriz'd to — your ladyſhip in 
diſhabills at this time of day 

L. Wifh. Foible's a loſt thing; has been abroad 
ſince morning, and never heard of fince. 

Mrs. Mar. I ſaw her but now, as I came maſk'd 
thro” the park, in conference with Mirabell. 

L. Wiſh. With Mirabell! you call my blood into 
my face, with mentioning that Pier Tong She durſt 
not have the confidence. I ſent her to negotiate an 
affair, in which if I'm detected I'm undone. If that 
wheedling villain has wrought upon Foible to detect 


me, I'm ruin'd. Oh my dear friend, I'm a wretch of 


wretches if 'm detected. 
Mrs. Mar. O madam, you cannot ſuſpect Mrs. 
F _ s integrity. 

Wiſh. O, he carries poifon in his tongue that 
mo corrupt integrity itſelf. - If ſhe has given him 
an opportunity, ſhe has as good as put her integrity 
into his hands. Ah dear Marwoed, what's integrity 
to an opportunity ?—Hark ! I hear her—Dear friend 
retire into my cloſet, that I may examine her with 
more freedom—Yow'll pardon me, dear friend, I 


can make bold with yo — are books over the 


chimney— Quarle- and Pen, and the Short View of 
the Stage, with Bunyan's works, to entertain you 
[Exit Mrs. Marwood. 
Go, you. thing, and ſend her in. [ Exit Peg. 
Enter Fable. 

L. if. O Foible, where haſt thou been? what 
haſt thou been doing ? 

Fei. Madam, I have ſeen the party. 

L. Wiſs. But what haſt thou . | 

Fai. Nay, *tis your ladyſhip has done, * and are-to 
* do;” I have only promis'd. But a man ſo enamour'd 
— ſo tranſported | well; if worſhipping of pictures: be 
a ſin — Poor Sir Rowland, I ſay. I. Wih. 
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L. Wh. The miniature has been counted like 
But haft thou not betray'd me, Foible? haſt thou not 
detected me to that faithleſs Mirabell? What hadſt 
thou to do with him in the park ? anſwer me, has he 
got nothing out of thee ? | 3 

Foi. So, miſchief has been before-hand with me: 
what ſhall I ſay?— Alas, madam, could I help it, if 
I met that confident thing? was I in fault? If you 
had heard how he us'd me, and all upon your lady- 
ſhip's account, I'm ſure you wou'd not ſuſpect 
fidelity. Nay, if that had been the worſt, I cou'd 
have borne : but he had a fling at your ladyſhip too; 
and then Icould not hold: but V Nich I gave him his own. 

L. Fifp. Me! what did the filthy fellow ſay? _. 

Fei. O madam ; tis a ſhame to ſay what he faid 
With his taunts and his fleers, toſſing up his noſe. 
Humh (ſays he) what you are a hatching ſome plot 

ſays he) you are ſo early abroad, or catering (ſays be) 
ferreting fer ſome diſbanded officer, I warrant—Halt- 

ay is but thin ſubſiſtence, (ſays he)—Well, what pen- 
1 does your lady propofe? Let me ſee; (ſays ha) 
what, ſhe muſt come down pretty deep now, ſhe's ſu- 
Þ=rapnuated voy he) and— | 

L. Vi. Odds my life, I' 1 have him, I'll have 
him murder'd. I'll have him poiſon'd. Where does 
he eat? I'll marry a drawer to have him poiſon'd in his 
wine, © 11 fend for Robin from Locke!'s immediately.“ 

Foi. Poiſon him! poiſoning's too good for him. 
Starve him, madam, ſtarve him; marry Sir Rowlard, 
and get him diſinherited. O you wou'd bleſs your- 


ſelf, to hear what he ſaid. 5 


L. Wiſh. A villain! ſuperannuated! | 
Foi. Humh (fays he) I hear you are laying deſigns 
againſt me too (ſays he) and Mrs. Millamant is to 
my uncle ; (he does not ſuſpe& a werd of 

your ladyſhip ;) but (ſays he) I'll fit you for that. 
I warrant you (ſays he) Fll hamper you for that 


(ſays he) you and your old frippery too (ſays he) I'll. 


handle you— | 
L. Wifp. Audacious villain ! handle me; wou'd he 
durſt—Frippery! old frippery ! Was there ever 2 
. a 1 
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a foul-mouth'd fellow ? I'll be marry*d to-morrow, 
P11 be contracted to-night. 

- Fai. The ſooner the better, madam. 

L. Wi. Will Sir Rowland be here, ſay'ſt thou ? 
when Foible? 

Fei. Incontinently, madam. No new Sheriff's wife 
expects the return of her huſband after knighthood, 
with that impatience in which Sir Rowland burns for 
the dear hour of kiſſing your ladyſhip's hand after 
dinner. 

L. Wiſs. Frippery ! ſuperannuated frippery ! PII 
frippery the villain; I'll reduce him to frippery and 
rags: A tatterdemallion—1 hope to ſee him hun 
with tatters, like a Long-Lane pent-houſe, or a gibbet 
thief. A ſlander-mouth'd railler : I warrant the ſpend- 
thrift prodigal's in debt as much as the million lot- 
tery, or the whole court upon a birth-day. P11 ſpoil 
his credit with his taylor. Yes, he ſhall have my 
niece with her fortune, he ſhall. 

Fei. He! I ho oye to ſee him lodge in Ludeate firſt, 
and angle into Black Fryars for braſs farthings, with 
an old mitten. 

L. Wiſh. Ay dear Foible; thank thee for that, dear 
Foible. He hs put me out of all patience. I ſhall 
never recompoſe my features, to receive S:r Rowland 
with any oeconomy of face. This wretch has fretted 
me, that I am abſolutely decay'd. Look,  Foible. 
Fot. Your lzdyſhip has frowa'd a little too raſhly, 
indeed madam. There are ſome cracks diſcernible 
in the white varniſh. 

L. Wiſs. Let me ſee the glaſs—Cracks, ſay'ſt thou? 
why I am arrantly flay'd--I lo k like an old peel'd 
wall. Thou mutt repair me, Foible, before Sir Rowland 
comes; or I ſhall never keep up to my picture. 

Foi. I warrant you, madam; a little art once 
made your picture like you; and now a little of the 
ſame art muſt make you like your picture. Your 
picture muſt ſit for you, madam. 

L. Wiſp. But art thou ſure Sir Rowland will not 
fail to come? or will he not fail when he does come? 


will he be importunate, Foible, and puſh ?? for if he 
| ſhou' d 
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ſhou'd-not be importunate -I ſhall never break deco- 
rums—1 ſhall die with confuſion, if I am forc'd to 
advance—Oh no, I can never advance—T ſhall ſwoon 
if he ſhou'd expect advances. No, I hope Sir Row- 
land is better bred, than to put a lady to the neceſſity 
of breaking her forms. I won't be too coy neither. 
I won't give him defpair—But a little diſdain is 


not amiſs ; a little ſcorn is alluring. | 


Foi. A little ſcorn becomes your ladyſhip. 
L. Wiſh. Yes, but tenderneſs becomes me beſt— 


A ſort of a'dyingneſs—You ſee that picture has a 


—ſort of  a—Ha Foible? a ſwimmingneſs in the 
eyes—Yes, I'll look ſo—My niece affects it; but ſhe 
wants features. Is Sir Rowland handſome ? let m 

toilet be remov'd—PII dreſs above. I'll receive Sir 
Rowland here. Is he handſome ? don't anſwer me. 


I won't know: I'Il be ſurpriz'd; Þll be taken by 


ſurprize. 

Foi. By ſtorm, madam, Sir Rowl/and”s a briſk man. 
L. Vip. Is he! O then he'll importune, if he's a 
briſk man. I ſhall fave decorums if Sir Rowland 
* 1mpor.unes., I have a mortal terror at the appre- 
* henfion of offending againſt decorums. O I'm glad 
* he is a briſk man.“ Let my things be remov'd, 
good Foible, [ Exit.” 

Enter Mrs. Fainall, | 

Mrs. Fain, O Foible, I have been in a fright, left 
T ſhou'd come too late. That devil, Marwoed, ſaw 
you in the park with Mirabell, and Pm afraid will 
diſcover it to my lady. | 

Fai. Diſcover what, madam ? 


Mrs. Fain. Nay, nay, put not on that ſtrange face. 
I am privy to the whole deſign, and know that Wait- 
well, to whom thou wert this morning marry'd, is to 
perſonate Mirabell's uncle, and as ſuch, winning my 
lady, to involve her in thoſe difficulties from which 
Mirabell only muſt releaſe her, by his making his 
conditions to have my couſin and her fortune leſt to 
her own diſpoſal. ; 


Fei O dear madam,-I beg your pardon. It was 


not my confidence in your ladyſhip that was defi- 


3 ficient; 
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cient ; but I thought the former good correſpondence 
between your ladyſtip and Mr. Mirabel/ might have 
hinder'd his communicating this ſecret. 

Mrs. Fain. Dear Foible, forget that. 

Fei. O dear madam, Mr. Mirabell is ſuch a ſweet 
winning gentleman—But your ladyſhip is the pat 
tern of generoſity.— Sweet lady, to be fo good ! Mr. 
Mirabell cannot chuſe but be grateful. I find your 
ladyſhip has his heart ſtill. Now madam, I can 
ſafely tell you ladyſhip our ſucceſs. Mrs. Marwoed 
had told my lady; but I warrant I manag'd myſelf. 
I turn'd it all for the better. I told my lady that Mr. 
Mirabell rail'd at her. I laid horrid things to his 
charge, Pll vow; and my lady is fo meens'd, that 
ſhe*ll be contracted to Sir Rewland to-night, ſhe ſays; 
—[ warrant I work'd her up, that he may have her for 
aſking, for, as they ſay of a Welch maidenhead. 

Mrs. Fain. O rare Forible ! * 

Foi. Madam, I beg your ladyſhip to acquaint Mr. 
Mirabell of his ſucceis. I would be ſeen as little as 
poſſible to ſpeak to him beſides, I believe Madam 
"Marword watches me — She has a penchant; but I 
K ow Mr. Mirabell can't abide her. [ Calls] Jobn— 
remove my Jady's toilet. Madam, your ſervant. My 
lady is ſo impatient, I fear ſhe'll come for me, if I ſtay. 

Mrs. Fain. I'll go with you up the back-ftairs, left 
I ſhou'd meet her. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Mrs. Marwood. 

Indeed, Mrs. Engine, is it thus with you? Are 
you become a go-between of this importance? Yes, I 
ſhall watch you. Why this wench is the paſ5-partoure 
-a very maſter-key to every body's ſtrong box. My 
friend Farnall, have you carry'd it fo ſwimmingly? I 
thought there was ſomething in it; but it ſeems it's 
over with you. Your loathing is not from a want of 
-appetite then, but from a ſurfeit: elſe you could never 
be fo cool to fall from a principal to be an aſſiſtant; 
to procure for him! a pattern of generoſity, that I 
confeſs. Well, Mr. Fainall, you have met with your 
-match.—O man, man! Woman, woman! The devil's 
an aſs: if I were a painter, I would draw him like an 

| ideot, 
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ideot, a driveler with a bib and bells. Man ſhou'd 
have his head and horns,.and woman the reſt of him. 
Poor ſimple fiend! madam Marewoed has a penchant, 
but he can't abide her Twere better for him you 
had not been his confeſſor in that affair; without you 
could have kept his counſel cloſer. I ſhall not prove 
another pattern of generoſity—he has not oblig'd me 
to that with thoſe exceſſes of himſelf; and now I'll- 
have none of him. Here comes the good lady, pant- 
ing ripe; with a heart full of hope, and a head full 
of care, like any chymiſt upon the day of projection. 

1 Eater Lady Wiſh fort. 

IL. Vi. O dear Maravood, what ſhall I: ſay for 
this rude forgetfulneſs—But my dear friend is all 
goodneſs. : 

Mrs. Mar. No apologies, dear madam. I have 
been very well entertain'd. : 

L. Vid. As I'm a perſon Iam in a very chaos to 
think I ſhow'd ſo forget myſelf—But I have ſuch an 
olio of affairs, really I know not what to do Calls] 
—Foible—lI expect my nephew Sir Vilſull ev'ry mo- 
ment too: Why Foible—He means to travel for im- 
provement. 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks Sir Vilfull ſhou'd rather think 
of marrying than travelling at his years, I hear he 
is turn'd of forty. 

L. Vi. O he's in leſs danger of being ſpoil'd by 
his travels—I am againſt my nephew's marrying too 
young. It will be time enough when he comes back, 
and has acquir'd diſcretion to chuſe for himſelf. 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he wou'd 
make a very fit match. He may travel afterwards. 
Tis a thing very uſual with young gentlemen. 

L. if. I promiſe you I have thought on't—And 
' ſince tis your judgment, I'll think on't again. I 

aſſure you I will ; I value your judgment extremely. 
On my word I'Il propoſe it. [ Enter Foible.] Come, 
come Feible—-I had forgot my nephew will be 
here before dinner—T muſt make haſte, * 


Foi. 
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Fei. Mr. Witwow'd and Mr. Petulant are come to 
dine wich your ladyſhip. 

L. Wiſp. O dear, I can't appear till I am dreſs'd, 
Dear Marwoed ſhall I be free with you again, and 
* to entertain em. I'll make all imaginable 

aſte. Dear friend, excuſe me. 
2 Lady Wiſhfort and Foible. 
Enter Mrs. Millamant and Mincing. 

Mill. Sure never any thing was ſo unbred as that 
edious man.—Marweed, your ſervant. 

Mrs. Mar. You have a colour, what's the matter * 

Mill. That horrid fellow, Petulant, has provok*d 
me into a flame—I have broke my fan—Mz:zcizg, 
2 me yours.— Is not all the powder out of my 

air? 

Mrs. Mar. No. What has he done? 

Mill. Nay, he has done nothing ; he: has only talk d 
—Nay, he has ſaid nothing neither; but he has con- 
tradicted ev'ry thing that has been ſaid. For my 
part, I thought Wiwes's and he REES have quar- 


rell'd. 


3 2 I vow mem, I thought once they wou' d 
ve fit 

Mill. Well, tis a lamentable thing, I ſwear, that 
one has not the liberty of chuſing one's. acquaint- 
- ance as one does one's cloaths. 1 

Mrs. Mar. If we had that liberty, we ſhou'd be 
as weary of one ſet of acquaintance, tho* never ſo» 

ood, as we are of one ſuit, tho' never ſo fine. A 
Fol and a Doily ſtuff wou'd now and then. find days of 
„and be worn for vari 

Mill. I could conſent to wear em, if they would 
wear alike; but fools never wear out—They are 
ſuch drap-de-berry things! without one cou'd give 
'em to one's chambermaid after a day or two. 

Mrs. Mar. Twere better ſo. indeed. Or what 
think you of the play-houſe? A. fine gay gloſſy fool 
ſhau'd * given there, like a new maſking-habit after 
the uerade is over, and. we have . with the 
diſguiſe. For a fool's viſit is always a diſguiſe; and 
never admitted by a woman of wit, but to blind. L her- 
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affair with a lover of ſenſe. If you wou'd but ap- 
pear barefac'd now, and own Mirabell; you might 
as eaſily put off Petulant and Vitu on d, as your hood 
and ſcarf, And indeed 'tis time, for the town has 
found it: the ſecret is grown too big for the pre- 
tence: 'tis ike Mrs. Primly's' great belly; ſhe may 
lace it down before, but it burniſhes on her hips. In- 
deed, Millamant, you can no more conceal, than my 
lady Strammel can her face, that goodly face, which 
in defiance of her Rheniſh-wine tea, will not be com- 
prehended in a maſk. 

Mill. I'll take my death, Marwood, you are more 
cenſorious than a decay'd beauty, or a diſcarded toaſt. - 
Mincing, tell the men they may come up. My aunt 
is not dreſſing here; their folly is leſs provoking than 
your malice. [Exit Mincing.] The town has found ? 
it! What has it found that Mirabell loves me is no 
more a ſecret, than it is a ſecret that you diſcover'd 
to my aunt, or than the reaſon why you diſcover'd it 
13 a ſecret. | 8 

Mrs. Mar. You are nettled. | 

Mill. Yeu're miſtaken. Ridiculous? 
Mrs. Mar. Indeed, my dear, you'll tear another 
fan if you don't mitigate thoſe violent airs. 
Mill. O filly! Ha, ha, ha! I cou'd laugh immo- 
derately. Poor Mirabell! His conſtancy to me has 
quite Ceſtroy'd his complaiſance for all the world 
beſide. I ſwear, I never enjoin'd it him, to be ſo 
coy—If I had the vanity to think he wou'd obey me, 
T wou'd command him to ſhew more gallantry— Tis 
hardly well-bred to be ſo particular on one hand, and 
Jo inſenſible on the other. But I deſpair to prevail, 
and fo let him follow his own way. Ha, ha, ha! 
Pardon me, dear creature, I muſt laugh, ha, ha, ha! 
tho? I grant you *tis a little barbarous, ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs. Mar. What pity *tis, fo much fine raillery, 
and deliver'd with fo fignificant geſture, ſhou'd be fo 
unhappily directed to miſcarry. | n 
Mill. Hz? Dear creature, I aſk your pardon—1 
{wear I did not mind you. ASA 

Mrs. Mer. Mr. Mirabell and you both ws Bag A 

| thing 
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thing impoſſible, when I ſhall tell him by telling 


(Oo — 


' Mill. O dear, what? 2 tis the ſame thing, if 
I hear it — Ha, ha, ha! 
Mrs. Mar. That I deteſt him, hate him, madam. 
Mill. O madam, why ſo do And yet the creature 
loves me; ha, ha, ha! How can one forbear laugh- 
ing to think of it—I am a Sybil if I am not amaz'd 
to think what he can fee in me. I'Il take my death, 
I think you are handſomer—and within-a year or two 
as young If you cou'd but ſtay for me, I ſhou'd over- 
take you—Bur that cannot "4 — Well; that — 
makes me melancholic--Now I'll be ſad. 
Mrs. Mar. Your merry note may be chang'd ſooner 
than your think. 
22 D'ye ſay ſo? Then I'm ee ru have A 
_ to keep up my ſpirits. 
Enter Mincing. - 
Minc. The genclemen ſtay but to comb, madam 

and will wait on you, 
* Mill. Deare Nr., that is in che next room to 
ing the ſong I wou'd have learnt yeſterday. You 
'* ſhall hear it, madam— Not that boars any great 
© matter init—But 'tis agreeabis ———— 


$$ ON 6. 
I. 
* ],97T's but the fraily of the mind, 


* > io tit not with ambition Join d 
flame, which if not fed expires ; 


1 An. Feeding, waſte in ſelfconſuming fires, 
II. 


is not to wound a wanton boy 

© Or am'rous youth, that gives the joy; 
* But tis the glory to have pierc'd a ſwain, 
For whom n r N Jes in n, 


III. 
* Then I atone the conqueſt priae, 
I ben 1 inſult a rival's eyes. 


* if 


If. have a humour to 


tance, and very 
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* If there's delight in love, *tis when I fee © 


© That heart which others bleed for, bleed for me.” 


Euter Petulant and Witwou' d. 


Mill. Is your animoſity compos'd, gentlemen ? 
 Witw. Raillery, raillery, madam, we have no ani-- 
moſity—We hit off a little wit now and then, but 
no animoſity— The falling - out of wits. is like the 
falling-out of lovers—We agree in the main, like 
treble and baſe. Ha, Petulant.! 

Pet. Ay- in the main—But when Lhave a humour 
to contradift— 

Witz. Ay, when he has a humour to contradidd, 
then I contradict. too. What; I know my cue. Then 
we contradict one another Ike two battledores; for 
contradictions beget one another like Fewws. 

Pet. If he ſays black's black—If I have a humour 
to ſay tis blue — Let that paſs—All's one for that. 
it, it muſt be granted. 
Witw. Not poſitively muſt—But'itmay—it may. 
Pet. Ves, it poſitively muſt, upon proof poſitive: 
Witw.. Ay, upon poſitive it muſt ; but upon 
proof e it only may. That's a _—_ 
1 madam. . ; Ry 

Mar. 1 1 ur debates are of impor- 
— ns por 

Per. Importance is one thing, and learning's ano- 
ther; but a debate's a debate, that I afſert.. 
Witw. Paulant's an enemy to. learning; he relies- 
altogether on his 

Pet. No, I'm no enemy to learning; ; it hurts not 
me. 

Mrs. Mar. That's a Gen indeed its no enemy ton 
vou. 

Per. No, no, it's no enemy to any body, but. them. 
that have it. 

Mill. Well, an illiterate. man's. my ' averſion... L 
wonder at the impudence. of an . man, £0. offer. 
to make love. 


ine. That I confeſs I wonder at too. 


Mill. 
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Mill. Ah! to marry an ignorant! that can hardly 
read or write. 

Pet. Why ſhould a man be any further from being 
marry'd tho* he can't read, than he is from being 
hang'd. The ordinary's paid for ſetting the P/alm, 
and the pariſh prieſt for reading the ceremony. And 
for the reſt which is to follow in both caſes, a man 
may do it without bock — 80 all's one for that. 

Mill. D'ye hear the creature? Lord, here's com- 
pany, PI! be gone. [| Exeune Millamant and Mincing. 

Enter Sir Wilfull Witwou'd in a riding dreſi and 

| | Footman. 

Witw. In the name of Bartholomew and his fair, 
what have we here ? | 

Mrs. Mar. Tis your brother, I fancy. Don't you 
know him ? 

WWitw. Not I—Yes, I think it is he—Pve almoſt 
forgot him; I have not ſeen him ſince the Revolu- 
won. 

_ Foot, Sir, my lady's dreſſing. Here's company; 
if you pleaſe to walk in, in the mean time. 

Sir Vil. Dreſſing ! What, its bat morning here I 
warrant with you in London; we ſhou'd count it to- 
wards afternoon in our parts, down in Shropſbir 
Why then -belſke my aunt han't din'd yet— Ha, 
friend ? 1 

Foot. Vour aunt, ſir? 

Sir Vil. My aunt, fir? yes my aunt, fir, and your 
lady, fir; your lady is my aunt, fir—Why, what, 
doſt thou not know me, friend? Why then ſend ſonre 
body hither that does. How long haſt thou liv'd with 
thy lady, fellow, ha? . 

Foot. A week, fir ; longer than any in the houſe, 
except my lady's woman. 2368 

Sir Wil. Why then belike thou doſt not know thy 
Tady, if thou fee'ſt her; ha, friend! h | 

Foot. Why truly, fir, I cannot fafely ſwear to her 
face in a morning, before ſhe is dreſs'd. Tis like I 
may give a ſhrewd gueſs at her by this time. 

Sir Vil. Well, pr'ythee try what thou canſt do; 
if thou canſt not gueſs, enquire her out; do'ſt heat, 

| fellow? 
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fellov/? and tell her, her nephew, Sir Wi Ifull Wits 


cu d, is in the houſe, 


Foot. I Hall, fir. 

Sir Wil. Hold ye, hear me, friend; a word with you 
in your ear: Pr'ythee who are theſe 'gallants ? 

Feit. Really, fir, I can't tell; here come ſo many 
here, 'tis hard to know 'em all. [ Exit, 
Sir Wil. Oons, this fellow knows leſs than a flar- 
ling; I don't think a'knows his own name, 

Mrs. Mar. Mr. Fitweu'd, your brother is not beaind- 
hand in forgetfulneſs—I fancy he has forgot you too. 

Witw. J hope ſo— The duce take him that remem- 
bers firſt, I ſay. 

Sir Wil. __ you gentleman and lady. | 

Mrs. Mar. For ſhame, Mr. Witwou'd; why won t 
you ſpeak to him? And you, fir. 

Wit, Petulant, ſpeak. 

Pet. And you, ir. | 

Sir. Wil. No offence, I hope. [ Salutes Marwood, 

Mrs. Mar. No lure, fir. 

Mitsu. This is a vile dog, I ſee that already. Nd 
offence! Ha, ha, ha! to him; to him, 8 ſmoke 
him. 


Pet. It ſeems as 5 you had come a journey, ſir; 
hem, hem. No offence! I hope, fir. 


[8 wr veying him round. 
Sir Wil. oy be not, ſir; Wr. as tis meant, fir, 


Witw. Smoke the boots, the boots; Petulant, the 


boots; ha, ha, ha! 


Sir Wil. Very likely, fir, that it may ſeem ſo. 
Pet. Sir, I preſume upon the information of your 


boots. 


Sir Wil. Why, 'tis like you may, fir: if you are 


not ſatisfy'd with the information of my boots, fir, 


if vou will ſtep to the ſtable, you may enquie fu:ther 


of my horſe, fr. 


Pet. Your horſe, fir! your horſe is an aſs, fir! 
Sir Vil. Do you ſpeak by way of offence, fir ! 
Mrs. Mar. 'The gentleman's merry, that's all, fir 


'—S'life, we ſhall have a quarrel betwixt an horſe ind 


aſs, 
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aſs, before they find one another out. —You muſt not 
take any > amiſs from your friends, fir. You are 
among your friends, here, tho' it may be you don't 
know it—If I am not miſtaken, you are Sir Wilfull 
Witwou'd. 

Sir Wil. Right, lady; I am Sir W:ilfull Witwer'd, 
ſo I write myſelf; no offence to any body, I hope; 
and nephew to the Lady Wi/hfort of this manſion. 

Mrs. Mar. Don't you know this gentleman, fir ? 

Sir Vil. Hum? What, ſure 'tis not—Yea by'r lad 
but tis, —'Sheart I know not whether *tis or no—Yet 
but *tis, by the Wrekin. Brother Anthony! what Tony, 
1 faith! what do'ſt thou not know me? By'r lady nor 
I thee, thou art fo belac'd, and ſo beperiwig'd 
*Sheart why do'ſt not ſpeak? art thou o'etjoy'd? 
Vio. Odſo brother, is it you? your ſervant, 
brother. 

Sir Fil. Your ſervant! why your's, fir. Your ſer- 
vant again—'Sheart, and your friend and ſervant to 
that—And a- (puff) and a flap dragon for your ſer- 
vice, fir: and a hare's foot, and a hare's ſcut for 
« your ſervice, fir; an you be ſo cold and fo courtly! 

Wiwt. No offence, I hope, brother. 

Sir Wil. *Sheart, ſir, bat there is, and much of- 
fence. —A plague is this your Inns o' Court breeding, 
not to know your friends and your relations, your et- 
ders, and your betters? ? 

Wiwt. Why, brother Wi!/full of Salep, you may be 
as ſhort as a Shrewſbury cake, if you pleaſe. But ] tell 
you *tis not modiſh to know relations in town. You 
think you're in the country, where great lubberly bro- 
thers flabber and kiſs one another when they meet, 
like a call of ſerjeants— Tis not the faihion here; tis 
not indeed, dear brother. I 

Sir Wil. The faſhicn's a fool; and you're a fop, 
dear brother. *Sheart, I've ſuſpected this—By'r la- 
dy I conjectur'd you were a. fop, ſince you began to 
change the ftile of your letters, and write in a ſtra 
of paper gilt round the edges, no bigger than a ſub- 

na. I might expect this when you left off honour'd 
3 and hoping you are in good health, and fo 
forth—To begin with a Rat me, knight, I'm /o fick of 


a laff 


43 THE WAY OF THE WORLD. 


la night's debauch—O'ds heart, and then tell a fa- 


miliar tale of a cock and a bull, and a wench and a 
bottle, and ſo conclude—Y ou cou'd write news before 
you were out of your time, when you liv'd with honeft 
Pample-Neoſe the attorney of. Farzival's Inn—You cou'd 
intreat to be remember'd then to your friends ronnd 
the Wrekin. We could have gazettes then, and Daw#:'s - 
letter, and the weekly bill, *till of late days.” 
Pet. Slife, Witwen'd, were you ever an attorney's 
clerk ? of the family of the Farnivals, Ha, ha, ha! 
Witw. Ay, ay, but that was but for a while. Not 
long, not long; pſhaw, I was not in my own power 
then. An crphan, and this fellow was my guardian ; 
ay, ay, I was glad to conſent to that, man, to come 
to London. He had the diſpoſal of me then. If I had 
not agreed to that, I might have been bound *prentice 
to a — in Shrewſbury; this fellow would have 


bound me to a maker of ſelts. 4 


Sir Nil. Sheart, and better than to be bound to a 


maker of fops; where, I ſuppoſe, you have ſerv'd 


your time; and now you may ſet up for yourſelf, 
Mrs. Mar. You intend to travel, fir, as I'm in- 


form'd. 


Sir Mil. Belike I may, madam. I may chance to 


_ fail upon the ſalt ſeas, if my mind hold. 


Pet. And the wind ſerve. 

Sir Vil. Serve or not ſerve, I ſhan't afk licenſe of 
ycu, fir; nor the weather-cock your e 1 
direct my diſcourſe to the lady, fir; Tis like my aunt 


may have told you, madam—Yes, I have ſettl'd my 


concerns, I may ſay now, and am minded to ſee fo- 
reign parts. If an how that the peace holds, where- 
by that is taxes abate. | 
Mrs. Mar. I thought you had deſigned for France 
at all adventures. "MP 
Sir Vil. I can't tell that; tis like I may, and *tis 


like I may not. I am ſomewhat dainty in making a 


reſolution, —becauſe when I make it I keep it. I don't 
ſtand ſhill I, ſhall I, then; if I ſay't, PN do't: but 
J have thoughts to tarry a ſmall matter in town, to 
learn ſomewhat of your lingo firſt, before I croſs the 


ſeat. 
5 
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ſeas. I'd gladly have a ſpice of French as they ſay, 
whereby 5 difcourke in r n | 
Mrs. Mar. Here's an academy in town for that and 
% dancing, and curious accompliſbments, calculated purely 
for the uſe 0 gentlemen.” 
Sir Wil. Is there ? *tis like they may. 
| _ Mar. No doubt you will return very much im- 
g 9 Yes, refin'd like a Dutch ſkipper from a whale- 
; Enter Lady Wiſhfort and Fainall. 
L. Vis. Nephew, you are welcome. 
Sir Vill. Aunt, your ſervant. 
- Fain. Sir Wilfull, your moſt faithful ſervant. 
Sir Wil. Couſin Fainall, give me your hand. 
L. Wifb. Coufin Vite , your ſervant; Mr. Petu- 
fant, your ſervant—Nephew, you are welcome again. 
Will you drink any thing after your journey, nephew, 
before you eat? dinner's almoſt ready. 4 
Sir Wil. I'm very well I thank you, aunt—However, 
I thank you for your courteous offer. Sheart I was 
afraid you wou'd have been in the faſhion too, and have 
remember'd to have forgot your relations. Here's your 
couſin Tory; belike, I mayn't call him brother for fear 
of offence. | 
L. Fiſh. O he's a rallier, nephew— My couſin's a 
wit: and your great wits always rally their beſt friends 
to chuſe. When you have been abroad, nephew, you'll 
underſtand raillery better. 
Fainall and Mrs. Marwood talk apart. 
Sir Vil. Why then let him hold his tongue in the 
mean time; and rail when that day comes. 
| | Enter Mincing. | 
Minc. Mem, I am come to acquaint your laſhip that 
dinner is impatient. 
Sir Vil. Impatient ? why then belike it won't ſtay till 
I pull off my Sweet-heart, can you help me to 
a pair of ſlippers ?—My man's with his horſes, I warrant. 


L. Wifh. Fy, iy, nephew, you wou'd not pull off your 
boots here—Go down into the hall—Dinner ſhall | 
for you q * and Sir Wilfull. 
| : +: "oP 
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My nephew's a little unbred, you'll-pardon him, ma- 
dam.— Gentlemen, will you walk? Marweod? 
Mrs. Mar. I'll follow you, madam, — before Sir Wil- 


fell is ready. Exeunt Lady Wiſhf. Petul. and Witwou'd. 


. Fain, Why then Foibles n procureſs ; an errant, rank, 
match-making is. AndTit ſeems am a huſband, 
a rank huſband; and my wife a very errant, rank wife, 
—=-all in the way of the world. Sdeath! to be. a cuc- 
* kold by anticipation, a guckold in embryo! Sure I was 
born with budding antlers like a young ſatyr, or a citi- 
* zen's child,, 'Sdeath ! to be out-witted, -out-jitted— 
out-matrimony*'d—* If I had kept my ſpeed like a ſtag, 
* *twere ſomewhat— but to crawl after, th my horns 
like a ſnail, and be outftripp'd by my wife'—'tis ſcur- 
vy wedlock. | 

Mrs. Mar. Then ſhake it off; you have often wiſh'd 
for an opportunity to part ;—and now you have it. But 
firft prevent their plot, —the half of Millamant 's fortune 
+ — to be parted with, to a foe, to Mira- 
Fain. Ay, that had been mine—had you not made 
that fond diſcovery—'That had been forfeited, had they 
been married. My wife had added luſtre to my .diſho- 


nour by that increaſe of fortune. I cou'd have worn 


*em tipt with gold, tho' my forehead had been furniſh'd 
like a deputy-lieutenant's hall. 5 
Mrs. Mar. They may prove a cap. of maintenance to 
you ſtill, if you can away with your wife. And ſhe's no 
worſe than when you had her I dare ſwear ſhe had given 
p her game before ſhe was marry'd. | 
Fain. Hum! That may be— ; 

Mrs. Mar. You married her to keep you; and if you 


can contrive to have her yy you better than you ex- 


ed, why ſhould you not keep her longer than you 
ntended ? CO e | | 
| Fain, The means, the means. 

Mrs. Mar. Diſcover to my lady your wife's conduct; 
threaten to part with her—My lady loves her, and will 
come to any compoſition to ſave her reputation. Take 
the opportunity of breaking it, juſt upon the diſcovery 


of this impoſture. My lady will be enrag'd beyond 


bounds, 
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8 and ſacrifice niece, and fortune, and all at that 
conjecture. And let me alone to keep her warm; if 
ſhe ſhou'd flag in her part, I will not fail to prompt her. 

Fain. This has an appearance. 

Mrs. Mar. I'm ſorry I hinted to my lady to endeavour 
a match between Millamant and Sir W:lfall, that may 
be an obſtacle. 

Fain. O for that matter leave me to manage him; 


Vit difable him for that, he will drink like a Dane 


after dinner, I'll ſet his hand in. 

Mrs. Mar. Well, how do you ſtand affected toward 
your lady ? 
Fain. Why faith I'm thinking of it. —Let me ſee 
I am marry'd already; ſo that's over—My wife has 
lay'd the jade with me—Well, that's over too—1 never 
wb her, yo if I had, hy that wou'd have been over 
too by this time—Jealons of her I cannot be, for I am 
certain ; ſo there's an end of jealouſy. Weary of hex, 
I am and ſhall be—No, there's no end of that |; no, ng. 
that were much to _ Thus far concerning my re- 
poſe. Now 'for my reputation, — As to my .awn, I 
marry'd not for it; ſo that's ont of the gueſtion. And 
as to my part in my wife Why ſhe had parted with 
her's before; ſo none to me, ſhe can take none 
from me; tis againſt all rule of play, that I ſhould loſe 

to one, who has, nat wherewithal.toiſtake. 
Mrs. Mar. Beſides you forget. marriage is 8 
Fain. Hum! faith and that's well thdught on; mar- 
riage is honourable, as you ſay; and if To, wherefore 


mould cuckoldom be a diſcredit, being, deriv'd from fo 


honourable a root ? 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, T know not ; if the root be honour- 
able, why not the 1244 

"Fain, So, ſo, way this point's clear—Well, how do 


we proceed ? 


Mrs. Mar. I will contrive a letter which ſhall be 
deliver'd to my lady at the time when that raſcal who is 
to act Sir Rowland is with her. It ſhall come as from 
an unknown hand for the leſs I appear to know of m_— 


truth, the better I can play the if coud Beſides, I 
hel 


wou'd not have Feibl Trove d if I could help it, —be- 


C 2 cauſe 
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cauſe you know ſhe knows ſome paſſages —Nay, I expect 
all will come out—But let the mine be ſprung firſt, and 
then I care not if I am diſcover dc. AK 

Fain. If the worſt come to the worſt—T'll turn my 
wife to graſs—I have already a deed of ſettlement of 
the beſt part of her eſtate, which I wheedled out of her; 
and that you ſhall partake. at leaſt, 1 

Mrs. Mar. I hope yau are convinc'd that I hate Mi- 
rabell now : you'll be no more jealous. 

Fain. Jealaus, ng, — by this kiſs—let huſbands be 
jealous ; but let the Tover ftill believe: or if he doubt, 
let it be only to endear his pleaſure, and prepare the joy 
that follows, when he proves his miſtreſs true. But let 
huſbands doubts convert to endleſs jealouſy ; or if they 
have belief, let it corrupt to ſuperſtition, and blind cre- 
dulity. I am fingle, and will herd no more with 'em. 
True, I wear the badge, but I'N diſown the order. 
And fince I take' my leave of *em, I care not if I leave 
em a common motto to their common creſt, [Exeunt. 


AP huſbands muſt, or pain, or ſhame endure; 
The wiſe too jealous are, fools too ſecure. 


i. ti. — * —_— ä — 


„ — — 2— 15 


ACT IV. SCENE continues. 
Lady Wiſhfort and Foible. | 
L. Ga | 8 Sir Rewland coming, ſay'ſt thou, Foible ? 
5 and are things in order? | 
Fai. Yes, madam. I have put wax-lights in the 
- ſconces, and plac'd the footmen in a row in the hall, in 
their beſt liveries, with the coachman and poſtilion to fill 
up the equipage. - ; 4 , 
L.. #i/h. Have you pullvill'd the coachman and poſ- 
tilion, that they may not ſtink of the ſtable, when Sir 
Rowland comes by? _ 
Fai. Yes, madam. 3 
L. Vic. And are the dancers and the muſic ready, 
that he may be entertain'd in all points with correſpon- 
dence to his paſſion ? 5 
| 91. 
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Fol. All is ready, madam. 


E. Viſb. And—well—and how do I look, Foible ? 

Fei. Moſt killing well, madam. a 

L. Miß. Well, and how ſhall I receive him? in 
* figure ſhall I give his heart the firſt impreſſion? 

here is a great deal in the firſt impreflion. Shall 
fit? —No, I won't fit—'il walk—ay, Pl walk from 
the door upon his entrance; and then turn full upon- 
him---No, that will be too ſudden. I'II lie---ay, PIE 
lie down---Pl! receive him in my little dreſſing- room. 
There's a couch---Yes, yes, I'll give the firſt impreſſion 
on a couch---I won't he neither, but loll and lean upon 
one elbow, with one foot a little dangling off, jogging 
in a thoughtful way---Yes---and then as ſoon as he ap- 
ee itart, ay, ſtart and be ſurpriz'd, and riſe to meet 

in a pretty diſorder --Yes---O, nothing is more al- 

luring than a levee from a couch in ſome confuſion 
4 ſhews = foot to advantage, and furniſhes with 

uſhes, and re-compoſing © tales. e 
Hark !. there's a coach. , 

Foi, Tis he, madam. 

L. Vi. O dear, has ney; nephew made his addreſſes 
to Millamant ? I order'd him. 


R. ck ett is. ſet in to drinking, madam, in 
e parlour. 5 
L. ib. Odds my life, I'll ſend him to her. Call 
her down, Foibli; * her hither. I'll ſend him as I. 
Jaden they are together, then come to me, Feible, 
k may not be too long along with Sir Rowland. Exit. 
1 Millamant = Mrs. Fainall. _. 
Fa. Madam, I ſtay'd here, to tell your ladyſhip that. 
Mr. Mirabell has waited this half hour for an opportu- 
nity to talk with you. Though my lady's orders were 
to leave you and Sir Wilfull together. Shall I tell Mr. 
Mirabell that you are at leiſure ? 1 . 
Mill. No---What wou d the dear man have? I am 
thoughtful, and wou'd amuſe res ham. 0.0 
another time. 
There never yet cba WOMAN made, 
Nor Hall, we tO be cu 'S> :« 
| [Repeating and walling about. 
C 3 | That's 


x 


: 
, 
1 
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That's hard! 


Mrs. Fain. Yot are very fond of Sir Jobe Sackling 
to-day, Millamant, and the poets. 


Mill. He? ay, and filthy verſes---So I am. 


Mr. Mirabell away? 


Mill. Ay, if you pleaſe, Foible, ſend him aw 
ſend him hither,---juſt as you will, dear Fozble.--- 
PII fee him---Shall I? ay, let the wretch come. 


Thyrſis, a youth of the inſpired train. 
[ Repeating. 


Dear Fainall, entertain Sir Wilfull---Thou haſt philoſo- 


phy to undergo a fool, thou art marry'd and haſt pati- 
ence---I would confer with my own thoughts. * 


Mrs. Pain. I am obli 4 to 
make me your proxy iu this Kale; 


Forer 87. Wilkull. 
Mrs. Faire. O Sir W/ 


think 


of my own. 


and contem 
Sir i. 
gladly 
cauſe I'm ſomewhat 


. purſue your 
es; my 


wary at firſt, before I am acquainted ; 


---but I hope, after a time, I ſhall break my mind 


that is, upon further acquaintance---[7 bis whit Milla. 


alt about repeating to berſelf.} So for the 14 
couſin, I'Il take my leave If fo be you'll be kind 


to make my excuſe, Pl return to my company 


duunted. 


for that for if ſo be that I ſet on't, PH do't. But 


only for the preſent, tis ſufficient till further acquam- 
ance, that's all---your ſervant. 


Mrs. Faiz. Nay, Pl fivear 
favourable an o ity, if 1 car help de. 
you together, and lock the door. 


Sir Wil. Nay, nay, couſin, I have forgot my ft 
at 


Fei. Sir Wilfull is coming, madam. Shall I fend 


„or 


u, hae you would 
but I have buſineſs 


fell, yon are come at the critical 
inſtant. There's your miſtreſs up to the an in — 


nt, now 
NN have i it fo, —1 Doki | 
have been — with a bottle or two, be- 


Mrs. Fain. O fy, Sir W3IfFull ! what, you muſt not be' 
Sir Wil. Daunted, no, that's not it, it is not ſo much - 


you ſhall never Joſs ſo 
PH leave 


 TBxennt Mrs. Fainall ey Foible. 


What dye do? *Sheart'a'has lock'd the door indeed, 
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I think---Nay, couſin Fainall, opengthe door---Pſhaw, 
what a vixen trick is this ?---Nay, now a'has ſeen me 
too---Coufn, I made bold to paſs thro” as it were —1 
think this door's inchanted- 
Mill. [NRepeating.] | — 
I pr'ythee ſpare me, gentle boy, 
Pre/s me no more for that ſlight toy. 
Sir il. Anan? Couſin, ſervant. 


Mill. ---That foolifþ trifle of a heart 
— Sir Wilfull l 28 * 


Sir Wil. Yes---your ſervant. No offence I hope 


couſin. 

I ana 7775 wot do 94 0 nd 
| be" t Jy , employ t power art. 
Natural, eafy Suckling / 

Sir Wil. Anan: Szc 


Hing No fach fuckling neither, 
couſin, nor ſtripling: I thank Heav'n, Pm no minor. | 
Mill. Ah ruftick, ruder than Gorbick. 
Sir Fil. Well, well, I ſhall underſtand your ' lingo 
one of theſe days, couſin, in the mean white 1 graft 


anſwer 3 
Mill. any bufineſs with me, Sir Wilfulle 4 
Sir Wil. Not at preſent, couſin.- Ves, I made bold 
to ſee, to come and know if that how were diſpos'd 


to fetch a walk this evening, if fo be that F might not 


be troubleſome, I would have ſo 
Mill. A walk ? what then? 


Sir Wil. Nay nothing Only for the walk's fake, 


ught a walk with you. 


that's all 


- Mill. I nauſeate walking; tis a country diverſion ; 
T loathe the country, and every thing that relates to it. 

Sir Nil. Indeed! hah! look ye, look ye, you -M 
nay, tis like you may---Here are choice of be cm 
here in town, as plays and the like, that muſt 


feſs'd indeed. 

Mill. Ab Petourdie | T hate the town too. 

Sir Wil. Dear heart, that's much---* Hah l' that you 
ſhould hate *em both ! hah ! *tis like you may 3 there. 
are ſome can't reliſh the town, and others can't away 

C 4 with 


* 
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with the country,---'tis like you may be one of thoſe; 


couſin, 


Mill. Ha, ha, Ya! Yes, *tis like I may.---You have 
nothing further to ſay to me ? 
Sir Fil. Not at preſent, couſin.---"Tis like when 1 


have an opportunity to be more private---I may break 


my mind in ſome meaſure---I conjecture you partly 
gueſs- However that's as time ſhall try,---but ſpare to 
ſpeak and ſpare to ſpeed, as they ſay." 

Mill. If it is of no great importance, Sir Wifull, you 
will oblige me by leaving me. I have juſt now a little 
bufineſs--- | | -1 | 
Sir Wl. Enough, enough, coufin : yes, yes, all a 
caſe- When you're difpos'd. Now's as well as another 
time; and another time as well as now. All's one for 
that,---Yes, yes, if your concerns call you, there's no 
hate; it will keep cold, as they ſay---Coufin, your 
ſervant.---I think this door's lock'd. 

Mill. You may go this way, fir. | 

Sir Wl. Your ſervant, then with your leave I'll return 
to my company. - , © . 
ill. Ay, ay; ha, ha, ha! | W 
Like Phoebus ſung the no leſs am'rous boy. 

Ee, Enter Mirabel. 

Mir. Like Daphne foe, as lovely and as coy. 

Do you lock yourſelf up from me, to make my ſearch 
more curious? Or is this pretty artifice contriv'd, to ſig- 
nify that here the chace muſt end, and my purſuit 
crown*d, for you can fly no further ?— "ITT 

Mill. Vanity l No—L'll fly and be follow'd to the laſt 
moment, tho' I am upon the very verge of matrimony, 
I expect you ſhould ſolicit me as much as if I were wa- 
vering at the grate of a monaſtery, with one foot over 
the threſhold. | PII be ſolicited to the very laſt, nay, 
and afterwards, 1 7 2 

Mir. What, after the laſt ? . 

Mill. O, I ſhould think I was poor, and had nothin 
to beſtow, if I were reduc'd to an inglorious eaſe ; an 
freed from the agreeable fatigues of ſolicitation. 

Mir. But do not you know, that when favours are con- 


4 


ferr'd upon inſtant and tedious ſolicitation, that they di- 


miniſh 
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miniſh in their value, and that both the giver loſes t 


grace, and the receiver leſſens his pleaſure? ' | 
Mill. It may be in things of common application; 

but never ſure in love. O, hate a lover, that can dare 

to think he draw's a moment's air, independent on the 


bounty of his miſtreſs. There is not ſo impudent a thing - 


in nature, as the ſa 

of ſucceſs. The pedantick ance of a very 
has not ſo pragmatical an air. Ah! Pll never marry, - 
unleſs I am firſt made ſure of my will and pleaſure. 

Mir. Would you have em 


for the. other till after grace ?” 
Mill. Ah don't be im 
Leave thee ? My faithful folitade, my darli 
plation, muſt I bid you then adieu? Ay 
morning thoughts, agreeable wakings, indolent ſlumbers, 


ye doucewrs, ye /ommeils du matin, adieu—lT can't do't, 
Mirabell, PH lie 


tis more than 1mpoſſible—Poſitively 
a-bed in a morning as long as I pleaſe. 


look of an aſſured man, confident ' 
haſband - 


th before marriage? Or ä 
will you be contented with · only the firſt now, * and * 


pertinent - My dear liberty, mall : 
=, gr | 
ieu- My 


Mir Then I'll get up in a morning as erty as] pleaſe 


Mill. Ah! idle creature, get up when you will=And-. 


d*ye hear, I won't be call'd names after I'm marry'd; . 


poſitively I won't be call'd names. 
Mir. Names! 


Mill. Ay, as wife, ſpouſe, my dear, joy, jewel, love, 


ſweet- heart, and the reſt of that nauſeous cant, in which 


men and their wives are ſo fulſomely familiar—L ſhall: 


never bear that Good Mirabell, don't let us be familiar 


or fond, nor kiſs before folks, like my lady Fadler and 
Sir . Francis : Nor go in public t the firſt Sunday 


in a new chariot, to provoke eyes and whiſpers ; and then. 


never be ſeen there together again ; as if we were. proud 
of one another the firſt week, and aſham'd of one ano- 
ther ever after. Let us never viſit together, nor go to a 


Les 


as ſtrange as if we had been marry'd a great 


while ; and as well * as if we were not marry'd at all. 
Mir. Have you any more conditions to offer? hitherto. ö 


your demands are pretty reaſon: ble. ; 


C:5 Mall. 


* 8 but let us be very ſtrange and well bred: 


* — — 
* — 4 * - 
- res oe EI Gr . . K * 
- _— - 


latter account. Well, have 1 h 


pick me up and 
_ Deteſtable Inprimis / I go to the play in a mak! 
. Ay. Hem. I article, that you continue to like your 


which end, 


know not what—-* 
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Mill. Trifles, —as liberty to pay and receive viſits to 
and from whom I pleaſe;to write and receive letters, with- 


out 2 or wry faces on your part; to wear 
and choeſe con ver ſation with regard only 


what I ple 


to my own taſte 3 to have no obligation upon me to 
converſe with wits that I don't like, becauſe they are 
your acquaintance ; or to be intimate with fools, be- 
cauſe they may be your relations. Come to dinner 


when I pleaſe, dine in my dreſſing- room when I'm ont of 
humour, without 


inviolate ; to be ſole em 
muſt never preſume to 

And laſtly, wherever I am, you ſhall always knock at 
the door before you eome in. Theſe articles ſubſcrib'd, 


if I continue to endure you a little longer, 1 may by de- 
degrees dwindle into a wife. 


Mir. Vour bill of fare is ſomething advanc'd | in this 
to offer conditions 


preſs of my tea- table, which you 
roach without firſt aſking leave. 


— That when 
be beyond meaſure enlarg'd into a huſband. 


Mill. You have free leave, propoſe your utmoſt ; ſpeak 
and ſpare not 
, Mer. I thank you. Inprimis then, I covenant that 
your acquaintance be general ; that you admit no ſworn 
confident, or intimate of your own ſex : No ſhe friend 
to ſkreen her affairs under your countenance, and tempt 
you to make trial of a mutual ſecreſy. No decoy-duck 
tt wheedle you a Fop-fcrambling to the play in a maſk— 
Then bring you home in a pretended fright,, when you 
think you ſhall be found out—And rail at me for miſſing 
the play, am difpphintieg the frolick which you had to 
prove my conſtancy. 


own face, as long as E ſhall: and while it paſſes current 
with me, that you endeavour not to new coin it. To 
— with all vizards for the day, I pro- 
hibit all maſks for the night made of oil'd-ſkins, and 1 
Hog's bones, hare's-gall, pig water, 
and the marrow of a roaſted cat.“ In fhort, I forbid 


a reaſon. Te have my cloſet 


you are dwindled into a wie, I may not 


4 


4 


| ſealing of the deed. 
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all commerce with the gentlewoman in What-d'ye-call-it 
court. Item, I ſhut my doors againſt all procureſſes with 
baſkets, and pennyworths of Muſlin, China, Fans, &c.— 
{tem, when you ſhall be breeding— _ 

Mill. Ah |! name it not. 

Mir. Which may be preſum'd, with a bleſſing on our 
© endeavours— | 

Mill. Odious endeavours !? 3 1 

Mir. I denounce againſt all ftrait-lacing, ſqueezing 
for a ſhape, till you mould my boy's head fire a ſugar; 
loaf ? and inſtead of a man-child, make me father to a 
crooked- billet. Laſtly, to the dominion.of the Tea-rable 
I ſubmit.—But with Provi/o, that you exceed not in 
your province; but reſtrain yourſelf to native and ſimple 
Tea-table drinks, as Tea, Chocolate, and Cee. As like - 
wiſe to genuine and authoriz'd Tea-rable ralk—Such as 
mending of faſhions, ſpoiling reputations, railing at ab- 
ſent friends, and ſo forth—But that on no account yo 
encroach upon the mens prerogative, and preſume to 
drink healths, or toaſt fellows ; for prevention of which 
I baniſh all Foreign forces, all auxiliaries to the Tea-table, 
as Orange-branay, all Anniſced, Cinnamon, Citron and 
Barbadoes-waters, together with Ratafia, and the moſt 
noble ſpirit of Clary.—But for Cowſ/lip-wine, Poppy-water 
and all Dormitives, thoſe I allow. —— Theſe Previſes 
admitted, in other things I may prove a tractable an 
complying huſband. vio 

Mil. O horrid Prowifes ! filthy ſtrong waters! I toaſt 
fellows,. odious men | I hate your odious Prowi/os. 

Mir. Then we're agreed. Shall I kiſs your hand upon 
the contract? and here comes one to be a witneſs to the 


Ester Mrs. Fainall. iy 
Mill. Fainall, what ſhall I do? ſhall I have him? I 
think I muſt have him. . | | 
Mrs. Fain. Ay, ay, take him, take him; what ſhou'd 


you do ? 5 
? Mill. Well then—TIl take my death Pm in a horrid 
fright—# ainali, I ſhall never ſay it—wel —1 think — 


Fll endure you. 
| Mrs. F ain. 


- 
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Mrs. Fain. Fy, fy, have him, have hint, and tell 
him ſo in plain terms : for I am ſure you have a mind 
ta him. 

Mill. Are you ? I think I have—and the horrid man 
looks as if he thought ſo too—well, you ridiculous 
thing you, I'll have you—l won't be kiſs'd, nor I won't 


be thank*d—here kiſs my hand tho'—ſo hold your tongue 


now, don't ſay a word. | | 
Mrs. Faiz. Mirabell, there's a neceſſity for your obe- 
dience ;—you have neither time to talk nor ſtay. My 
mother is coming; and in my conſcience if ſhe ſhou'd 
ſee you, wou'd fall into fits, and may be not recover 
time enough to return to Sir Rowland, who, as Feible 


tells me, is in a fair way to ſucceed. Therefore ſpare 
your extafies for another occaſion, and flip down the 
 back-ftairs, where Foible waits to conſult you. 


Mill. Ay, go, go. In the mean time I'll ſuppoſe you 


have ſaid ſomething to pleaſe me. | 
Mira. I am all obedience. [ Exit. 
Mrs. Faiz. Yonder's Sir Wi/full drunk; and ſo noiſy, 
that my mother has been forc'd to leave Sir Rowland to 
appeaſe him; but he anſwers her only with finging and 
drinking—what they may have done by this time I know 
not ; 5 Petulant and he were upon quarrelling as ! 
came by. 
Mill. Well, if Mirabell ſhould not make a good huſ- 


band, I am a loſt thing; for I find F love him violently: 
Mrs. Fain. So it ſeems ; for you mind not what's ſaid 


to you. —If you doubt him, you had better take up 
with Sir W:ilfull. 
Mill. How can you name that fuperannuated lubber ? 
foh ! | | ; 

Enter Witwon'd from drinking. _ 

Mrs. Fain. So, is the fray made up, that you have 
left em? . 

Witw. Left em? I could ſtay no 8 have 
laugh'd like ten chriſt'nings I am tipſy of laughing 
if I had ſtaid any longer I fhonld have burft, —I muſt 
have been let out and pierc'd in the fides like an unſiz'd 
camlet—yes, yes, the fray is compos'd ;' my lady came 
in like a noli proſequi, and ſtopt the proceedings. 


Mill. 
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Mill. What was the diſpute ? 

-Witw. That's the jeſt ; there was no diſpute. They 
could neither of em ſpeak for rage; and ſo fell a ſput- 
t'ring at one another like two roaſting apples. 

Enter Petulant drunk. - 
Now Petulant ? all's over, all's well? gad my head begins 
to whim it about—why doſt thou not ſpeak ? thou art 
both as drunk and as mute as a fiſh. 
Pet. Look you, Mrs. Millamant—if you can love me, 
dear nymph—ſay it—and that's the concluſion — paſs 
on, or paſs off, that's all. 

Witw. Thou haſt utter'd wolumes, folios, in leſs than 
decimo ſexto, my dear Lacedemonian.. Sirrah, Potulant, 
thou art an epitomizer of words. 

Pet. Witwou'd—You are an annihilator of ſenſe. 
 Witw. Thou art a retailer of phraſes ; and doſt deal 
in remnants of remnants, like a maker of pincuſhions— 
thou art in truth (metaphorically ſpeaking) a ſpeaker of 
ſhort-hand. 

Pet. Thou art (without a figure) juſt one half of an 
aſs, and Baldwin yonder, thy half-brother, is the reſt— 
a gemini of afles ſplit, would make juſt four of you. 

Witw. Thou doſt bite, my dear muſtard-ſeed ; kiſs 
me for that. | ; 

Pet. Stand of —P ll kiſs no more males, have kiſs'd 
your twin yonder in a humour of reconciliation, till he 
( hiccup ) riſes upon my ſtomach like a radiſh. 

Mill. Eh! filthy creature—what was the quarrel ? 
Pet. There was no quarrel—there might have been 
2 quarrel. | AY ; 

Witw. If there had been words enow between em to 
have expreſs'd provocation, they had gone together by 
the ears like a pair of caſtanets. : 

Pet. You were the quarrel. 

Mill. Me! | 

Pet. If I have the humour to quarrel, I can make leſs 
matters conclude premiſes, —if you are not handſome, 
what then; if I have a humour to prove it ?—if I ſhall 
have my reward, ſay ſo; if not, fight for your face the 
next time yourſelf—P]I go ſleep. | 

Witw. Do, wrap thyſelf up like a weedlouſe, and 
dream revenge—and hear me, if thou canit learn to 

write 
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write by to-morrow morning, pen me a challenge—T'll 
carry-1t for thee. | | 
Pet. Carry your miſtreſs's monkey a ſpider, — go flea 
dogs, and read romances—T'll go to bed © to my 
e | 1 [ Exit. 
Mrs. Fain. He's horridly drunk —how came you all 
in this pickle? _ | gy: 
 Witw. A plot, a plot, to get rid of the knight. —- 
Your huſband's advice ; but he ſneak'd off. 
Enter Sir Wilfull drunk, and Lady Wilhfort. 
I. Viß. Out upon't, out upon't ! at years of diſcre- 
tion, and comport youſelf at this rantipole rate ! 
Sir Vil. No offence, aunt. 5 3 
IL. Wiſs. Offence? as I'm a perſon, I'm aſham'd of ? 
you—fogh ! how you ſtink of wine! d'ye th nk my niece 
will ever endure ſuch a borachio / you're an abſolute 
borachio. 
Sir Wil. Borachio ! 
L. Fiſh. At a time when you ſhou'd commence ay 
amour, and put your beſt foot foremoſt— _ | 
Sir Wl. *Sheart, an you grutch me your liquor, make 
a bill— give me more drink, and take my purſe. 
Sings. Pry'thee fill me the 'glaſe 
of l 777 it laugh in 5 
With ale that is potent and mellow ; 
He that whines for a laſs 
I an ignorant aſs, | 


' For a bumper has not its fellow. 


— 


But if you wou'd have me marry my couſin—ſay the 
word, and Þ'll do't—HIfall will do't, that's the word, 
—Wilfull will do't, that's my creſt—my motto, I have 
forgot. _ 
| L. Wiſp. My nephew's a little overtaken, coufin— 
' but tis with drinking your health—O”? my word, you 
18 are oblig'd to him 8 | 

Sir Wil. In vino veritas, aunt : if I drunk your health 
to day, couſin, —I am a berachio. But if you have a 
mind to be marry'd, ſay the word, -and ſend for the 
piper ; Vilfull will do't. If not, duſt it away, and let's 
have t'other round—Toxy, ods-heart where's Teay— Te- 


uy's 


— — — 


+ &# 
* 

4 
— 


The ſan's 4 good 


6 
©. 
\ 
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ny's an honeſt fellow, but he ſpits after a bumper, and 


that's a fault. 


Sings Well drink, and wel never h done, boys. 
Put the glaſs then around with the Jun, fa 
Let Apollo s example invite us; 
For be's drunk ev'ry n 
And that makes him h bright 
That he's able next enen to 1745 Xs. 


imple, an' honeſt ſoaker, he has a 
cellar at your Antipodes. If I travel, aunt, I touch at your 
Antipodes—your Antipodes are a good raſcally ſort of topſy- 
turvy-ſellows—if I had a bumper Pd ſtand upon my head 
and drink a health to *em—a match or no match, couſin 
with the hard name——aunt, W7Ifull will do't. If 
© ſhe has her maidenhead let her look to't; if ſhe has 


not, let her keep her own counſel in the mean time, 


© and cry out at the nine months end.” 

Mill. Your pardon, madam, I can ſtay no longer— 
Sir why tag. grows very uf. Egh! how he ſmells! 
I ſhall be overcome if Come, couſin. 

3 — . — Millamant and Mrs. Fainall. 
L. Wifh. Smells! he wou'd poiſon a tallow-chandler 
and his family. Beaſtly creature, I know not what to 
do with him.— Travel quoth a; ay, travel, travel, get 
thee gone, get thee gone, get thee but far enough, to 
the Saracens, or the T artars, or the Turi. for thou art 
not fit to live in a chriſtian common wealth, thou beaſtly 

agan. 

n gon. Wil. Turks! no; no Turks, aunt: your Turks are 
infidels, and believe not in the grape. Your Mabome- 
tan, your Mufſelman is a dry ſtinkard—No offence, aunt. 


My map ſays that your Turk is not ſo honeſt a man as 


your chriftian—I cannot find by the yp that your Mufti 
is orthodox hereby it is a plain caſe, that orthodox 
is a hard word, aunt, and ( Biccup Greek for claret. 


8 3. To driak ir a:chrifian di 
* Unknown to the - or 8 
Let Mahometan false 
Lide by Heat beniſb rules, 
And be A over * and ceſte. 


Bur 


| 
| 


Eh, Tony / 
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But let Britiſh lads fing, 
Crown a health to the king, | 
And a fig for your Sultan and Sophi. 


Enter Foible, and whiſpers Lady Wiſhfort. 


L. Wiſh. Sir Rowland impatient ?  good-lack ! what 
ſhall I do with this beaſtly tumbrill ?—go lie down and 
ſleep, you ſot—or as I'm a perſon, Þll have you baſtina- 
do'd with broom-fticks. . Call up the wenches with 
broom-fticks. | his 

Sir Wil. Ahey ?. wenches, where are the wenches ? 

L. Vip. Dear couſin Witwer'd get him away, and 
you will bind me to you inviclably. I have an affair of 


moment that invades me with ſome precipitation - you 


will oblige me to all futurity.. EE” 

Witw, Come, knight——plague on him, I do'nt 
know what to ſay to him will you go to a cock-match ? 
Sir Wil. With a wench, Tony? Is ſhe a ſhakebag, 
* firrah ?* let me bite your cheek for that. | 

Nit. Horrible ! he has a breath like a bagpipe—Ay, 
ay, come will you march, my Salopian ? a 

Sir Vil. Lead on, little Toxy—Pll follow. thee my 
Anthony, ray T anthony ; ſirrah thou ſhalt be my Tanteny, 
and Fil be thy pig. | 

— And a fig fer your Sultan and Sophi 
[Exeunt Sir Wilful, Mr. Witwou'd; and Foible. 

L. Vi. This will never do. It will never make a 

match—At leaſt before he has been abroad. 
Enter Waitwell diſguiſed gs for Sir Rowland. 
Dear Sir Rewland, I am confounded with confufion at 


the retroſpection of my own 1udeneſs,—I have more par- 


dons to aſk than the Pope diſt ibutes in the year of Ju- 


bile. But I hope where there is likely to be ſo near an 


alliance, —we may unbend the ſeverity of decorum 
and diſpenſe with a little ceremony. | 
Wait. My impatience, madam, is the effect of my 
tranſport ; and till I have the poſſeſſion of your adora- 
ble perſon, I am tantaliz'd on the rack; and do but 

hang, madam, on the tenter of expectation. 
L. Wiſh. You have exceſs of gallantry, Sir Rowland; 
and preſs things to a concluſion, with a moſt 8 · 
1 vVene- 


- tisfation. —That would be ſome comfort to me, if I 


in a month out at knees with 
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vehemence—PBut a day or two for decency of marriage - 

Wait. For decency of funeral, madam.. The delay 
will break my heart—or if that ſhould fail, I ſhall be 
poiſon d. My nephew will get an inkling of my deſigns 
and poiſon me,—and I would willingly ſtarve him betore 
I die—I would gladly go out of the world with that ſa- 


could but live ſo long as to be reveng'd on that unnatu- 
ral viper. "ge ek 
L. ib. Is he fo unnatural, ſay you; truly I would 
contribute much both to the ſaving of your life, and the 
accompliſhment of your Ras Who that I reſpet my- 
ſelf; tho' he has been a perſidious wretch to me. 
Wait. Perfidious to you l. AL WE 
L. Vi. O Sir Rowland, the hours that he has dy'd. 
away at my fect, the tears that he has ſhed, the oaths. 
that he has ſworn, the palpitations that he has felt, the 
trances and tremblings, the ardors and the exatſies, the 
kneelings and the rifings, the heart-heavings and the. 
dand-gripings, oe pangs and the pathetick regards of 
his 1 ing eyes! Oh no memory can regiſterr. 
Wait. What, my rival! is the rebel my rival? a'dies.. 
„L. Vi. No, don't kill him at once, Sir Rowwland,. 
Rarve him gradually, inch by inch.  _ CD 
Wait. Vi do't. In three weeks he ſhall be barefoot ;; 


| beten alms—he ſhall. 
ſtarve upward and upward, till he nothing living 
but his head, and then go out in a ſtink like a candle's. 
end upon a ſave-a ll. e ee 
L. Vi. Well, Sir Rowland, you have the way — 
You are no novice in the labyrinth of love—You have. 
the clue—But as I am a perſon, Sir Rowwlaxd, you mult» 
not attribute my yielding to any ſiniſter appetite, or in- 
digeſtioa of widowhood; nor impute my complacency 
to any lethargy of continence I hope you do not thiuk 
me prone to any iteration of nuptials.— 
_ Fai. Far be it from me . 
L. 9:6. If you do, I proteſt I muſt recede — or. think 
that I have =o a proſtitution of decorums ; but in the 
vehemence of compaſſion, and te ſave the life of a perſon 
of ſo much unportance— EY Le 
1 y : art. 


- 


” 
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Warr. I eſteein it fo— . 
I. Vi. Or elſe you wrong my condefcenſion— 
ait. I do not, I do not | 
L. Vis. Indeed you do. | 

_ Wait. I do not, fair ſhrine of virtue. 

L. Vig. If you think the leaſt ſcruple of carnality 
was an ingredient - Be, J 
_ Wait. Dear madam, no. You are all camphire and 
frenkincenſe, all chaftity and odour. 
| L. 24 15. Or that | 
- Emer Foible. L 

Fei. Madam, the dancers are ready, and there's one 
with a letter, who muſt deliver it into your own hands. 
L. Wife. Sir Rowland, will you give me leave ? think 
favourably, judge candidly, and conclude you have found 
4 perſon who would ſuffer racks in honour's cauſe, dear 
ir Rowland, and will wait on you inceſfantly. [ Exit. 
Wait. Ny, fy !—What a flavery have I undergone! 
ſpouſe, haft thou any cordial 7 T want per. | 
_ #55. What a waſhy rogue art thou, to pant thus for 
a quarter of an hour's lying and ſwearing to a fine lady ? 
Na. O, the is the antidote to defire. © Spouſe, 
thou wilt fare the worſe for t—1 ſhall have no appe- 
* tite.to iteration of noptials— this eight and hours.* 
By this hand, I'd rather be a chairman in the dog-days 
than act Sir Rowland till this time to-morrow. 5 
| Enter Lady Wilhfort with à letter. 

L. Fi. Call in the dancers ;—Sir Rowland, we'll 
| fit, if you pleaſe, and ſee the entertainment. [ Dance. 
Now with your permiſſion, Sir Rowland, I will 
peruſe my letter—TI would open it in your preſence, be- 
cauſe I would not make you 1 4 If it ſhould make 
you uneaſy I would burn it—f) if it does—but you 
may ſee, the ſuperſcription is like a woman's hand. 

Foi. By heaven! Mrs. Marwood's. I know it. — 
My heart akes—get it from her [To him. 
Wait, A woman's hand? No madam, that's no wo- 
man's hand, I ſee that already. That's ſomebody whoſe 
throat muſt be cur. c : Fr 
L. Vis. Nay, Sir Rowland, fince you give me a 
proof of your paſſion by your jealouſy, I promiſe _ 
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PII make a return, by a frank communicacion—You 
thall (ee it —e'IÞ open it together—logk you here. 
Reads — Madam, th anknown to you [Look you there, 
"tis from nobody that I know.] I 2 that Bonsur for 
your character, that I think my/elf oblig d to let you ino 
„ He who pretends to be bir Roland i a 
cheat and à raſcal— 
O heavens! what's this? 
Fo. Unfortunate, all's ruin d! | | 
Wait. How, how ; let me ſee, let me ſee—rending. : 
A raſcal au d, and fuborn'd for that impeſture— 
O villainy! O villainy , the contrivance of 
1 Wh I ſhall faint, I ſhall die, hot © 
tis your * hand. Aula, his 
plot, ſway it, 1 2 
Wait, Here's a villain ! madam; dow'r you perceive 
i, dont you ſee it ? 7 
L. wh. Too well, too well, I have ſeen too much. 
Wait, aq ar firſt Fkenew the hand— A women's 
hand ? The large hand; your' 
Renee hun ſaw there was a throat to be coor pre- 


— nk If he were my ſon, as he is my nephew, Ve 

Fai. © O weachery! But are you ſure, Sir Rowland, it 
is his writin 
Wait. 8 2 Am I here? Do I live ? Do I love this 
mores of India ? I have twenty letters in my pocket from 

im, in the ſame character. 

L. Viß. How ! ; 
Foi. © what luck it is, Sir Row!/and, that you were 

eſent at this junRure ! this was the buſineſs that brought 
Mr. Mirabell diiguis d to madam Millamant this after- 
noon. I thought ſomething was contriving, when he 
ſtole by me and would have hid his face. 

L. if. How, how !—I. heard the villain was in the 
houſe indeed; and now I remember, my niece went 

away abruptly, when Sir Wilfull was to have made his 
addrefles. 

For. Then, then, madam, Mr. Mirabell waited for 
her in her chamber; but I would not tell your ladyſhip, 
to difeo you when yon were to receive Sir Rotoland. 

- Wait. Enough; his date is ſhort, Fei. 


writes a fort of a 
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Foi. No, good Sir Rowland, don't incur the law. 
Wait. Law! I-care not for law. I can but die, and: 
"tis in a good cauſe—My lady ſhall be ſatisfy'd of my 
truth and innocence, tho' it coſt me my life. 
L. #ifp. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight; if you 
ſhou'd be killd.L muſt never ſhew my face; or hang'd, 
O confider my reputation, Sir Rowland—No, you. 

ſhan't fight, —I'll go in and examine my niece; Pl 
make her confeſs. I conjurecyou, Sir Rowland, by all 
your love, not to fight. | 

Va. I am charm'd, "madam; 31. obey. But ſome. 
proof you muſt let. me give you; —Pl go for a black. 

x, which' contains the writings. of my whole W 
and deliver that into your hands. 


I. Vis. Ay, dear Sir Rowland, bat will be fome- 
comfort, bring the black ben. 

Wait. And may I preſume to bring a .contradt to | bei 
ſign' d this night? May I hope ſo far?0.6Üur¹ 

L. #3. Brin you will; but cone abve, pray 
come alive. O Ain happy diſcovery... © : 

. Waits, Dead or alive I'll come and married we will 
he i in ſpite of treachery ; ay, and get an heir that 
* ſhall — the laſt remaining glimpſe of hope in my; 
*- abandon'd nephew.” Come, my buxom widew: 


Ee long you ſhall ſubſtantial proof receive. 
8 That Im an arrant knight — | 


" Fei.—Or arrant knave. ttt [ Exeunti. 


i = 2 
* 
22 — 4 — 


- on” 
— — — 1 . * 


Ac v. SGENE continues. . 
© © Lady Wiſhfort and Foible. . 
L. Wiſh. Obe of my houſe, out. of my houſe,.. 
thou Diper, thou. ſerpent, Ee I: have. 
fofter'd ; thou boſom traitreſs, that I rais'd from no- 
thing---Begone, - begone, begone, go, go-— That 1 
took from waſhin * of old gauſe and weaving of dead 


hair, with a ble blue 25" over a chathng-diſh of 
| faryi® 
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Nary'd embers; and dining behind a traverſe-rag, in a 


—_— bigger than a birdcage,---go, go, ſtarve again, 
+ Go, do. ** Y | 


Foi. Dear madam, 111 beg pardon on my knees. 


L. Wiſh. Away, out, out, go ſet up for yourſelf 


again—do, drive a trade, do, with your three-penny- 
worth of ſmall ware, flaunting upon a pack-thread, 
under a brandyſeller's bulk, or againſt a dead wall by 
a balladmonger. Go, hang out an old fri/oncer-gerger, 
with a yard of yellow. Colberteex again; do; an old 
gnaw'd maſk, two rows of pins, and a child's fiddle; a 
glaſs necklace, with the beads broken, and a quilted 
night-cap with one ear, Go, go, drive a trade, —Theſe 
were your commodities, you treacherous trull, this was 
the merchandize you dealt in, when I took you into 
my houſe, lacd you next myſelf, and made you go- 
vernante of. my whole family. You have forgot this, 
have you, now you have feather'd your neft? : 
Fai. No, no, dear madam. Db but hear me, have 
but a moment's patience—T'll confeſs all. Mr: Mirabell 
ſeduc'd me.; I am not the firſt that he has wheedled with 
his diſſembling tongue; your ladyſhip's own wiſdom 
Has been de by him, then how ſhould I, a poor ig- 


norant, defend myſelf? O madam, if you knew but 


what he promis'd me, and how he aſſur'd me your la- 
dyſhip ſhould come to no damage—Or elle the wealth 
of the Zzdies ſhould not have brib'd me to conſpire 
againſt ſo good, ſo ſweet, ſo kind a lady as you have 
been to me. A | | 
L. Wiſh. No dam 


age! What, to betray me, and 


« facle, an hoſpital for a decay'd pimp ?' No damage! O 


thou frontleſs impudenee, more than a big-belly'd actreſe. 
Fo. Pray do but hear me, madam; he could not 
marry your ladyſhip, madam—No, indeed, his mar- 


rags was to have been void in law; for he was mar- 
F 

— bedded your ladyſhip; for if he had conſum- 
* mated with your ladyſhip, he muſt have run the riſque 
of the law, and been put upon his clergy'—Yes, in- 
deed, I enquir'd of the law in that caſe before I would 
meddle or make. L. Vig. 


me to a caſt b Ire ; * to make me a recep- 


to-me firſt, to ſecure your ladyſhip. '* He could not 
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L. Wifh. What, r perty, have 
I? I have been convenient to you, | while 
you were catering for Mirabell, I I hive been broker for 

ou? © What, have you you made a paſive bamd of me ?'— 

'his exceeds all precedent; 1am rought to fine uſes, to 
hacome - a botcher — ſecond-hand 


you together, you and your Bbilander. Pl Date s-Place 
you, as I'm a perſon. Yourturtle is in cuſtody already: 
you Mall coo- in the ae cage, if there be a conſtable 
or: warrant in the-pariſh, [ xit. 


Foi. O that ever I was born O chat I was ever mar- 


ry'd -a bride, ay I ſhall be a Bridewwe bride, oh! 
Enter Mrs. Fainall. | 
Mrs. Faiz. Poor Fable, what's the matter ? 
Foi. O madam, my lady's gone for a conſtable; I 
be had to à juſtice, and put to Bridgwell to beat 
poor Waitwell's gone to priſon already. 
Mes. Fain. Have a good heart, Foidle ; ; MirabelPs 
gone to give — higs- This is all Marv 
and my haſhand's doing. 
2 Ves, yes, I know it, madam ; the was in my 
lady's claſet, and overheard. all that yon ſaid to me be- 
— dinner. She ſent the letter _ my lady; and 
that miſſing eſſedt, Mr. Fainall laid this plot to arreſt 
Waitwell, when he pretended to go for the : and 
— * mean time Mrs. Maraveod 4ll to my 


Mrs. Fain. Was there no mention made of me in the 
letter—My-mother does not ſuſpect my being in the con- 
federacy ; 1 fancy Mar uod has not told her, tho“ the 


has told m 
lady did not fee char 


my 
Fei. Yes, madam; but my 
part: we ſtifled the letter "or toy ſhe read fo far. 'Has 
— * devil told Mr, Fainall of your lady - 
ip then? 
Mrs. Fain, Ay, all's out; my affair with Mirabell,” 
every thing diſcover'd, This 1s the laſt day of our 
living together, that's my comfort. 
| . Fai. Indeed! madam; and ſo tis a comfort if you 
| knew all, —he has been even with your * ; which 
cqu* 


marriages n 
Abigail and Andrews ! I'll couple you. Yes, I'll baſte 


O, my old lady is in a 
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I * have told you long enough ſince, but I love 
peace and .quietneſs. by my good will : 1 had 
— friends M ſet them at diſtance. 
But Mrs. Marwood and he are nearer related than ever 
their parents thought for. 
N Fain. B thau fo, Forble ? Canſt thou prove 
is ? 
Fa. [ can take my cath of it, madam, ſo can Mrs. 
Mincing ; we have had many a fair word from madam 
— to conceal ſomething that paſſed in our 
chamber one evening when we were at Hyde Park; 
and we were thought to have gone a walking: but 
we went up unawares,——tho” we were ſworn to ſecrecy 
too; madam Marweed took a book and ſwore us upon it: 
but it was but a book of poems.—80 long as ĩt was nat 
a Bible-oath, we may break it with a fafe conſcience. 
Mrs. Faim This. is the moſt. ons 
e could wiſn — No, Mizcing FF. 2 
Enter Mincing. | 
ſpeak with Mrs. Feible, mem. 


Mic. My wou'd 
Mr. Mirabell is with her; he has ſet your ſpouſe at li- 
berty, Mrs. Foible, and wou d have adds yourſelf in 


my lady's claſet, till my old 5% a anger is abated. 
ilous paſſron, at ſomething | 
Mr. F aizell has. ſaid ; he „ and my old lady cries. 
There's a fearful hurricane, I vow, He ſays, mem, 
how that he'll have my lady's fortune made over to 
him, or he'll be divorc'd. 

Mrs. Fain. Does your lady or Mirabell know that ? 
Afozc. Yes, mem, 3 ſent me to ſee if Sir 
Wilfull be ſober, and to bring him to them. My lad 
is reſolved to have him, I thank, rather than loſe ſack & 


A vaſt ſum as fix thouſand pounds. O, come Mrs, 


Foible, J hear my old lady. 

Mrs. Fain. Faible, you muſt tell Mincing, that me 
muſt prepare to vouch 6 — I call her. 

Foi. Ves, yes, madam. 

Minc. O, yes, mem, I'l vouch any thing for;your la 
dyſhip's ſervice, be what it will. | 
| | Exeaat Foible exd Mincing. 
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Tnter Lady Wiſhfort and Mrs. Marwood. 
L. Wiſh. O my dear friend, how can I enumerate the 
benefits that I have receiv'd from your fs To 
you I owe the timely diſcovery of theefal vows of M;- 
rabell; to you I owe the detection of the jmpoſtor Sir 
Rowland. And now you are become an interceſſor with 
my ſon-in-law, to ſave the honour of my houſe, and 
compound for the frailties of my daughter. Well, friend, 
are enough to reconcile me to the bad world, or elſe 
would retire to —_— and ſolitudes; and feed harm- - 
leſs ſheep by = purling ſtreams. Dear Maroc, 
det us leave — „ and retire by ourſelves, and be 


ſhepherdeſſes. 
ſpatch the affair in hand, ma- 


« 

- 4 

. o 
- 


Mrs. Mar. "FRE firſt di 
dam. We ſhall have leiſure to think of retirement af- 
tetwards. Here is one who is concerg'd in the treaty. 

L. ig. O daughter, daughter, is it ꝓoſſible thou 
— be my child, bone of my bone, and fleſh of m 
fleſh, and as I may ay, another me, and yet tranſgre 
the minute particle of ſevere virtue ? Is it poſlible you 
ſhould lean aſide to iniquity, who have been caft in the 
direct mould of virtue? have! not only been a mould, 
hut a pattern for you, and a model fot you, after you 
were brought into the World.. | 

Mrs. Faiz. I don't underſtand your ladyſhip. BEE. + 

I. wu Not underſtand! why, have not been 

ht? have yon not been fophiſticate ? not under- 
ſtand? here I am ruin'd to compound for your caprices 
and yaur cuckoldoms.* I muſt part with my plate nd 
my jewels, and ruin my niece, and all little enough 
* Mrs. Fain. I am wrong'd and abus'd, and fo are you. 
Tis a falſe accuſation, * as falſe as hell, * as falſe as your 
friend there, ay, or your friend's friend, my falſe huſ- 
band. 

Mrs. Mar. My friend, Mrs. Fainall? your - -huſband 
my friend! what. Fo you mean ? 
rs. Fain. I know what I mean, madam, and fo do 
you; and ſo ſhall the world at a time convenient. 


Mrs. Mar. I aa ſorry to ſee you ſo paſſionate, madam. 
More temper would look more like innocence. But I 


have done. I a am my my zeal to ſerve your es 
d 
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and family ſhould admit of miſconſtruction, or make 


me liable to affronts. You will pardon me, madam, 
if I meddle no more with an affair, in which I am not 
perſonally concern'd. | 

L. Wiſh. O dear friend, I am fo aſham'd that you 
ſhould meet with ſuch returns ;—you ought to aſk par- 
don 'on your knees, ungrateful creature ; ſhe deſerves 
more from you, than all your life can accompliſh— O 
don't leave me deſtitute in this perplexity ;—no, ſtick 
to me, my good genius. 

Mrs. Faiz. I tell you, madam, you're abus'd—Stick 
to you? ay, like a leach, to ſuck your beſt blood 
ſhe'll drop off when ſhe's full. Madam, you ſhan't 
pawn a bodkin, nor part with a braſs counter, in com- 
poſition for me. I defy em all. Let em prove their 
aſperſions: I know my own innocence, and dare ſtand a 
trial. OS FEISS [Ext 

L. Viß. Why, if ſhe ſhould be innocent, if ſhe 
ſhoald be wrong'd after all, ha? I don't know what to 


think, —and I promiſe you, her education has been 


very unexceptionable—I may ſay it; for I chiefly made 
it my own care to initiate her very infancy in the rudi- 
ments of virtue, and to impreſs upon her tender years a 
un odium and averſion to the "oy fight of men, —ay 
iend, ſhe wou'd ha? ſhriek'd if ſhe had but ſeen a man, 

*till ſhe was in her teens. As I'm a perſon tis true 
She was never ſuffer'd to play with a male-child, tho“ 
but in coats; nay, her very babies were of the feminine 
gender.—O, ſhe never look'd a man in the face, but her 
own father, or the chaplain, and him we made a ſhift to 
put upon her for a woman, by the help of his long gar- 

ments, and his fl:ek face; till ſhe was going in her 
fifteen. | | | COT ENT. ET 

Mrs. Mar. *T'was much ſhe ſhould be deceiv'd ſo 
long. 

L . Wikb. T warrant you, or ſhe would never have borne 
to have been catechiz d by him; and have heard his long 
lectures againſt ſinging and dancing, and ſuch debau- 
cheries; and going to filthy plays, and profare muſick- 
meetings, where the lewd trebles ſqueak icthiig but 


bawdy, and the baſſes roar blaſphemy. O, ſhe would 
=: 1 have 
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have ſwoon'd at the fight or name of an obſcene play- 
book---and can I think after all this, that my daughter 
can be naught? What, a whore? and thought it excom- 
muniĩcation to ſet her foot within the door of a playhouſe. 
O dear friend, I can't believe it. No, no; as ſhe ſays, 
let him prove it, let him prove it. 

Mrs. Mar. Prove it, madam? what, and have your 
name proſtituted in a publick court; yours and your 
daughter's reputation worry'd at the bar by a pack of 
— lawyers? to be uſher'd in with an O yes., of 
ſeandal; and have your caſe open'd by an old fumbling 
letcher in a coif like a man-midwife, to bring your 
daughter's infamy to light; to be a theme for legal pun- 
ſters, and quibblers by the ſtatute; and become a jeſt, 
againſt a rule of court, where there is no precedent for a 
Jeſt in any record; not even in Doomſday-book ; to diſ- 
compoſe the gravity of. the bench, and provoke naughty 
interrogatories in more naughty law Latin; while the 
good judge, tickVd with the proceeding, ſimpers under 
a grey beard, and fidgets off and on his cuſhion, as if he 
had ſwallow'd cantharides, or ſate upon cow-itch. 

I. Wiſp. O, tis very hard! | 

Mrs. Mar. And then to have my young revellers of 
the Temple take notes, like *prentices at a conventicle; 
and after talk it over again in commons,, or before draw- 
ers in an cating-houſe. 

L. Wiſp, Worſe and worſe. _, 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, this is nothing; if it would end here 
*twere well. But it muſt after this be confign'd by the 
ſhort-hand writers to the publick preſs; and from thence 
be transferr'd to the hands, nay, into the throats, and 
Jungs of hawkers, with voices more licentious than the 
loud flounder-man's: and this you muſt hear till you are 
ſtunn'd; nay, you muſt hear nothing elſe for ſome days. 

L. Wiſp. O, tis in ſupportable! No, no, dear friend, 
make it up, make it up ; ay, ay, It compound. Pll 
give up all, myſelf an | 
any thing, every thing for compoſition, | 

Mrs. Mar. Nay, madam, I adviſe nothing; I wy 
lay before you, as a friend, the inconveniencies whic 
perhaps you have overſeen. Here comes Mr. Fn 

1 


my all; my niece and her all— 


_——_— — 
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if he will be ſatisfy'd to huddle up all in filence, I ſhall 


be glad. You muſt think I would rather congratulate 
than condole with you. 


Enter Fainall. 

L. W:fp. Ay, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Marwood . 
no, no, I do not 44 It. 

Fain. Well, madam; I have ſuffer'd myſelf to, be 
overcome by the importunity of this lady your friend; 
and am content you ſhall enjoy your own proper eſtate 
during life; on condition you oblige yourſelf never to 
marry, under fuch penalty as I think convenient. 

L. Fi. Never to marry! 

Fain. No more Sir Row/and;—the next im poſture may 
not be ſo timely detected. 5 8 
Mrs. Mar. That condition, I dare anſwer, my lady 
will conſent to, without difficulty; the has already bur 
too much experienc'd the perfidioufneſs of men. Beſides, 
madam, when we retire to our paſtoral ſolitude, we ſhall 
bid adieu to all other thoughts. + 
L. Nis. Ay, that's true; bat in caſe of neceflity 5 
© as of health, or ſome fuch emer 
Fan. O, if you are preſcribd „ you ſhall 
* be conſider d; I will only referve to myſelf the power 
© to choofe for you, If your be wholeſome, it 
© matters not who is your ecary.* Next, my wife 


ſhall ſettle on me the remainder of her fortune, not made 


over already; and for her maintenance depend entirely 
en my diſcretion. 1 
IL. Viß. This is moſt —_— vage; exceeding 
the barbarity of a Mu/covite huſband. l | 
Fain. I learn'd it from his Czar majeſty's retinue, 
in a winter evening's conference over bran = pep- 
per, amongſt other ſecrets of matrimony an icy, as 
they are at preſent practis d in the northern hemiſphere. 
But this muſt be agreed unto, and that poſitively. Laſt- 


by, I will be endow'd, in right of my wife, with that 


fx thouſand pounds, which is the moiety of Mrs. Milla- 
mant s fortune in your poſſeſſion; and which ſhe has for- 
feited (as will appear by the laſt will and teſtament of 
your deceaſed huſband, Sir Fonathean Wiſofort) by her 
diſobedience in. contracting RT againſt. your conſent 
2 or 
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or knowledge ; and by refuſing the offer'd match with 
Sir Wilful Winwsos'd, which you, like a careful aunt, 
had provided for her. 


L. Wiſp. My nephew was non compos ; and could not 
make his addreſſes. 


Fain. I come to make demands—PI] hear no objec- 
tions. 

L. Wipp. You will grant me time to conſider ? 

Faiz. Yes, while the inſtrument is drawing, to which 
You muſt ſet your hand *till more ſufficient deeds can be 

perfected, which I will take care ſhall be done with- 

41 poffibie ſpeed. In the mean while I will go for the 
ſeid inſtrument, and *till my return you may balance 
this matter in your own diſcretion. ' { Exit.” 

I.. Vip. This inſolence is beyond all precedent, all 
parallel; muſt I be ſubject to this mercileſs villain ? 

Mrs. Mar. 'Tis ſevere indeed, madam, that you 
ſbou'd ſmart for your daughter's failings. 

L. Vi. Twas againſt my conſent that ſhe marry'd | 
this barbarian; but ſhe wou'd have him, tho' her year 
was not out- Ahl her firſt huſband, my ſon Languiſh, 
wou'd not have carry'd it thus. Well, that was my 
choice, this is hers; ſhe is match'd now with a witneſs 
—I ſhall be mad, dear friend; is there no comfort for 
me; Muſt I live to be confiſcated at this rebel-rate ? 
—Here comes two more of my Agyptian plagues too. 

Enter Millamant and Sir Wilful. 
Sir Wil. Aunt, your ſervant. 


L. Wiſh. Out caterpillar, call not me aunt; I know 
thee not. 

Sir Wil. I confeſs I have been a little in diſguiſe, as 
they ſay, —*Sheart ! and I'm ſorry fort. What wou'd 
you have ? I hope I committed no offence, aunt—and 
1f I did I am willing to make ſatisfaction; and what 
can a man ſay fairer? If I have broke any thing I'll pay 
for't, an 1t coſt a pound. And ſo let that content for 
what's paſt, and make no more words. For what's to 
come, to pleaſure you, I'm willing to marry my cou- 
fin. So pray let's all be friends, ſhe and I are agreed 
upon the matter before a witneſs. 

L.. Wiſp. 


* 
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L. Vg. How's this, dear neice ? have I any comfort ? 
van this be true? | | 
Mill. IJ am content to be a ſacrifice to your repoſe, . 
madam.; and to convince you that Thad no hand in the 
plot, as you were miſinform'd, I have laid my com- 
mands on Mirabell to come in perſon, and be a witneſs 
that I give my hand to this flower of Krighthood ; and 
for the contract that paſs'd between Mirabell and me, I 
have oblig'd him to make a reſignation of it in your la- 
dyſhip's preſetice 5—he is without, and waits your 
leave for admittance. rs 
L. Vit. Well, I'll wear I am ſomething reviv'd at 
this teſtimony of your obedience ; but I cannot admit 
that traitor, I fear I cannot fortify myſelf to ſupport 
his appearance. He is as terrible to me as a Gergon; 
if I ſee him I fear I ſhall turn to tone, and petrify in- 
ceſſantly. 3 
Mill. If you diſoblige him he may reſent your refuſal, 
and inſiſt upon the contract ſtill. Then tis the laſt time 
he will be offenſive to you.. 
L. Fiſh. Are you ſure it will be the laſt time 
if I were ſure of that——ſhall I never ſee him again? 
Mill. Sir Wilfull, you and he ate to travel together, 
are you not? | 
Sir Wil. Sheart, the gentleman's a civil gentleman 
aunt, let him come in; why we are ſworn brothers and 
fellow-travellers. We are to be Pylades and Oreftes, he 
and I—He is to be my interpreter in foreign parts. He 
has been over-ſeas once already; and with grohe that 
FE marry my couſin, will croſs em ence again, only to 
bear me company.—*Sheart, I'II call him in, —an I ſet 
on't once, he ſhall come in; and fee who'll hinder him. 
| [ Goes to the door and hems:. 
Mrs. Mar. This is precious fooling, if it wou'd paſs ; 
but P11 know the bottom of it. — - 
L. Wiſp. O dear Marwoed, you are not going? 
Mrs. Mar. Not far, madam; Pl! return immediately. 


[ Ext. - 

Enter Mirabell. 
Sir Pil. Look up, man, I'll ſtand by you; *sbud,. 
an ſhe do frown, ſhe can't _ you ;—befi RNS. 
2 8 Ty e 


TT 
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ſhe dare not frown deſperately, becauſe her face is none 
of her own ; *ſheart, and ſhe ſhou'd, her forehead wou'd 
wrinkle like the coat of a cream-cheeſe ; but mum for 
that, fellow-traveller. 2 f 
Mira. If a deep ſenſe of the many injuries I have of- 
fer'd to ſo good a lady, with a ſincere remorſe, and a 
hearty contrition, can but obtain the leaſt glance of 
compaſſion, I am too happy. — ah, madam, there was a 
time—but let it be forgotten! confeſs I have deſervedly 
forfeited the high place I once held, of ſighing at your 
feet ; nay, kill me not, by turning from me in diſdain 
come not to plead for favour ;—nay, not for pardon ; 
I am a ſuppliant only for pity—I am going where I ne- 
ver ſhall behold you more.— ; 

Sir Vil. How, fellow-traveller !—you ſhall go by 
yourſelf then. t | 


Mir. -Let me be pitied firſt ; and afterwards forgotten 
—] aſk no more. | 

Sir Wil. By'r lady a very reaſonable requeſt, and will 
coſt you nothing, aunt. —Come, come, forgive and for- 
get, aunt; why you muſt, an you are a Chriſtian, 
Mir. Conſider, madam, in reality, you cou'd not re- 
ceive much prejudice ; it was an innocent device; tho? 
F confeſs it bad a face of guiltineſs, —it was at moſt an 
artifice which love mated as and errors which love pro- 
duces have ever been accounted wenial. At leaſt think 
it is puniſhment enough, that I have loſt what in my 
heart 1 hold moſt dear; that to your cruel indignation 
F have offer'd up this beauty, and with her my peace 
and quiet; nay, all my hopes of future comfort. 

Sir Vil. An he does not move me, wou'd I may ne- 
ver be o' the Quorum. — An it were not as good a deed as 
to drink, to give her to him again, —I wou'd I might 
never take ſhipping—Aunt, if you don't forgive quickly, 
I ſhall melt, I can tell you that. My contract went no 
farther than a little mouth-glue, and that's hardly dry ; 
— One doleful ſigh more from my fellow-traveller, and 
tis diffolv'd. | 1 
L. Vi. Well nephew, upon your account —Ah, he 
has a falſe inſinuating tongue — Well, fir, I will ſtifle 
my juſt reſentment, at my nephew's requeſt-I will en- 
E ; . deavour 
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deavour what I can to forget, — but on Proviſo that you 
| his - contract with my niece immediately. 

ir. It 1s in wnting, and with papers of concern ; 
but I have ſent my ſervant for it, and will deliver it to 


you, with all acknowledgments for your tranſcendent 
goodneſs. 


L. Wiſp. Oh, he has withcraft in his eyes and tongue; 
— When I did not fee him, I cou'd have brib'd a vil- 
lain to his aſſaſſination ; but his appearance rakes the 
embers which have ſo long lain ſmother'd in my 
breaſt. — Ye” ' [Afge. 

Enter Fainall and Mrs. Marwood. 
Fain. Your debate of deliberation, madam, is expir'd. 
Here is the inſtrument, are you prepar'd to ſign ? 

L. Vip. If I were prepar'd, I am not impower'd. 
My niece exerts a lawful claim having match'd herſelf 
by my direction to Sir Vilfull. 

Fain. That ſham is too groſs to paſs on me—tho' tis 
impos d on you, madam. | 
Mill. Sir, I have given my conſent. | 

Mir. And, fir, I have reſign'd my pretenſions. 

Sir Fil. And, fir, I aſſert my right; and will main- 
tain it in defiance of you, fir, and of your inſtrument. 
S'heart, an you talk of an inſtrument, fir, I have an old 
fox by my thigh ſhall hack your inſtrument of Ram wel- 
Lam to ſhreds, fir. It ſhall not be ſufficient for a mitti- 
mus, or a taylor's meaſure ; therefore withdraw your 

inſtrument, fir, or by'r lady I ſtall draw mine. 
I.. Viß. Hold, nephew, hold. 
Mill. Good Sir Wilful reſpite your valour. 
. Fain. Indeed? are you provided of your guard, with 
your ſingle beet-eater there? But I am prepar'd for yous;. 
and inſiſt upon my firſt propoſal. You fhall ſubmit 
your own eſtate to my management, and abſolutely 
make over. my wife's to my ſole uſe; as purſuant to the 
| Parport and tenor of this other covenant.—I ſuppoſe, 
madam, your conſent is not requiſite in this caſe ; nor, 
Mr. Mirabell, your reſignation; nor, Sir Wilfull, 
your right You may draw your fox if you pleaſe, 
fir, and make a - Bear-garden flouriſh ſomewhere 
elſe : for here it will not ayail, This, my lady Vi- 
EP 2. . 
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fort, muſt be ſubſcrib'd, or your darting's daughter's 


turn'd adrift, * like a leaky hulk' to fink or ſwim, as ſhe 


and the current of this * lewd? town can a 


L. Vi. Is there no means, no rote, > to 4 wy 


ruin? Ungrateful wretch l Doſt thou not owe thy being, 
thy ſubſiſtence to my _— s fortune ? 
Fain. TIl anſwer you when I have the reſt of it in my 
poſſeſſion. 
Mir. But that you wou'd not accept of a from 
my hands—I own I have not deſerv'd you ſhou'd owe: 
any obligetion to me; or elſe perhaps I could adviſe 
L. Wifh. O what? "what? to ſave me and my child. 
from ruin, from want, Pl forgive all that's paſt; nay, 
Pl] conſent to any thing to denne, to be deliver'd from 
this tyranny. 

Mir. Ay, madam; but chat is too late, my reward is 
intercepted. You have diſpos'd of her, who only could 
have made me a compenſation for all my fervices ;— 
but be it as it may, I am reſolv'd PII ſerve you, you. 

ſhall not be wrong'd in this ſavage manner. 
L. Vis. How! dear Mr. Mirabell, can 
ous at laſt! but it is not poſſible —Harkee, III. 
reak — nephew's match; you ſhall have my niece yet, 


and all her fortune, if you can but ſave me from this im 
imnent dan 


Mir. will you? L take you at your word. I aſk no 
more. I — have leave for two crimivals to appear. 
L. Vi. Ay, ay, any body, any body. 
Mir. Foible is one, and a penitent. | 
Enter Mrs. Fainall, Foible, Mincing.. | 
Mrs. Mar. O my ſhame ! ! [Mira, and Lady go to Mrs: 
Fainall and Foible] theſe corrupt things are brought: 


hither to expoſe me. To. Fainall. 
Fain. If it muſt all come out, why let em know it tis 


but the Way. of the world. That ſhall not me to 
relinquiſh or abate one tittle of my terms; no, I will in- 
fiſt the more. 


Foi. Yes indeed, madam, I'll take my Bible-eath of 


Minc. And ſo will I, mem. 
L. "BIO" O Marwoed, Merwood, art thou 3 . 
| rien 


you be ſo 


it. 
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friend deceive me! Haſt thou been a wicked accom- 
plice with that profligate man ? 

Mrs. Mar. Have you ſo much ingratitude and in- 
Juſtice, to give credit againſt your friend, to the aſper- 


ions of two ſuch mercenary trulls ? 


Minc. Mercenary, mem! I ſcorn your words. Tis true, 
we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue garret; by 
the ſame token, you ſwore us to ſecrecy upon Meſalina* 8 
poems. Mercenary! No, if we would have been mer- 
cenary, we ſhou'd have held our tongues ; you wou'd 
have brib'd us ſufficiently. 

Fair. Go, you are an inſignificant thing Well, what 
are you the better for this? Is this Mr. Mirabell's ex- 
pedient? I'll be put off no longer —Vou, thing, that 
was a wife, mall fn art for this. I will not leave thee 


re: prin to hide thy ſhame : Your perſon ſhall be na- 


our reputation. 

Mrs. "Fain deſpiſe you, and defy your malice Von 
have aſpers d me wrongfully- I have prov'd your falſe- 
hood—Go you and your treacherous—l will not name 
it, but ſtarve together—Periſh. 

- Fain. Not while you are worth. a groat, indeed my 
dear. Madam, III be fool'd ne longer. 

IL. Vi. Ah, Mr. Mirabell, this is ſmall comfort, the 
detection of chis affair. 


Mir. O in good time Vou leave for the other offen- 


der and penitent to appear, madam. 


Enter Waitwell with a box of writings, 
L. Wiſs. O Sir Rowland — Well raſcal. 


Wait. What your ladyſhip pleaſes. —I have . 
the black box at laſt, madam. 
Mir. Give it me. 2 you remember your pro- 
miſe. 
L. Wiſs. Ay, dear fir. . 
Mir. Where are the gentlemen ? ; | 
Wait. At hand, fir, roving their eyes—juft riſen 


from ſleep. 


Fain. S'death ! what's this to me? I'll-not wait your 


private concerns. 


Euter Petulant and Witwou'd. . 
Pa. How now ? what's the matter? whoſe band's out? 
it Ws 
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Witw Heyday! what, are you all together, like pla er 
at the end of he laſt act? N wes ha 

Mir. You may remember, gentlemen, I once requeſted | 
your hands as witneſſes to a certain parchment. 

Witw, Ay I do, my hand I remember— Petulant ſet 
his mark. 

Mir. You wrong him, his name is fairly written, as 
ſhall ap _— —You do not remember, gentlemen, any 
thing of what 


that Fn contained 
Mitau. No. 


. [Undoing the box. 
Pet. Not I. I writ, 1 read nothing. 
_ Very well; now you ſhall know Madam, your 
om 
1. * 2 Ay, ay, fir, upon my honour, 

Air. Mr ainall, it is now time that you ſhou'd know, 
that your lady, while ſhe was at her own diſpoſal, and 
before you had by your inſim uations wheedled her out of 
a pretended f greateſt part of her for- 
tune— 

' Fain. Sir! ended! 

3 Ves, tir, I ſay, chat this lady 

having it ſeems reed ſome cautions 


g your 

and tyranny of * which from her own 

ial opinion and fondneſs of you ſhe cou'd never have 
d—She did, I ay, by the wholeſome advice of 
friends, and of ſages mats i in the laws of this land, 
deliver this Game as her act and-deed to me in truſt, and 
to the ufes within mention'd. Vou may readif you pleaſe 
a—| bolding out the t] cho — what is writen 
on the back may ſerve your occafions. 
_ Farm. Anely, fir. What's here ? * Damnation !” 

I Real.] A deed of conveyance of the whole eſtate reat 


Arabella Languiſn, , in . 1 Edward 
8 


while a widow, 


ka 


Mir. 1 ſo, fir; 'tis The Way of the World, ſir 
of the widows of the world. 180 this deed. may 


bear an elder date than what you have andy from 
your lady. 


Fain. 
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Fain. Perfidious friend ! then thus I'll be reveng*d— 

| [ Offers to run at Mrs. Fainall. 

Sir Wil. Hold, fir ; now you may make your Bear- 
garden flouriſh ſomewhere elfe, ſir. 

Fain, Mirabell, you ſhall hear of this, fir, be ſure 
you ſhall---Let me pals, oaf. [ Exit. 

Mrs. Fain. Madam, you ſeem to ſtifle your reſent- 
ment: you had better give it vent. 

Mrs. Mar. Yes, it ſhall have vent---and to your con- 
fuſion, or I'll periſh in the attempt. [ Exit. 
Lady Wiſhfort Millamant Mirabell Als. Fainall 

Sir Wilfull, Petulant, Witwou'd, Foible, Mincing, 

Waitwell. . 
L.. Wiſh. O daughter, daughter, *tis plain thou haſt 
inherited thy mother's prudence. 

Mrs. Fain. Thank Mr. Mirabell, a cautious friend, 
to whoſe advice all is owing. . 

L. Wh. Well, Mr. Mirabell, you have kept your 
promiſe---and I muſt perform mine---Firſt, I pardon 
for your ſake Sir Rowland there and Foible---The next 
mo is to break the matter to my nephew---and how to 
do that--- 

Mir. For that, madam, give yourſelf no trouble--- 
let me have your conſent---Sir Wilfull is my friend; he 
has had compaſſion upon lovers, and generouſly engag' d 
a volunteer in this action, for our ſervice; and now 
deſigns to proſecute his travels. | | 

Sir Wil. *Sheart, aunt, I. have. no mind to marry. 
My couſin's a fine lady, and the gentleman loves her, 
and ſhe loves him, and they deſefve one another; my 
reſolution is to ſee foreign parts---I have ſet on't---and 
when I'm ſet on't, I muſt do't. And if theſe two gen- 
tlemen wou'd travel too, I think they may be ſpar'd. 

Pet. For my part, I ſay little---I think things are 
beſt; off or on. x 

Wait. I'gad I underftand nothing of the matter,--- 
I'm in a maze yet, like a dog in a dancing ſchool. 

L. W4jþ- Well fir, take her, and with her all the joy 
I can pive you. | 

Mall Why does not the man take me ? wou'd you 
have me give myſelf to you over again? _ 

tir. 


4 * 0 — 1 
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Mir. Ay, and over and over again; | Ki/es her band.] 
I wou'd have you as often as poſſibly I can. Well, 
Heav'n grant I love you not too well, that's all my fear. 

Sir Wil. *Sheart, you'll have time enough to toy after 
you're marry'd ; or if you will toy now, let us have a 
dance in thre mean time; that we who are not lovers 
may have ſome other employment, beſides looking on. 

Mir. With all my heart, dear Sir Vilfull. What 
ſhali we do for mulick ? 

Fei. O fir, ſome that were provided for Sir Rowland”s 
entertainment are yet within call. [A dance, 

L. Vi. As I am a perſon I can hold out no longer; 
I have waſted my ſpirits ſo to-day already, that I am 
ready to ſink under the fatigue ; and I cannot but have 
ſome fears upon me yet, that my ſon Fainall will purſue 
ſome deſperate courſe. 

Mir. Madam, diſquiet not yourſelf on that account; 
to my knowledge his circumſtances are ſuch, he mult of 
force comply. For my part, I will contribate all that 
in me lies to a re- union: in the mean time, madam, 
[To Mrs. Fainall] let me before theſe witneſſes reſtore to 
you this deed of truſt ; it may be a means, well manag'd, 
to make you live eaſily together. | 


From hence let thoſe be warn'd, ks mean to bed; 
Left mutual falſpood tain the bridal-bed : 


For each deceiver to his coft may find, 
That marriage frauds too oft are paid in kind. 
[Exeunt omnes, 


EPILOGUE. 


* 


He hard a thing 


To think them ſelves 


a ww — 44+ . 1 
AF TER our Epilogue this crowd diſmiſſes, 
1m thinking how this play ll be — to pieces,” 
But pray confider, ere yon doom its fall, 
'twwould be, to pleaſe you all. 
ere are ſome critics ſo with 422 diſeas d, 
T hey ſcarcely come inclining to be pleas'd : 
And ſure he muſt have more than mortal ſkill, 
Who pleaſes any one againſt his will. 
T hen, all bad poets vos are ſure are foes, 
And how their numbers ſwell'd, the town well knows 
In fhoals, I've markt'd em judging in the pit; 
Tho” they're on no pretence for judgment it, 
But that they have been damm d for want of wit. 
Since when, they by "ava — wap — 
Set ies on plays, and findi 0 
Ge- , whoſe malice e 
Such, who watch „ with ſcurrilous intent 
To mark out wha iQers are meant : 
And the no perfee likeneſs they can trace; 
Yet each pretends to know the copy'd face. 
Theſe, with falſe glaſſes feed their own ill-nature, 
And turn to ibel what was meant a ſatire. 
May fuch malicious fops this fortune find, 
one the fools de t 
If any are fo arrogantly vain, 
o think they ſingly can ſupport a ſcene, 
And furniſb fool enough to entertain. 
For well the learn'd and the judicious know, 
That ſatire /ſcorns to loop ſo meanly low, 
As any one abſtracted fop te ſbew. 
For, as when painters form a matchleſs face, 
T hey from each fair one catch ſome di rent grace; 
And ſhining features in one portrait blend, 
To which no fingle beauty muſt pretend. 
So poets oft, do in one piece expoſe 
Whole belles afſemblees of coquets and beaux, 
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* cheat the moſt judicious eyes, there be 
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Ways in all trades, but this of poetry: 
Your tradeſman ſbraus his ware by ſome falſe light, 
To hide the faults and flightneſs from your fight: 
Nay, though tis full of bracks, hell boldly fevear 
Tis excellent, and ſo help off his ware. 
Hell rule your judgment by his confidence, 


- Which in a poet you'd call impudence ; 


Nay, if the world afford the like again, 

He fewears bell give it to you for nothing then. 

T hoſe are words too a poet dares not ſay ; | 

Let it be good or bad, you're ſure to pay. 

A *twere a pen' worth ;—— but in this you an 
Abler-to judge, than he that made the wars : 

However his deſign was well-enough, 


He try'd to ſhew ſome newer-faſhion'd fluff. 


. Not that the name Committee can be new, 
That bas been too well-known to moſt of you : 


Bat you may ſmile, for you have paſt your doom; 
T he poet dares not, his is ſtill to come. 
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Enter Mrs. Day, bruſhing her Hoods and Scarft, Mrs. 
Arbella, Mrs. Ruth, Colonel! Blunt, and a Stage 
Coachman. - | 


Mrs. D. O W out upon't, how duſty *tis! All 
3 things confider'd, tis better travelling 
in the winter; eſpecially for us of the better ſort, that 
ride in coaches. And yet, to ſay truth, warm wea- 
ther is both pleaſant and comfortable; tis a thouſand 
ities that fair weather ſhould do any hurt. Well ſaid 
oneſt coachman, thou haſt done thy part: my ſon 
Abel paid for my place at Reading, did he not? 
Coach. Yes, an't pleaſe you. $9 
Mrs, D. Well, there's ſomething extraordinary, to 
make thee drink. 70; | 
Coach. By my whip, tis a groat of more than ordi- 
nary thinneſs.—Plague on this new gentry, how li- 
beral they are. [A/fide.] Farewell, young miſtreſs; 
farewell, gentlemen: pray when you come by Reading, 
let Toby carry you. [ Exit Coachmen, 
Mrs. D. Why how now, Mrs. Arbella? What, fad? 
why, what's the matter: | 
Ard6. I am not very fad. | 
Mrs. D. Nay, by my honour, you need not; if you 
| knew as muchas I. Well P11 tell you one thing; 
are well enough, you need not fear, whoever does ; 
ſay I told you ſo,—if you do not hurt yourſelf ; for as 
cunning as he is, and let him be as _— as he will, 
I can ſee with half an eye, that my ſon Abel means to 
take care of you in your compoſition, and will needs 
have you his gueſt: Ruth and you ſhall be bed-fellows. 
I warrant that ſame Abel many and many a time will 
wiſh his ſiſter's place; or elſe his father ne'er got him: 
EX I though 
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though I ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it, yet I do Gy 


tis a notable fellow. 


it 


Arb. I am fallen into ſtrange hands, if they prove 
as buſy as her tongue ae. | 
Mrs. D. And now you talk of this ſame Abel, 1 tell 
you but one thing, I wonder that neither he nor my 


huſband's honour's chief clerk Obadiah is not here rea- 
dy to attend me. I dare warrant my fon Abel has been 
. here two hours before. us: tis the verieſt princox; he 
will ever be a galloping, and yet he is not full one and 
twenty, for all his appearances: he never ſtole this 
trick of galloping; his father was juitſuch another be- 
fore him; and. wou'd. gallop with * beſt of em: he 
and Mrs. Bus huſband were counted the beſt horfemen 
in Reading, av and Berkſhire to boot. Iꝶhave rode for- 
merly behind Mr. Bu/y,. 
dure to travel but. in a coach; my own was at prefent 
in diſorder, and ſo IWas fim to ſhift in this; but I 


warrant you, if his honour, Mr. Day, chair-man ef 
the honourable committee of ſequeſtrations, ſnou'd 


know that his wife rode in a ſtage- coach, he wou'd 


make the houſe too hot for ſome. Why, how is; 
with you, fir? what, weary of your journey? | 

[To the Coh 

Col. Bl. Her tongue will never tire. [ A/ide.]—So 


many, miſtreſs, riding in the coach, has a little diſ- 


temper'd me with heat. 
Mrs. D. So many, fir?. why 


there were but ſix— 


What wou'd you fay if I ſhow'd tell you, that I was - 


one of the eleven that travel'd at one time in one coach? 


Col. BJ. O the devil! I have giver.hera new theme - 


[ Aides 
Mrs. D. Why, I'll tell you— Can you gueſs 
how *twas? | 
Col. BJ. Not I, truly. But tis no matter, I do 
believe it. | 
Mrs. D. Look you, thus it was; there was in the 
firſt place, myſelf, and my hutband, I thou'd have 


ſaid firſt; but his honour wou'd have pardoned me, if 


he had heard me; Mr. Bu/ that I told you of, and 


his 


but in truth I cannot now en- 
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his wife; the mayor of Reading, and his wife; and 
this Ruth that you ſee there, in one of our laps—but 
now, where do you think the reſt were? 

Col. Bl. A top o' th” coach ſure. 

Mrs. D. Nay, I durſt ſwear you wou'd never gueſs 
—why—wou'd you think it; I had two growing in 
my belly, Mrs. Buß one in hers, and Mrs. Mayore/+ 
of Reading a chopping boy, as it proved afterwards, 
in hers; as like the father as if it had been ſpit out of 
his mouth; and if he had come out of his mouth; he 
had come out of as honeſt a man's mouth as any in forty 
miles of the head of him: for wou'd you think it, at 
the very ſame time when this ſame Rath was ſick, it 
being the firſt time the girl was ever coach'd, the good 
man, Mr. Mayor, I'mean, that I ſpoke of, held his 
hat for the girl to eaſe her ſtomach in. —— 

Enter Abel and Obadiah. 

——O, are you come! long look'd for comes at laſt. 
© What, ——yau have a ſlow ſet pace, as well as your 
* haſty ſcribble, ſometimes.” Did you not think it 
fit that I ſhou'd have found attendance ready for me 
when I alighted? | 

O86. I aſk your honour's pardon; for I do profeſs 
unto your ladyſhip I had attended ſooner, but that his 
young honour, Mr. Abel. demurr'd me by his delays. 

Mrs. D. Well, ſon Abel, you muſt be obey'd, and 
I partly, if not quite, gueſs your buſineſs; prong 
for the entertainment of one I have in my eye; rea 
her and take her: ah, is't not ſo? | 

Abel. T have not been deficient in my care, forſooth. 

Mrs. D. Will you never leave your forfooths ? Art 
thou not aſham'd to let the clerk carry himſelf better, 
and ſhew more breeding, than his maſter's ſon ? 

Abel. If it pleaſe your honour, I have ſome buſineſs 
for your more private ear. 

Mrs. D. Very well. 

Rath. What a lamentable condition has that gentle-+ 
man been in! faith I pity him. 

Arb. Are you ſo apt to pity men? | 

| ; A 4 | Ruth, 
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Ruth, Yes, men that are humourſome, as I would 
children that are froward ; I wou'd not make them cry 
a purpoſe. 


Arb. Well, I like his humour, I dare ſwear he's 
plain and honeſt, 


Ruth. Plain enough of all conſcience; faith, I'll 
ſpeak to him. 


Arb. Nay, pr'ythee don't, he'll think thee rude. 
Ruth. Why then I'll think him an aſs. How is't 


after your journey, fir? 
Col. Bl. Why, I am worſe after it. 
Ruth. Do you love riding in a coach, fir ? 
Col. Bl. No, forſooth. nor talking after riding in 
a coach, : 
Ruth, I ſhou'd be loth to interrupt your meditations, 
fir; we may have the fruits hereafter. 5 
Col. Bl. If you have, they ſhall break loſe ſpite of 
my teeth.—This ſpawn is as bad as the great pike. 
[ 4/ide. 
Arb. Pr'ythee peace: Sir, we wiſh you all hap- 
ineſs. | "6 
4 Col. BI. And quiet, good ſweet ladies, — I like her 
well enough. Now wou'd not I have her ſay any 
more, for fear ſhe ſhou'd jeer too, and ſpoil my good 
opinion. If*twere poſſible, I wou'd think well 8. 
woman. | 
Mrs. D. Come, Mrs. Arbella, tis as I told you, 
Abel has done it; ſay no more: take her by the hand, 
Abel. I profeſs, ſhe may venture to take thee for 
better, for worſe: come Mrs. the honourable com- 
mittee will fit ſuddenly. Come, let's along, fare- 
. [ Exeunt all but Col. Blunt. 
C. Bl. How, the committee ready to fit. Plague on 
their honours; for ſo my honour'd lady, that was one 
of the eleven, was pleas'd to call 'em. I had like to 
have come a day after the fair. Tis pretty, that ſuch 
as I have been, muſt compound for their having been 
raſcals. Well, I muſt go look a lodging, and a ſollici- 
tor: I'll find the arranteſt rogue I can too: for, ac- 


cord- 
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— to the old ſaying, ſet a thief to catch a thief. 
8, 


nter Col. Careleſs, and Lieutenant Story. 

C. Car. Dear Blunt, well met; when came you, 
man ? 

C. BI. Dear Careleſs, J did not think to have met 
thee ſo ſuddenly. Lieutenant, your ſervant. I am 
landed juſt now man. 

C. Car. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if thou had'ſt been at ſea, 

C. Bl. It's pretty well gueſt; I have been in a ſtorm. 

* C. Car. What buſineſs brought thee ? 

C. Bl. May be the ſame with yours: I am come to 
compound with their honours. 

*C.Car. That's my buſineſs too; why the committee 
* fits ſaddenly. | | 

C. Bl. Yes, I know it; I heard ſo in the ſtorm I 
© told thee of.? 

C. Car. What ſtorm, man? 

C. Bl. Why, a tempeſt, as high as ever blew from 
woman's breath: I have rode in a ſtage coach, wedged 
in with half a dozen ; one of them was a committee- 
man's wife ; his name is Day : and ſhe accordingly will 
be call'd, Your Honour, and Your Ladyſhip ; with 
* a tongue that wags as much faſter than all other wo- 
© mens, as in the ſeveral motions of a watch, the 
hand of the minnte moves faſter than that of the 
* hour.” There was her daughter too; but a baſtard 
without queſtion ; for ſhe had no reſemblance to the 
reſt of the notch'd raſcals; and very pretty, and had 
wit enough to jeer a man in proſperity to death. 
There was another gentlewoman, and ſhe was hand- 
ſome, nay very handſome ; but I kept her from being 
as bad as the reſt. | 8 

C. Car. Pr'ythee how, man? 

C. Bl. Why, ſhe began with two or three good 
words, and I deſired her ſhe would be quiet while ſhe 
was well. 

C. Car. Thou wer't not ſo mad? 

C. Bi. IT had been mad, if I had not— But when 
we came to our journey's end, there met us two ſuch 


formal and ſtately raſcals, that yet pretended religion 
"> 2 and 
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and open rebellion ever painted: they were the hopes 


and guide of the honourable family, viz. The eldeſt 
ſon, and the chiefeſt clerk, rogues and hereby 
hangs a tale. This gentlewoman I told thee I kept 
civil, by. deſiring her to ſay nothing, is a rich heireſs 
of one that dies in the king's ſervice, and left his 
eſtate under ſequeſtration. This young chicken has 
this kite inatch'd up, and deſigns her for this her 
eldeſt raſcal. 
C. Car. What a dull fellow wert thou, not to make 
love, and reſcue her. | 
C. BI. I'II woo no woman. | 
C. Car. Wou'dſt thou have them court thee? a 


ſoldier, and not love a ſiege !—— How. now, who art 
thou ? | 


Enter Teague. | 
Teag. A poor Iriſhman, Heaven ſave me, and 


ſave you all three faces; I pr'ythee give me a thirteen, 


* gad maſtero.” 

C. Car. A thirteen ? I ſee thou wouldſt not loſe any 
thing for want of aſking. | 

„ Teag. I can't afford it. 


C. Car. Here, I am pretty near; there's ſixpence. 


fer thy confidence. 
Teag. By my troth it is too little. Give me another: 
« fixpence halſpenny, and Ill drink your healths.” 


C. Car. Troth, like enough: how long haſt thou 


been in England ? 

Teag. Ever ſinceſl came here and longer too”, faith. 
C. Car. That's true; what haſt thou done ſince 
thou cam'ſt into Exgland. 

Teag. Serv'd Heaven and St. Patrick, and my good 
ſweet king, and my good ſweet maſter ; yes indeed. 

C. Car. And what doft thou do now ?. | 

Teag. Cry for them every day, upon my ſoul. 
C. Gar. Why, where's thy maſter? 

Teag. He's dead,. maſtero, and left poor Teague ; 
upon my ſoul, he never ſerv'd poor Teague fo before 
« in all bis life.” 
e C. Car. 


) 


—— A coo — 
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O. Car. Who was thy maſter ? 

Trag. E'en the good Colonel Danger. 

O. Car. He was my dear and noble friend. 

Teag. Ves, that he was, and poor Teague's too, faith 
how.“ | 

C. Car. What doſt thou mean to do? . 

Teag. I will get a good maſter, if any good maſter. 
wou'd get me; I cannot. tell. what to do elſe, by my 
ſoul, © that I cannot;' for I have went and gone” to 
one. Lilly's ; he. lives at that houſe, at the-end of ano- 
ther. houſe, by the may-pole-houſe ; and tells every 
body by one ftar, and t'other ſtar, what good luck 
they ſhall have, but he cou'd not tell nothing for poor 
Teague. IK 


C. Car. Wh 3 man? | 
Teag. Why, tis done by the ſtars and the planets ;*”. 
| 
2 


and he told me there were no ſtars for [ri/>mer I told 
him © he told two or three lies upon my ſoul :* there 
was as many ſtars in Ireland as in England, and more 

tov, that there are? and if a good maſter cannot get 
me, I will run into Ireland, and ſee if the ftars be not 

there ſtill ; and if they be, I will come back, © 1'faith* 
and beat his pate, if he will not then tell me ſome-. 
good luck, and ſome ftars. — — | 

C. Car. Poor fellow, I pity him; I fancy he's imply 
honeſt : —Haſt thou any trade? | 

Teag. Bo, bub bub bo, a trade, a trade! an Tri- 
man a trade! an Iriſhman ſcorns a trade, that he does ;? , 
« his blood is too thick for à trade; I will run for thee 
forty miles; but I ſcorn to have a trade. 

C. Bl. Alas, poor ſimple fellow. 

C. Car. I pity him; nor can I endure to ſee any 
man miſerable that can weep for my prince, and friend. 
Well, Teague, what ſayeſt thou if I will take thee? | 

Teag. Why, I will fay thou wilt do very well then.“ 
yo ſay you cou d not do. a better thing. 

C. Car. Thy maſter was my dear friend: wert thou 
with him when he was kilFd ? | 

Teag. Yes, upon my ſoul, that I was, and I did 

owl over him, and I aſk'd him why.he would leave 

| - 6 poor 7 


_— _ 


„ — 
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poor Teague? ©* and ad him why he died, but 
* the devil 1 the word be ſaid to me.” re Faith I 
ſtaid kiſſing his ſweet face, till the rogues came upon 


me and took away all from me? and I was naked till 
T got this mantle, that I was: I have never any vic- 


tuals neither, but a little ſnuff. 


C. Car. Come, thou ſhalt live with me ; love me 


as thou didſt thy maſter. 

Tea eta I will © Pfaith* if you will be good to 
poor 

| Cas * to our buſineſs; for I came but laſt 


night myſelf; and the lieutenant and I were juſt going 


to ſeek a ſolicitor. 


C. Bl. One may ſerve us all; what ſay you, lieu- 2 


tenant, can you furniſh us? 


Lieu. Yes, I think I can help you to plough with a 


heifer of their own. 


C. Car. Now I think on't, Blunt, why didſt not 
thou + 6 with the committee-man's cow ? 


Plague on her, ſhe lowbelPd me ſo that I 


ernie of nothing. but ſtood ſhrinking like a dar'd 
lar 
Lieu. But hark you, gentlemen, there's an ill-taſting 


doſe to be ſwallowed firſt ; there's a covenant to be 
taken. 


Teag. Well, what is that covenant? by my ſoul Iwill 


take it for my new maſter, if I cou'd, that I wou'd.”? 
C. Car. Thank thee, Teague 
ſayeſt thou ? 
T eag. Well, where is that covenant ? 
E. Car. We'll not ſwear, lieutenant. 
Lieu. You muſt have no land then. 


C. Bl. Then farewel acres, and may the dirt 
choak *em. 


C. Car. Tis but being reduc'd to Teague's equi- 


page; *twas a lucky thing to have a fellow that can 


teach one this cheap diet of ſnuff. 
Jeg. Oh you ſhall bade your belly full of it.” 


Lieu. Come, gentlemen, we muit loie no more 


time; I'll carry you to my poor houſe, where you 


ſhall 


A covenant, 
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ſhall lodge: for know, I am married to a moſt illuſ- 
trious perſon, that had a kindneſs for me. 

C. Car. Pry'thee, how didſt thou light upon this 
good fortune ? 

Lieu. Why, you ſee there are ftars in England, 
though none in Jreland: Come, gentlemen, time 
calls us; you ſhall have my ftory hereafter. 

C. Bl. Plague on this covenant. 

Lieu. Curſe it not, *twill proſper then. 

=» [ Ex. Bl. and Lien. 

C. Car. Come, Teague; however I have a ſuit of 
cloaths for thee ; thou ſhalt lay by thy blanket for © 
ſome time: it may be, thee and I may be reduced. 
together to thy country faſhion. | | 

Teag. Upon my ſoul, joy, for I will carry thee 
then into my country too, t my little eftate in 
wt OT : 

*& C. Car. Haff thou get an eftate ? | 

© Teag. By my ſoul, and I have; but the land is of 

«« ſuch a nature, that if you bad it for nothing, you 
ab d ſcarce make your money it. | 

C. Car. Why, there's the worſt on't ; the beſt will 
help itſelf. [Exeunt. 
| Enter Mr. Day, and Mrs. Day. 
Mr. D. Welcome, ſweet duck ; I profeſs thou haſt 
brought home good company indeed ; money and 
money's worth : if we can but now make ſure of this- 
heireſs Mrs. Arbella, for our ſon Abel. 

Mrs. D. If we can? you are ever at your %; you're 
afraid of your own ſhadow ; I can tell you one F more; 
that is, /I did not bear you up, your heart wou'd be 
down in your breeches at every turn: well——if I 
were gone, ——there's another if for you. 

Mr. D. I profeſs thou ſayeſt true, I ſhou'd not 
know what to do indeed; I am beholden to thy good 
counſel for many a good thing; I had ne'er got Ruth 
nor her eſtate into my fingers elſe. 

Mrs. D. Nay, in that buſineſs too you were at 
your ifs: now you ſee ſhe goes currently for our 

| | own 
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own daughter, and this Arbella ſhall be our daughter 
too, or ſhe ſhall have no eſtate. 4 

Mr. D. If we cou'd but do that, wife! 

Mrs. D. Yet again at your ? | 

Mr. D. I have done, I have done; to your coun- 
ſel, good duck; you know I depend upon that. 

Mrs. D. You may well enough, you find the ſweets” 
on't; and to ſay truth, tis known too well, that you 
rely upon it: in truth they are ready to call me com- 
mittee-man : they well perceive the weight that lies 
upon me, huſband: . x 

Mr. D. Nay, good duck, no chiding now, büt to 
your counſel. f | 

Mrs. D. In the firſt place (obſerve how I lay a de- 
ſign in politicks) d'ye mark, counterfeit me a letter . 
from the king, where he ſhall offer you great matters, 
to ſerve him and his intereſt under hand. Very good: 
and in it let. him. remember his. kind love and fervice 
to me. This will make them look about em, and 
think you ſomebody: then promiſe them, if they'll 
be true friends to you, to live and die with them, and 
refuſe all great offers; then, whilſt *tis warm, get the . 
compoſition of Arbella's eſtate into your own power, 
upon your defign of marrying her to Abel. 

Mr. D. F xcellent: . | 

Mrs. D. Mark the luck on't too, their names ſound ' 
alike; Abel and Arbella, they are the. ſame to a trifle, , 
it.ſeemeth a providence. , 

Mr. D. Thou obſerveſt right, duck; thou canſt ſee . 
as far into a milſtone as another. ; 

Mrs. D. Piſh, do not interrupt me. 

Mr. D. I do not, good duck, I do not. 

Mrs. D. You do not, and yet you do; you put me 
off from the concatenation of my diſcourſe : then, as . 
was ſaying, you may intimate to your honourable fel- 
lows, that one good turn deſerves another, That 
Ianguage is underſtood amongſt you. I take it, ha... 

Mr. D. Yes, yes, we uſe thoſe items often. 
Mrs. D. Well, interrupt me not. 
Mr. D. I do not, good wife. 
Mrs. 


wv 
£ 
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Mrs. D. You do not, and yet) ou do; by this means 
get her compoſition put wholly into your hands, and 
then no Wel, no land —.— But in the mean time 
I wou'd have Abel do hie part too. ä 
| Mr. D. Ay, ay; there's a want; 1 found it. . 
Mrs. D. Yes, when I told you ſo before. 


Mr. D. Why that's true, duck; he is too . 
if I were in his place, and as young as Ihave. been. 
Mrs. D. O you'd do wonders; but now I think 
on't, there may be-ſome uſe made of Ruth; tis a no- 


| table witty harlotry. 
: Mr. D. Ay, and ſo be is, duck; ; I always thought fo." 
Mrs. D. You thought. ſo, when I told you I had 
thought on't firſt. Let me ſee—it ſhall be ſo: we'll 


ha ſet her to inſtrut Abel in the firſt place; and then to 
incline Arbella ; they are hand and glove ; and women 
can do much-with one another. 

Mr. D. Thou haſt hit upon my own 3 3 


So Mrs. D.. Pray call her! in; you tZought o that too, 
did you not? 
4 Mr. D. I will, duck. Rath, why, Ruth. 


Enter Ruth. 
Ruth. Your pleaſure, fir, 

6 Mr. D. Nay, tis. my wife's defire; that 
| Mrs. D. Well, if it be your wife's, ſhe can beſt © 
tell it herſelf, I ſupp oſe. D'ye hear, Rath, you may 
| do a buſineſs that may not be the worſe for you: yo 
RED, know T uſe but few words. 
| Rur b. What. does ſhe call a few [Alle. | 
Mrs. D. Lock you now, as I ſaid, to be ſhort, and 
to the matter, my Fuſband and 1 do-defign this Mrs, 
Arbella for our ſon Abel, and the young ellow 15 not 
forward enough you conceive ? Pr 'ythee give hima 

little inſtructions how to demean himſelf and in what 
manner to ſpeak, which we call addreſs, to her, * for 
| women beſt know what will pleaſe women,” then 
| work on Arbella on the other fide, work, I ſay, my 
good girl; no more, but ſo: you know my cuſtom 1s 
| to uſe but few words. Much may be faid in a little: 
| you ſhan't repent 1t, 


| | f | Mr. 
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Mr. D. And 1 ſay ſomething too, Ruth. 
Mrs. D. What Lees you? do you not ſee it all 
faid already to your hand? What ſayeſt thou, girl? 
Ruth. I ſhall do my beſt I wou'd not loſe the 
ſport for more than I'll ſpeak of. Afede. / 
Mrs. D. 'Go call Abe ood girl. [Exit Ruth.] f 
By bringing this to paſs, huſband, we ſhall ſecure our- | 
ſons the king ſhqu'd come; youll be hanged 
"Mr. D. Oh good wife, let's ſecure ourſelves by 
all means: there's a wiſe ſaying: Tis good to have 
a ſhelter againſt every ſtorm. resten der d that. 
Mrs. B. You may well, when vou have heard 
me ſay it ſo often. 
[1 Enter Ruth with Abel. 
1 Mr. D. O ſon Abel, d'ye hear 
Mrs. D. Pray hold your peace, and give every 
[i body leave to tell their own tale.—NY'ye hear, ſon 
1 A, 1 ave forneriy eold you that le wou's be 
1 a good wife for you; a word's enough to the wiſe : 
1. ſome endeavours muſt be uſed, and you muſt not be 
1 deficient. I have ſpoken to your ſiſter Rath to inftrut 


you what to ſay, and how to carry yourſelf; obſerve 
her directions, as you'll anſwer the contrary; be con- 
| fident, and put home. Ha boy, hadſt thou but thy 
| mother's pate! Well, tis but a folly to talk of that 
if that cannot be; be fure you follow your fiſter's di- 
i 
bl 


rections. 
Mr. D. Be ſure, boy. ell ſaid duck; I | 
ſay. - [Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Day, 


} Ruth. Now, brother Abel. 
| Abel. Now, filter Ruth. 
| Ruth. Hitherto he cbſerves me punQually. Aba. f 


Have you a month's mind to this gentlewoman, 
miſtreſs Arbella ? 


Abel. J have not known her a week yet. 


| Ruth. O cry you mercy, good bother Abel. Well, 
1 to begin then, you muſt alter your poſture, and by 

| - _©* yourgraveand high demeanor make yourſelf ap [drake 

| * hole above Obadzah ; leſt your miſtreſs ſhould take 


3 © you 


—_—— 
— —— — — — had _- —_— — — — — 


— 2 ¶ A 


pO — — — 
* 


mL trum, ——— 
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* you for ſuch another ſcribble-ſcrabble as he is“; and 
always hold up your head as if it were bolſter'd up 
with high matters, your hands join'd flat together, 
projecting a little beyond the reſt of your body, as 
ready to ſeparate when you begin to open. 


Abel. Muſt I go apace or ſoftly ? 


Ruth. O gravely by all means, as if you were 
loaded with weighty conſiderations. ſo. Very 


well. Now to apply our preſcription: ſuppoſe now 


that I were your miſtreſs Arbella, and met you by ac 
cident ; keep your poſture——ſo,—and when you 
N p46 juſt to me, ſtart like a horſe that has ſpy'd ſome- 
thing on one fide of him, and give a little gird out of 
the way on a ſudden; declaring that you did not ſee 
her before, by reaſon of — 2 — contemplations: 
then you mult ſpeak : let's hear. | 
Abel. *Save you, miſtreſs. 8 
Ruth. O fie man, you ſhou'd begin thus; pardon, 
miſtreſs, my profound contemplations, in- which I 
was ſo buried that I did not ſee you :—and then, as . 
ſhe anſwers, proceed, I know what ſhe'll ſay, I am 
ſo us'd to her. | | 


— 


Abel. This will do well, if I forget it not. 


" Ruth. Well, try once. | 
found contempla- 
you cou'd not fee 


Abel. Pardon, miſtreſs, my 
tions, in which I was ſo hid, \ 
me. | Is 24.98 
Ruth. Better ſport than I expected. [Aldi.] 
well doue, wes Lu rfect: then ſhe will anſwer, fir, I 
ſuppoſe you are ſo buſied with ſtate- affairs, that it may 
well hinder you from taking notice of any thing be- 
low them. 1 . RS 11 | 
Abel. No forſooth, I have ſome profound contem- 
plations, but no ſtate-affairs. | 4 
Ruth. O fie man, you muſt confeſs that the weighty 
affairs of ſtate lie heavy upon you; but tis a burthen 
you muſt bear: and then ſhrug your ſhoulders. 
Abel. Muſt I fay ſo? I am afraid my mother 


will be angry, for ſhe takes all the ſtate- matters 
Ruth. | 


upon herſelf. 


— — — — — 
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Ruth. Piſh, did ſhe not charge you to be rul'd by 
me? why, man, Arbella will never have you, if ſhe” 
be not made believe you can do great matters with 

parliament-men, ro? op committee- men; how ſhou'd. 
ſhe hope for any good by you elſe · in her compoſition ?- 
Abel. I apprehend you now: I Hall obſerve. 
Ruth. Tis well: at this time, PII ſay no more: put. 
yourſelf in your poſture=— fo : —-Now go look: 
your miſtreſs : IAI warrant yon the town's our own. 

Abel. Igo. [Exit Abel. 
Ruth. Now I have fix'd him, not to go off till 
he diſcharges on his miſtreſs. I» could burſt with 


laughing. 
Enter Arbella- 

Arb. What do'ſt thou laugh at, Rath? 
Ruth. Didſt thou meet my brother Abel f 
Arb. Nos. 
Ruth: If thou hadſt met him right; he had und 
at hard head with thee. 

Arb. What do'ſt thou mean? 

Ruth. Why, I have been teachin 
by command of my ſuperiors; and have inſtructed 
ham to hold up his head fo high, that of neceſſity he 


muſt run againſt every thing t at comes in his way. 
' Arb. Who is he to woo? 


- Ruth. Even thy own ſweet ſelf. 
_ Arb. Out upon him. 

Rath. Nay, thou wilt be- rarely courted ; I'll not 
ſpoil the ſport by telling thee any thing before-hand.” 
They have ſent to- Lilly; and his learning being built 

n knowing what moſt people wou'd have him ſay,. » 
he has told them for a certain, that Abel. ſhall have a 
rich heireſs ; and that muſt be your. | 


him to woo, 


Arb. Muſt be? 
Ruth. Yes, committee-men can compel; more than 


Arb. I fear this too late. You are their daughter, 
Ruth. 


Ruth, I deny that, : 
Arb. How? | 


Ruth. 
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 Muth. Wonder not that I begin thus freely with 
you; *tis to invite your confidence in me. 
Arb. You amaze me. 

Ruth. Pray do not wonder, nor ſuſſ When 
my father, Sir B T horoughgoed, died, I was very. 
young, not above two years old,” 'tis too lon g to- 
tell you how this raſcal, being a truſtee, catch'd me 
and my eſtate, * being the ſole heireſs unto my father, 
into his gripes? ;-and.now for ſome years has con- 
2 his unjuſt power by the unlawful power of the 
| : fear they have deſigns as bad as this on you: 
. foe I have no: reſerve, and endeavour to.. be 
thought worthy of your friendſhip. 

Arb. Lembrace it with- as much clearneſs ; let us 
love and aſſiſt one another. ** they marry 
me to this their firſt-born puppy 

Ruth, No doubt, or keep your compoſition from 

on. 
1 Arb. "Twas my ill fortune to fall into ſuch hands, 
fooliſhly enticed he fair words and large promiſes of 
Ruth. Peace. 


Enter Obadiah. 

O3. Mrs. Rurb, my maſter is demanding your com- 
pany, together, and not ſingly, with Mrs. Arbella; 
you will find them in the parlour-; the committee bo- 
ing ready to fit, .calls upon my care and circum ſpec- 
tion to ſet in order the weighty matters of - ſtate, for 
their wiſe and honourable inſpection. [ Exit. 
, Ruth. We come come, dear Arbella, never be per- 
plex'd: chearful ſpirits are the beſt bladders to ſwim . 
with: If thou art ſad, the weight will fink the: Be ſe- 
cret, and ſtill know me for no other than what I ſeem 
to be, their daughter. Another time thou ſhalt know | 
all particulars of my ſtrange ſtory. 

arb. Come, wench, . they cannot bring us to com- 
ppand for our humours ; they ſhall be free ſtill. ¶ Exeant. 
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4er u. 
© Emer Teague. 


Teag. 1 my ſweet maſter has ſent me to a raſcal, 

* now that he has; I “ have @ great wind 
to go back and tell him ſo: He afk'd me why he could 
not ſend one that cou'd ſpeak Engliſh. Upon my ſoul, 
4 was going to give him an riß The devils 
in themall, they will not talk with me; I will go near 
to knock this man's pate, and that man Lilly's pate 
too, that: Iwill teach them to prate to me, that 


I will.” [One cries books denn. How be what 
noiſes are that? ** 


Enter Bookſeller. 

| Book. New books, new books: A deſperate tand 
.engagement of. the bloody eavaliers: Mr Sa 's 
alarum to the nation, after having been three « ys 
dead: Mercurius Britannicus, &c. / 

Trag. How's that? now they cannot live i in — 
after they are dead three days | 

| Book. 13 or the wee«ly poſt ; or, 
the ſolemn league and covenant. 
- Teag. What is that youſay ? Is it the 7 0 781 have 
you that * 
Book. Yes; what then, ſir ? 

Teag. Which 1s that covenant * 

Vos. Why, this is the covenant. 

Teag. Well, I muſt take that covenant. 

Book. You take my commodities ? . 

Teag. I muſt take that covenaut, upon my foul now, 
© that T muſt.” 

Book. Stand off, fir, or Pl ſet you further. 

Teag. Well, upon my ſoul now, I will take that 
covenant for my- maſter. 

Book. Your maſter muſt pay me for't then ? 

Teag. ©* I muſt take it firſt, and my maſter will pay 


c6 you 
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68 you af terwards,” © Pfaith now, they will make him 
pay 000 t. pier I haye taken, it for him. 
4 122 hat a devil does the fellow mean? 
. You will make me ſtay too long, that you - 
a will ook you now, I will knock you down upon 
* the ground, if you will not let me take it. 
Book. Stand off, ſirrah, yon muſt pay me non 
„ Toag: « faith I will take i it now. 3 that I will 
—[Knocks him down.] New you're paid, you thief” 
« he world, Here's covenants r to ee. the 
30 _ avhole nation. f rns Exit. 
Book. What a devil ile this fellow ? He did not come 
to rob me certainly, for he has not taken above two pen- 
nyworth of lamentable ware away; but I feel the raſ- 
cal's fingers. I may light upon my wild IJriſbman again, 
and if I do, I will fix him with ſome catchpoles that 
ſhall be worſe than his own country bogs. Exit. 
Enter C. Careleſs, C. Blunt, and Lieutenant Story. 
Lieu. And what ſay you, noble Colonels? how, and 
how d' ye like my lady ! I gave her the title of illuſtri- 
ous; from thoſe illuſtrious commedities which the deals 
in, hot water and tobacco. 
C. Car. Pr ythee how cam'ſt thou to think of mar- | 
ing ? 
1 FM Why, that which hinders other men from 
© thoſe venereal conditions,” prompted | me to matri- 
mony, hunger and cold, Colonel. 
C. Car. Which you deſtroyed with a far woman, 
* trong water, and ſtinking tobaceo. 
Lieu. No, faith, the woman conduc'd 1 little * 
but the reſt cou'd not be purchas'd without. 
C. Car. She's beholden to you. 
© Lieu. For all your mocking, ſhe had been ruin'd if 
zt had not been for me. | 
C. Car. Pr'ythee make but that * 
Lieu. Wich eaſe, fir, —why lopk you, you muſt 
* know ſhe was always a molt violent cavalier, and of a 
« moſt ready and large faith; abundance of raſeals had 
found her ſoft place, and perpetually wou' d bring her 
news, news 7 all prices; they would tell her news 


from 
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from half a crown, to a gill of hot water, or a pipe df 
the worſt mundungus: I | 


veobſerv'd their uſual rates 
© they wou'd borrow half-a crown upon a ftory of five 
© thouſand men up in the north; a ſhilling upon a town's 
«£ zevoltingAix-pence upon a ſmall caſtle, and conſume 
hot water and tobacco, 'whilft they were telling news 
of arms convey'd-into ſeveral parts, and ammunition : 
Aid in cellars; that at the laſt, if I had not married, 
« and blown off theſeflics, the had been abſolutely con- 
ſum' d' | 
C. Car. Well Lieutenagt, we are beholden to you 
© for theſe hints; we may be reduc't to as bad: See 
where Teague comes. Goodneſs how he ſmiles ! Why 
ſo merry, Teague? - 
Vater Teague eilig. 
: Teag. I have done a thing for you * now that I have? 
indeed. 
C. Car. What haſt thou done man? 
+66, Kul eag. Gueſs. 
C. Car. I can't 
Teag. 


hy then gueſs again. I have taken the 
covenant * for thee, that I have, upon my ſoul.” 

C. Car How came you by it. | | 

Teag. Very honeftly ! I threw a fellow down, 
that I id, and took it away for thy ſweet ſake, here it 
is now. 

C. Car. Was there ever fuch a fancy? Why, did'ſt 
thou think this was the way to take the covenant ? | 

Teag. * Ay, upon my ſoul that it is; look you there 
© now, * not I taken it; ; is not this the covenant ? 
Tell me then I pr'ythee. am fare it is the ſbor- 
* teſt, and the cheapeft way to take it. 

C. Bl. I am pleaſed yet with the poor fellow's miſta- 
ken kindneſs ; I dare warrant him honeſt, to the beſt of 
his underſtanding. 

C. Car. This fellow I propheſy will bring me into 
many troubles by his miſtakes: I muſt ſend him on 
no errand but, How d'ye ; and to ſuch as I wou'd have 
no anſwer from again : :—Yet his fimple honeſty 
prevails with me, I cannot part with him. 


Lieu. 
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Lieu. Come, gentlemen, time calls—How now, 
Who's this ? | 
Enter Obadiah, with four perſons more with papers. 
C. Car. I am a rogue if I have not ſeen a picture in 
” hangings walk as faſt. 
C. BI. Slife man, this is that good man of the Com- 
mittee family that I told thee of the very clerk ; how 
the rogue's loaded with papers !—thoſe are the winding- 
ſheets to many a poor gentleman's eſtate: t'were a 
dod deed to burn them all. , | 
N. Car. Why, thou art not mad, art? Well met, fir.; 
Pray do not you belong to the . Committee of Sequeſtra- 
r10Ns : 
O. I do belong to that honourable committee, who 
are now ready to fit for the bringing on the work. 
C. Bl. O plague, what work, raf- _ 
C. Car. Pr'ythee be quiet, man—A 
preſently.? 


O5. As ſoon as I can get ready, my preſence being 
material. | . [Exit. 
C. Car. What, wert thou mad? woud'ſt thou have 
beaten the clerk, when thou wert going to compound 
with the raſcals, his maſters ? | 
C. Bl. The ſight of any of the villains ſtirs me. 
Lieu. Come, Golonels, there's notrifling ; let's make 
haſte, and prepare your bufineſs, let's not loſe this 
fitting ; come along, Teague. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Arbella at one door, Abel at another, as if be ſaw 
her not, and ftarts when he comes to her, as Ruth had 
taught him. : 
Afb. What's the meaning of this! I'll try to ſteal 
by him. 2 
"hel. Pardon miſtreſs, my profound contemplations, 
in which I was ſo hid that you could not ſee me. 
Arb. This is a ſet form, ——they allow it in every 
thing but their prayers. | 
Abel. Now you ſhould ſpeak, forſooth. 
Arb. © Ruth, I have found you; but I'll ſpoil the 
dialogue. [ A/ide.] What ſhould I fay, fir? 
Abel. What you pleaſe, forſooth. 


re they to ſit 


Arb. 
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Arb. Why, truly, fir, 'tis as you ſay; I did not 


ſee you. 
Enter Ruth as over-bearing them, and peeps. 
Ruth. This is lucky. | 
Abel. No, forſooth, *twas 1 that was not to ſee 
7 66k Why, fir, wou'd your mother be angry if you 
ſhou'd ? 


Abel. No, no, quite contrary, I Il tell you that 


preſently ; but firſt I muſt ſay, that the weighty af- 
fairs lie heavy upon my neck and ſhoulders [ Shru f. 
Ard. Wou'd he were ty'd neck and heels. —— This 


is a notable wench ; look were the raſcal peeps too; 


if I ſhou'd beckon to her ſhe'd take no notice ; ſhe is re- 
ſolv'd not to relieve me. | [ Lfede. 
Abel. Something I can do, and that with ſomebo- 

that is, with thoſe that are ſomebodies. * 
455. Whiſt, whiſt, [ Beckons to Ruth, and ſhe ſhakes 
ber head.] Pr 'ythee have ſome pity. O unmercif girl ! 
Abel. I know Parliament-men, and Sequeſtators; I 
know Committee- men, and Committee- men know me. 
Arb. You have great acquaintance, fir ? 

Abel. Yes, they aſk my opinion ſometimes. - 

 Arb. What — 'twill be ? have you any Kill, fir? 

Abel. When the weather is not good, we hold a faſt. 

Arb. And then it alters? 5 dS 

Abel. Aſſuredly. | 

Arb. Th good time no mercy, nch oo 

Abel. Our profound contemplations are cauſed by 
the conſternation of our ſpirits for the nation 8 good ; 
we are in labour. 
Arb. And I want a deliverance. 1 ye, Ruth, 
take off your dog, or PU turn bear indeed. 

Ruth. I care not; my mother will be angry. 

Arz. O hang you: | 

Abel. You ſhall perceive that J have ſome power, if 


you pleaſe ton = 
eaſed, fir, that you ſhould have 


Arb. OI am =O 
power! I muſt look out my hoods and ſcarfs, fir, tis 


almoſt time to 


Abel. If it were not for the weighty matters of ſtate 
which 


3/ 


# 
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which lie upon my ſhoulders, myſelf wou'd look 
them. 


before. 

| Enter Mrs. Day. 
Mrs, D. Why how now Abel! 
Arbella, ſo cloſe indeed! nay 
thing: well, Mr. Abel, you have been ſo us'd to ſe- 
crely in council and weighty matters, that you have 
it at your fingers ends: nay, look ye miſtreſs, look ye, 
look ye; mark Abel's eyes: ah, there he looks. 


. 


Ruth, thou art a good girl; I find Abel has got 


ground. 
Ruth. I forbore to come in, till I ſaw your honour 


| firſt enter; but I have o'er-heard all. 


Mrs. D. And how has Abel behav'd himfelf, wench, 
ha ? . 
Ruth. O beyond tion. If it were lawful, 


* I'd undertake he'd make nothing to get as many 
© womens good-wills as he ſpeaks to; he'll not need 
much teaching: you may turn him looſe. 

Arb., O this plaguy wench ! 

Mrs. D. Sayeſt 
in thy way; a new gown, or ſo; it may be a better 
penny. Well ſaid, Abel, I ſay; I did think thou 
would come out with a piece of thy mother's at laſt : 
But I had forgot, the Committee are near upon 
fitting. Ha, Mrs. — are crafty; you have made 
your compoſition before hand. Ah, this Abel's as bad 
as a whole Committee: take that item from me; 
come, make haſte, call the coach, e; well ſaid 
Abel, I fay. — Mrs. Day and Abel. 

Arb. We'll fetch our things and follow you. Now 
* wench, can'ſt thou ever hope to be forgiven ? 

* Ruth, Why, what's the matter? 

* Arb. The matter ! coud'ſt thou be ſo unmerciful, to 
< ſee me pra&is'd on, and pelted at, by a blunderbuſs 
charg'd with nothing. but proofs, weighty affairs, 
* ſpirit, profound e and ſuch like? 


* 


Arb. O by no means, fir; *tis below your great- 
neſs :—— Some luck yet; ſhe never came feaſonably . 


en I ſmell ſome- 


ou ſo, girl? it ſhall be ſomething 


, Ruth. | 


D ce mw * AY — 
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* Ruth. Why, I was afraid to interrupt you; T 
thought it convenient to give you what time I cou'd, 
* to make his young honour your friend. 

* Arb. I am beholden to you: I may cry quittance. | 

* Ruth. But did you mark Abel's eyes? ah, there 
* were looks! 3 
. © Arb. Nay, pr'ythee give off; my hour's approach- 
* ing, and I can't be heartily merry till it be paſt: 
come, let's fetch our things; her ladyſhip's honour 
* will ſtay for us. CS. 
© Ruth, I'll warrant ye, my brother Abel is not in 
order yet; he's bruſhing a hat almoſt a quarter of an 
* hour, and as long a driving the lint from his black 
© cloaths, with his wet thumb. | 

Arb. Come, pr'ythee hold thy peace, I ſhall laugh 


in's face elſe when I ſee him come along: now for 
© an old ſhoe. [ Exeunt .” 
A T able ſet cut. 


The Committee and Obadiah ordering books and papers. 
OS. Shall I read your honont*s laſt order, and give 
you the account of what you laſt debated ? 
Mr. D. I firſt crave your favours; to communicate 
an important matter to this honourable board, in which 


I ſhall diſcover unto you my own ſincerity, and zeal 
to the good cauſe. 


1 Com. Proceed, fir. | 

Mr. D. The buſineſs is contained in this letter: 
tis from no leſs a man than the king; and *tis to me, 
as ſimple as I fit here: is it your pleaſures that our 
clerk ſhould read it. 
2 Com. Yes, pray give it him. | 
O5. [ Reads.) Mr. Day, wwe have received good in- 
telligence of your great worth and ability, eſpetially in 
ftate-matters ; and therefore thought fit to offer you an 
preferment, or honour, that you ſhall defire, if you will 
become my entire friend. Pray remember my love and 
ſervice to your diſcreet wife, and acquaint her with this ; 
whoſe wiſdom, I hear, is great. So recommending this 
to her and your wiſe conſideration, I remain, 
Your friend, C. K. 

2 Com. 
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2 Con. C. K. 
A Mr. D. Ay, that's for the king. 
| , 2 Com. L fuſpe—ſfde.] Who brought you thi 
etter ? | 
Mr. D. Oh fie upon't, my wife forgot that par- 
_ ticular. [ Afde. Why, a fellow left it for me, and 
ſhrunk away when he had done: I warrant you, he 
was afraid I ſhou'd have laid hold on him. You ſee, 
brethren, what I reject; but I doubt not but to re- 
ceive my reward: and I have now a buſineſs to offer, 
which in ſome meaſure may afford you an occaſion. 
2. Com. This letter was counterfeited certainly. 
| [A/ede. 
: Mr. D. But firſt be pleaſed to read your laſt order. 
2 Com. What does he mean? that concerns me. 
2 N [ Aide. 

Ob. The order is, that the-compoſition ariſing out 
of Mr. Laſpley's eſtate be and hereby is inveſted and 
allowed to the honourable Mr. Nathaniel Catch, for 

and in reſpect of his ſufferings, and good ſervice, 

Mr. D. It is meet, very meet; we are bound in 
duty to ſtrengthen ourſelves againſt the day of trouble, - 

when the common enemy ſhall endeavour to raiſe 
8 in the land, and diſturb our new- built 
10A. | SE F217 | 

* 2 Com. Then I'll ſay nothing, but cloſe with him: 

we muſt wink at one another.-I receive your ſenſe 
of my ſervices with a zealous kindneſs. Now, Mr. 
Day, I pray you propoſe your buſineſs. 

Mr. D.“ I deſire this honourable board to under- 
ſtand that my wife being at Reading, and to come up 
in the ſtage- coach; it happened that one Mrs. Arbella, 

a rich heireſs of one of = Cavalier party, came be þ 
alſo in the ſame coach. Her father being newly dead, 
and her eſtate before being under ſequeſtration, my 
wife, who has a notable pate of her own (you all know 
her) preſently caſt about to get her for my ſon Abel; 
and accordingly invited her to my houſe ; where, 
though time was but ſhort, yet my ſon Abel made uſe 
of it. They are without, as I ſuppoſe: but before 
2 * we 


- 
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* we call them in, Ipray let us handle ſuch other mat- 


© ters as are before us. 
© ; Com. Let us hear TER what eſtates beſides lie 


before us, that we may ſee how large a field we hate 
to walk in. 


© 2 Com. Read. 
« OS. One of our laſt debates was upon the plea of 
an infant, whoſe eſtate is under ſequeſtration. - 
Mr. D. And fit to be kept fo till he comes of age, 
and may anſwer for himſelf ; that he may not be in 
* poſſeſſion of the land till he can promiſe he will not 
* turn to the enemy. 
Ob. Here is another of almoſt the like nature; an 
* eſtate before your honours under ſequeſtration :' the 
plea is, that the party died without any offer of tak- 
* ing up arms; but in his opinion, he was for the 
king. He has left his widow with child, Which will 
* be the heir; and his truſtees complain of wrong, and 
claim the eſtate. 
2 Com. Well, the father in his opinicn was a Ca- 
© yalier? 
05. 8o it is given in. THR 
2 Com. Nay, 'twas ſo, I warrant you ; and there's 
* a young Cavalier in his widow's belly ; I warrant 
* you that too ; for the perverſe generation encreaſeth : 
I move therefore that their two eſtates may remain 
in the hands of our brethen here, and fellow-labour- 
© ers, Mr. Jeſepb Blemiſh, and Mr. Fonathan Head- 
< frong, and Mr. Ezekiel Scrape, they to be ac- 
© countable at our PRs whereby they may have 
a godly opportunat good for themſelves. 
Mr. D Order i, order . 
3 Com. Since it is your pleaſures, we are content 
© to take the burthen upon us, and be Rewards to the 


© nation, 
2 Com. Now verily it ſeemeth to me that the work 
< goeth forward, when brethren hold together in 
unity. 
Mr. D. Well, if we have now finiſhed, give me 
£ leave to tell you, my wife is without, together with 
| | the 


af 


%. 


wolf is going to bark. 
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the gentlewoman that is to compound : ſhe will needs 
have a finger in the pye. 


* 3 Com. I profeſs we are to blame to let Mrs. my 
walt ſo long. 

Mr. D. we wy not negleck the public for -pri- 
vate reſpects. brethren, that you will pleaſe 
to caſt * favour * jo Br countenances upon Abel. 

2, 3 Com. You wrong us to doubt it, brother Day. 
Call in the compounders. | 

*© Ob. Call in the compounders. 
Porter. Come in the compounders.” 


Enter Mrs. Day; y, Abel, Arbella, ' Ruth ; and after 


them the Colonels, and Teague ; they give the door- 
. Keeper ſomething, r ſeems to ſcrape. - 

. Mr. D. Come, duck, I have told the honourable 
Committee that you are one that will needs endeavour 
to do good for this gentlewoman. 

2 Com, We are glad Mrs. Day, that any occaſion 
bring you hither: 

Mrs. D. I thank your honours. I am defirous of 
doing good, which 1 know is always e in 
your eyes. 

7 * D. Come an ſon, Abel, what have you. to 
. 

"3 I come unto your honey, full of profound 
— for this gentle woman. 

Arb. Slife, he's at's leſſon, wench. [Ade to Ruth. 

Ruth. Peace—which * opens next ? 0 the 

out 


Mrs. D. May it pleaſe your honours, I 
ſume to inform you, that my ſon Abel has — his 
affections on this * 1 ˖ hg and deſires your ho- 
nours favour. to be ſhewn unto him in her compoſi- 


tion. 


2 Com. Say you ſo, Mrs. Day ? why the committee 
have taken it into their ſerious and pious confidera- 
tion; together with Mr. Day's good ſervice, upon 
ſome knowledge that is not fit to communicate. 

Mrs. D. That was the letter I invented. [Aft 

2. Com. And the er of this gentlewoman 

3 is 
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is conſign'd to Mr. Day, that is, I ſuppoſe, to Mr - 
Abel, and ſo conſequently to the gentlewoman. You 


may be thankful, miſtreſs, for ſuch good fortune; 
your eſtateꝰs diſcharg'd, Mr. Day ſhall have the dit- 


charge. 
C. Bl. O damn the vultures! | Afrde. 
C. Car. Peace, man. Afede. 


Arb. Jam willing to be thankful his I underſtand . 
the benefit. 1 have no reaſon to compound for what's 


my own; but if I muſt, if a woman can be a delin- 


quent, I defire to know my public cenſure, not be leſt. 


in private hands, 


2 Cem. Be contented, gentlewoman z ; the Commit- 
tee does this in ſavour of you; we underſtand how eafily 


you can ſatisfy Mr. Abel; you may, if you pleaſe, be 


Mrs. Day. 
Ruth. And then good night to all. Aide. 


Arb. How, gentlemen! are you private marriage- 


jobbers? d'ye make markets for one another? 
2 Cem. How's this, gentle woman? | | 
C. Bl. A brave noble creature! [ AFat. 
C. Car. Thou art ſmitten, Blunt; that other fe- 
male too, methinks ſhoots fire this way. 
Mrs. D. I deſire your honovrs to pardon her inceſ- 
ſant words ; perhaps ſhe doth not imagine the good 
that is intended her. 
2 Com. Gentlewoman, the Commuttee for Mrs. Day's 
ſake paſſes by your expreſſions; you may ſpare your 
*. pains, you have the committee's reſolution,” you may 
be your own enemy if you will. 
Arb. My own enemy ? 


Ruth. Pr'ythee peace, tis to no purpoſe to wrangle 


here; we muſt uſe other ways. [ 4fede.. 
2 Com. Come on, gentlemen ; 3 what's your caſe? 


[To the Colonels. 


Ruth. Arbella, there's the down-right cavalier that 
came up in the coach with us. 


a ſpr ++ Net gentleman with him. 


they ſpeak, . Colonels pull ee papers out, and 
deliver *em. 


[hi 


C. Car. 


[ 4/iae. 


On my life, there's 


— 
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_ E. Car. Our buſineſs is to compound for our 
eſtates ; of which here are the particulars, which will 
agree with your own ſurvey. 2 

« Teag. And here's the particulars of Teague's eflate; 
« forty cows, and the devil a bull among ft them.” 

Ob. The particulars are right. - 

Mr. D. Well, gentiemen, the rule is two years pur- 
chaſe, the firſt payment down, the other at xx months 
end, and-the eſtate to ſecure it. 

C. Car. Can you afford it no cheaper? 

2 Com. Tis our rule. 

C. Car. Very well; 'tis but ſelling the reſt to pay 
this, and our more lawful debts. ; 
2 Com. But, gentlemen, before you are admitted, 
you are to take the covenant; you have not taken it 
yet, have you? 


C. Car. No. | 

Teag. Upon my ſhoul but he has now; I took it 
for him, and he has taken it from me, that he has. 

* Ruth. What ſport are we now like to have!“ 

2 Com. What fellow's that? "=D 

C. Car. A pcor ſimple fellow that ſerves me. 
Peace, Teague. | FE 

Teag. Let them not prate ſo then. 

2 Com. Well, gehtlemen, it remains, whether you'll 
take the covenant ? 

% Teag. Why he has taken it. 

C. Car. This is ſtrange, and differs from your 
own principle, to impoſe on other men's conſciences. 
Mr. D. Piſh, we are not here to diſpute; we act 
according to our inſtructions, and we cannot admit any 
to compound. without taking it; therefore your anſwer. 

Teag. * Why was it for no matter then that I have 
taken the covenant ? You there, Mr. Committee, do 
« you hear that now ?* Vat it for nothing I took tbe — 

C. Car. Held your tongue. No, we will not 
take it: much — may it do them that have ſwal- 


laws large enough; *twill work one day in their ſto- 
machs. | 4 

C. Bl. The day may come, when thoſe that ſuf- 
fer for their conſciences and honour may be rewarded. 


1 Mr. Q. 
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Mr. D. Ay, ay, you make an idol of that honour. 

C. Bl. Our worſhips then are different: you make 
that your idol which brings you intereſt ; we can ebey 
that which bids us loſe it. 

Arb. Brave gentlemen |! Afede. 

Rutb. I ſtare at em till my eyes ake. 22 

2 Com. Gentlemen, you are men of dangerous ſpi- 
rits: know, we muſt keep our rules and inftructions, 
| leſt we loſe what Providence hath put into our hands. 

C. Car. Providence! ſuch as thieves rob by. 

2 Com. What's that, fir? fir, you are too bold. 

C. Car. Why in good ſooth you may give loſers 
leave to ſpeak; I hope your honours, out of your bow- 
els of compaſſion, will permit us to talk over our de- 
. parting acres. 0 _ _ . 

Mr. D. It is well you are ſo merry. 


C. Car. O, ever whilſt you hve, clear ſouls make | 


light hearts: faith, wou'd I might aſk one queſtion ? 

2 Com. Swear not then. | 

C. Car. Thou ſhalt not covet your neighbours 
goods: there's a Rowland for your Oliver. 

% Fegg. There is an Oliver for your Rowland, take 
« that till ihe got boils.” | | 
C. Car. My queſtion is only, which of all you is 
to have our eftates : or will you make traitors of them, 
draw em, and quarter 'em ? | 

2 Com. You grow abuſive. 

C. Bl. No, no, 'tis only to intreat the honour- 
able perſons that will be pleaſed to be our houſe-keep- 
ers, to keep them in 
poſſeffion again, without the help of the covenant. 

2 Com. You will think better on't, and take this 
covenant. 3 

C. Car. We will be as rotten firſt as their hearts 
that invented it. | bats 

Ruth. Slife, Arbella, we'll have theſe two men; 
there are not two ſuch again to be had for love nor 
money. | | [ Afde. 

Mr. D. Well, gentlemen, your follies light upon 
your own heads; we have no more to ſay. 

C. Car. Why then hoiſt ſails for a new —_ — 
7 ; - *0 Leap. 


good reparations ; we may take | 


CT EE gy 
. 


— ß 
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© Teag. Ay for old Ireland.” - 
18. Car. D'ye hear Blunt, what gentlewoman is 
at? 
C. Bl. Tis their witty daughter I told thee of. 
C. Car. I'll go to ſpeak to em; I'd fain convert 
that pretty covenanter. 
2 Bl. Nay, pr'ythee let's go. 
C. Car. Lady, 1 hope no have that good for- 
tune, not to be . with the covenant. 
Arb. If they do, I'll not take it. 
2 BI. Brave lady! 1 muſt love her againſt my 
C. Car. For. you, prey one, I hope your por- 
tion will be foros: our misfortunes; remember 
your benefactors. 
Ruth. If I had all your eſtates, I cou'd afford you 
as a thing. 

C. Car. Without taking the covenant ? 
Ruth. Yes, but I woul AT another oath. 
C. Car. Upon your hi 
Ruth. Nay, I am not * to diſcover. 

C. Bl. Pr'ythee come; is this a time Ss 
fooling ? 

C. Car. Now have I forgot every thing. 

C. Bl. Come, let's go. 

2 Com. Gentlemen, void the room. 

C. Car. Sure tis impoſſible that kite ſhould get 


that pr Merlin. 
SN theſe muck- 


C. Bl. Come, pr'ythee let's 203 
worms will have carth enough to ſtop their mouths 


with; one day. - 


C. Car. Pray uſe our eſtates huſband-like, and ia 
our r moſt honourable bailiffs, farewel. 
{ Exeunt Colonels Careleſs and Blunt. 
«© Teag. Ay, 1 * 
3 D. Vou are rude: r-ceeper, put *em forth 
ere 
Porter. Come forth, * there; this i is not a place 
for ſuch as you. 
Teag. Devil burn me but” ye are a raſcal, that 


you are now. 


B 5 Par. 


— 
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Porter. And pleaſe your honours, this profane Jriſp- 


man {wore an oath at the door, even now, when 1 
wou'd have put him out. 


2 Com. Let him pay for't. | 
Porter. Hefe, you muſt pay, or lie by the heels. 


Teag. What muſt I pay, by the heels? I will not 


Pay by the heels, that I will not, upon my ſhoul.” 
«© Maſter ubbub boo.” 


„Enter Careleſs. 
« C. Car. What's the matter ? 


*© Teag. This gander-fac'd gag ſays, I muſt pay b 
« the heels. 


C. Car. What have you done ? 
* Teag. Only ſwore a bit of an oath.” 


C. Car. Here, here's a ſhilling for thee, be 


© quiet.” Exit. 


Teag. Well, I have not curs'd © you now, that I. 
© have not. What if I had curſed then? ** but how 


«© much had that been? 
Porter, That had been ſix-pence. 


Teag. Och, if I had but one fix-pence-halfpenny in 
the world, but I wou'd give it for a curſe to caſe my 


ſtomach on you. My money is like a wild colt, I am. 


oblig'd to drive it up in a corner to catch it. I have 
hold of it, by the ſcurff of the neck. Here miſter, 
there's the ſhilling for the oath. And there's the fix- 
pence-halfpenny for you, for the curſe, before-hand; 


and now, my curſe, and the curſe of Cromwell, light 


upon you all, you thieves, you. TEES 
: [ Knocks down the Porter and exit. 


* Rutb. Hark ye, Arbella; twere a ſin not to love 


* theſe men. , 
* Arb. I am not guilty, Ruth.” 


Mrs. D. Has this honourable board any other com- 
mand ? 


2 Com. Nothing farther, good Mrs. Day :—gentle- 
woman, you have nothing to care for, but be grateful 
and kind to Mr. Abel. | 


Arb. I deſire to know what I muſt directly truſt to, 
or I will complain. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. D. The gentlewoman needeth not doubt, ſhe 
ſhall ſuddenly perceive the good that is intended her, 
if ſhe does not interpoſe in her own light. 

Mr. D. I pray withdraw ; the Committee has paſs'd - 
their order, and they muſt now be private. 

2. Com. Nay, pray,miſtreſs, withdraw. [ Exeunt all but 

the Committee. ] So, brethren, we have finiſh'd this day's 

work; and let us always keep the bonds of unity un- 

© broken, walking hand in hand, and ſcattering the 
enemy. 

Mr. D. Vou may perceive they have ſpirits never to 
be reconcil'd; they walk according to nature, and are 
full of inward darkneſs. | 

2. Com. It is well truly for the good people, that 
© they are fo obſtinate, whereby their eſtates may of 
© right fall into the hands of the choſen, which truly 
is a mercy.” 

Mr. D. Ithink there remaineth nothing farther, but 
ta adjourn till Monday. Take up the papers there, 
and bring home to me their honours order for Mrs. 

* Arbella's eſtate. So, brethren, we ſeparate ourſelves 
to our particular endeavours, till we join in publick 
on Monday, two of the clock; and ſo peace remain 
with you. | [ Exeunt. .. 


— * 


r 
Eater Col. Careleſs, Cal. Blunt, and Lieutenant Story, 


Y my faith, a ſad ſtory: I did apprehend this 
covenant wou'd be the trap. ; 

C. Car. Never did any rebels fiſh with ſuch cormo- 
rants; no ſtoppage about their throats ; the raſcals 
are all ſwallows. : 

C. Bl. Now am I ready for any plot; I'll go find 
R * fome of theſe agitants, and fill up a blank commiſſion |. 
with my name. And if I can but find two or three 
« gataer'd together, they are ſure of me; I will pleaſe 
, myſelf : v 


7 5 


» 


36 THE COMMITTEE; OR, 


e myſelf, however, with endeavouring | to cut their 
* throats. 


C. Car. Or do ſomething to make them hang us, 


that * but part on any 8 
Enter T 

How now, . what ſays the — ? | 

| Teag. Well then, upon my ſhoul, the man in the great 


clocks with the 1 even, 1 is mad, that he 1s. 
C. Car. Mad, 7 


Teag. Ves faith i is de; he bid me be gone, _ 


ſaid 12 was ſent to make 
C. Car. Why, what 


of him. 
d' ſt thou ſay to him ? 


Teag. © Well now,” I 24 0 him if he wou'd take 


any counſel. 


C. Car. *Slife, he might well enough think thou 


mock'dſt him. Wny, thou ſhould'ſt have aſk'd him 
* we might have come for counſel. 

eag 
take Wy counſel, or you wou'd take any counſel, is 
not that all one then: 


C. Car. Was there ng: fied a miſtake ? 


C. Bl. Pr'ythee neꝰ er be troubled at this; we are paſt 
counſel: If we had but a friend among'ft them, that 


cou'd but ſlide us by this covenant. 


C. Car. “ Nothing anger'd me ſo, as" chat my old 
kitchen-ſtuff acquaintance look'd another way, and 


ſeem'd not to know me. 

C. Bl. How, kitchen-ſtuf acquaintance | 

C. Car. Yes, Mrs. Day, that commanded the party 
in the hackney-coach, was my father's kitchen 1 
and in time of called Gillian. 

Lieu. Hark ye, Colonel; what if you did viſit this 
tranſlated kitchen-maid ? 


Teag. Well, how 1s that? a kitchen-maid ? where 
is ſhe now? 


C.: BE. The 3 adviſes well. 


C. Cer. Nay, ſtay, ſtay; in the firſt place Pl fend 
Teague to her, to tell her J have a little buſineſs with 


Fer, and deſire to know when I may have leave to wait 


ou her. 
C. Bl. 


Well, that is all one, is it not? If he wou 'd > 


THE FAITHFUL IRISHMAN. 37 


C. Bl. We ſhall have Teague miſtake again. 

Teag. How 1s that now ? « 6: will not miſtake that 
urs. ans x Whither muſt I go now, to —— ; 

that kitchen-maid? 

C. Car. But dy'e hear, Teague ? you muſt take no 
notice of that, upon thy life; but on the contrary, at 
every ward you muſt fay, your ladyſhi p, and your ho- 
nour ; as for example, when you have made a leg, 
you muſt begin thus; my maſter preſents. his ſervice 
to your ladythip, and having ſome buſineſs with your 
honour, defires to. know when he may have. leave to 

4 wait upon your ladyſhip. [. — 5 > back on tb 
Col.] Blockhead, you muſt not turn your back.” 


| ! always turn my face co. lady : 01 
| | But was ſhe your — 


r's. kitchen-maid ? 
C. Car. 92 | 
Teag. Upon my ſhoul I ſhall laugh apon hay face, 
for all I wou'd — have a mind to do it. | 
C. Car. Not for a hundred pounds Teague; you maſt 
be ſure to ſet your countenance, and leok very ſoberly, 
__— you. begin. 
ag. If I ſhou'd think then of any kettles, or ſpits, 
or = ae that will put a mind into my head of a 
kitchen, I ſhou'd laugh then, ſhou'd I not? 

C. Car. Not for a thouſand pounds, Teague; thou 
may*'ſt undo us all. 

Teag. Well, I will hope 1 will not, laugh then: I 
will — my mouth if I can, that I wall, from running 
to one fide, and t'other fade. Well now, where does 
this Mrs, Jay live? | | 

Lieu. Come, Teague, I'll walk along with thee, and 
ſhew thee the houſe, that thou may ſt not miſtake that 
however. 

„ Teag. Shew me the deor * | 
el ”” 

7 C. Car. Pr'y thee do, Lieutenant: 

6 : Tex. 0, fir, what is Mrs. Te name ? 

C. Car. Have a care, Teagze; thou ſhalt find us 
in the Temple. [ Exeunt 2 ]* Now, 
* iy; have. I another debgn. 2 Ys 
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C. Bl. What further deſign canſt thou have? 

C. Car. Why by this means I may chance to ſee + 
theſe women again, and get into their acquaintance. 

C. Bl. With both, man? | P 
; bg * Car. *Slife thou art jealous; do'ſt love either of 

C. Bl. Nay, I can't tell; all is not as twas. | 

C. Car. Like a man that is not well, and yet 
* knows not what ails him. 

C. Bl: Thou art ſomething near the matter; but 
© Pl cure myſelf with conſidering, that no woman can 
ever care for me. TP 

© C. Car. And why pr'ythee? 

C. Bl. Becauſe I can ſay nothing to them. 

C. Car. The deſs thou can'ſt ſay, they'll like thee - 
© the better; ſhe'll think tis love that has ham- ſtring d 
thy tongue: beſides man, a woman can't ab:de 
* any thing in the houſe. ſhou'd talk, but ſhe and her: 
* parrot. What, is it the cavalier girl thou lik'|t ? 

l. Can'ſt thou- love any of the other breed? 

C. Car. Not honeſtly, yet I confeſs that ill- be- 
gotten pretty raſcal never look'd towards me, but ſhe 
i Pater! ſparks as faſt as kindling-charcoal ; thine's . 
* grown already to an honeſt flame: Come Blunt, when 
Feague comes we will reſolve on fomething. [ Fxæeunt. 

Enter Arbella and Ruth. 

Arb. Come now, a word of our own matters; ho- 
* do'ſt thou hope to get thy. eſtate again? 

© Ruth. You ſhall-drink-firſt ; I was juſt going to aſk : 
« you, how you would get yours again; you are as faſt - 
as if you were under covert-baron. . 

Arb. But I have more hopes than thou haſt. 

* Ruth Not a ſcruple more; if there were but ſcales : 
that could weigh hopes: for theſe raſcals muſt be 
© hang*d before either of us ſhall get our own ; you 
may eat and drink out of yours as I do, and be a 
«© ſojourner with Ae. | 

Arb. J am hamper'd, but Ill not intangle myſelf 
with Mr. Abel's conjugal cords ; nay— l am more 
* hamper'd than thou thinkeſt; for if thou art in as wr 

OAT TR | * caſe 
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*caſe as I (you underſtand me) hold up thy finger. 
* Ruth. Behold : nay PII ne'er forſake _ [Ruth 
* holds up. her fingers] If I were not ſmitten, I wou'd 
e 4 — to be in love, if twere but to bear 
© thee company. 
Arb. Dear girl! hark ye, Rach, the compoſition - 
day made an end of all; all's 
* Ruth. Nay, that fatal day = me into the con- 
dition of a compounder too; there was my heart 
brought under ſequeſtration. ; 
_* Arb. That day, wench? 
© Ruth. Ves, that very day, with two or three be 
able looks *twas driven an inch at leaſt out of its 
old. place; ſenſe or-reaſon can't find the way to't 
© now. 
Arb. That day, that vety day! if you and I mould 
like the ſame man? 
* Ruth. Fie upon't; as I * thou mak the te ; 
© now dare not I aſk which thou lik'ſt? 
Arb. Wou'd they were now to come in, that we 
* might watch-one another's eyes, and diſcover by 
« figns ; I am not able to aſk thee neither. 
* Ruth. Nor 1 to tell thee ; ſhall we go aſk Lilly which 
it is? | 
Arb. Ont upon him ; nay, there's no need of ſtars ;. 
© we know ourſelves, if we durſt ſpeak. 
* Ruth. Piſh, P11 ſpeak: if it * che ſame, we'l draw 


Cuts. 
| Arb. No, hark ye, Ruth, 4o you act them both, 
? NN for you ſaw their ſeveral humours, and then watch 


© my eyes, where I appear moſt concern'd ; ; 1 can't diſ- 
« ſemble, for my heart. 

* Ruth. I dare ſwear that will des thee to diſſem-. 
© ble indeed. come have at you then, Pl ſpeak as 
« if I were before the honourable reſcals: and firſt for 
* my brave Blunt Colonel, who hating to take the oath, 


6 * out with a brave ſdorn (ſuch as made thee in 
love, I hope) hang yourſelves; raſcals, the time will 
come when thoſe that dare be honeſt will be rewarded... 
« Don't « act him bravely, don't I act him bravely ? 


| « Arb. 
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Arb. O admirably well! dear wench, do it _ 


more. 
\_ © Ruth. Nay, nay, I muſt do 66 aches 1 now. 

' © Arb. No, no; this once more, dear girl, em 
act the other for the. 

- © Ruth. No forſooth, I'll ſpare 


3. We are 


your 
© right, no need of cuts; ſend thee good luck with him 


I ated, and wiſh me well with my merry Colonel, 
« that ſhall act his own part. 

Arb. And a thouſand lucks attend thee. We 
© have ſav'd our bluſhes irably well; and reliev'd 
our hearts from hard duty— But mum, ſee where 
© the mother comes, and with her, her ſon, a true ex- 


8 emplification or duplicate. of the original Day. Now 


for a charge. 
Enter Mrs. Day an Abel. 

* Ruth. Stand fair, the enemy draws up. 

Mrs. D. Well, Mrs. Arbella, I hope you have conſi- 
der'd enough by this time; you need not uſe ſo much 
conſideration for your own 4 may have your 
eſtate, and you may have Abel, and yo u may be worſe 
offer'd. Abel, tell her your mind, ne'er ſtand, 
ſilly, ſhally—Rurb, does ſhe incline, or is ſhe wilfull ? 

Ruth. I was juſt about the point when you honour 
interrupted us.— One word in your ladyſhip's ear. 

Abel. You ſee. forſooth that I am ſome body, though: 
you make no body of me, you ſee I can prevail; there- 
fore pray ſay what I ſhall truſt to; for I muſt not K 
ſhilly, ſhall7). 

Arb. You are haſty 

Abel. I am call'd Gon by impo important affairs; and 
therefore l muſt be bol air way to tell you that 1 it 
lies upon my ſpirit exceedingly. 


Arb. Saffron-poſſet-drink is _ good againſ the x 


heavineſs of the ſpirit. 


Abel, Nay, forſooth, you do not underſtand my 


meaning. 
Arb. You do, I hope, fir ; and tis no — fir. 
if one of us know it. 
Enter 


— — 


— — 
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Tuer T 
". Tang. Well now, who are | you ? 
a What's here, an Jri& elder come to examine us 
f 
Teag. Well now, what i is your names, every one ? 
| ſhed. Ardella, this is a ſervant to one of the co- 


lonels; upon my life, tis the Iriſhman that took the 
covenant the right way. 


+ Arb. Peace, what ſhou'd it mean? 

Teag. Well, cannot ſome of you all ſay nothing 
without ſpeaking ? 
Mrs. B. Why how now fauce-box ? what wou'd 
you have ? What, have you left your manners with- 
out? Go out, and fetch em in. 

Teng. What ſhou'd I fetch now? 

Mrs. D. 4 know who you ſpeak to, firrah ? 
Lay ag tg , Well, what are you then? upon 

ul, in my own country they can tell who I 

; - and it is little my own mother Gougkt. I 
ſhou'd ſpeak to the like of. you. 

Abel. You muſt not be fo. ſaucy unto her honour: 

Teag. Well, I will knock you damn, If you de 


ſaucy, with my hammer. 


- Ruth, This is miraculous ? 
Teag. Is there none of you that 3 


now r 
Arb. Now, wench, if he ſhou'd be 3388 
Ali. 
ug. Well, I wou'd have one Mrs. Tay ſpeak 
unto me. 


Mrs. D. Well, firrah, I am the; what's your bu- 


ſine's ? 
Teag. O ſo then, are you Mrs. Ta 7—Well,— 


will look welt firſt, and 1 will-ſet my ace- * in ſome 


* worſhip; yes indeed that I will;“ and tell her my 
meſſage. LAAd,. 
© Ruth. How the fellow begins to mould himſelf! 
Arb. And tempers his chops like a hound that has 
© lapp'd before his meat was cold enough. . 
KRutb. He looks as if he had ſome ee ” 
—_ or 


begins to ſay grace: now for a ſpeech ratling 3 in iis 
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„forth; thoſe are Mr. 


Day's own white eycs before he 


*:kecher, as if his words ſtumbled in their way.” 

Teag. © Well, now I will tell thee, i'faith : my: 
maſter, the- good Colonel Careleſi, bid me aſk thy 
good ladyſhip - upon my ſoul now the laugh 
will come upon me. 

[ He laughs always when he ſays ladyſbip or honour-: 

Mrs. D. Sirrah, ſirrah; . were you ſent to 

Ruth. As ſure as can be. 


| [4 * 
Teag. I'faith now," I do not abuſe thy lk. 
nour, -I cannot my laugh now, I will try again 


now; I will not think of a kitchen then : <* nor a drip- 


- abuſe me? 


ping pan, nor a muſtard oy "—-y maſter wou'd know 


of your ladyſhi 
Mrs. D. Did your matter” ſend you to abuſe. me, 
you raſcal ? By my-honour; firrah— 
. Teage Why do you abuſe yourſelf now, joy? 


* 


Mrs. D. How, ſirrah, do I mock myſelf? This is: 


ſome Jriſb traitor. . 
Teag, I. am no traitor, that Lam not; 1 am an 


Tri rebel; you are cozen'd now. 


Mrs. D. Sirrah, firrah, I will -make: you know 
who F'am.—An i _ udent 1rifþ raſcal! 


Abel. He ſeemeth a dangerous fellow, and of a; 


bold ſeditious ſpirit. . 


Mrs. D, You are a bloody raſcal, I warrant ye. 

Teag. You are a. fooliſh brabble bribble woman, 
that you are. 

Abel. Sirrah, we that are at the head of affairs muſt” 
puniſh your ſaucineſs. 

Teag. And wwe that are at tbe tail of. affairs, auill 
a your faucineſi; * you ſhall take a knock upon your- 
pate, if you are ſaucy with. me, . that I ſhall; you- 
ſon of a round-head, you.“ 
Mrs. D. Ye raſeally, varler, get- vou out of my 
doors. | 
Teag. Will not I give you my i then ? 
der N. Get you out, raſcal.. 


1 age . 


' 
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Trag. I pr'ythee let me teff thee my meſſage. 

Mre. D. Get you out, I ſay. 

Trag. Well then I care not neither; the devil take 
your adyſhip, and _Honourſhip,” and kitchenſhip,.. 


43 


* too; there now.” Exit. 
Arb. Was there ever ſuch a ſcene? Tis im- 
©*'poLible to gueſs any thing. 


* Ruth. Our Colonels have don't, as ſure as thou 
* iveſt, to make themſelves ſport ; being all the re- 
* venge that is in their power: look, look, how her ho- 
* nour trots about, lik a beaſt ſtung with flies.” 

' Mrs. D. How the villain has diſtemper'd me ! Out. 
epon't too, that Fhaye'let the raſcal go unpuniſh'd, , 
and you [To Abl.] can ſtand by like a ſheep; run, 
after him then, and ſtop him; PII have him laid by 
the heels, and make bim confeſs who ſent him to, 

abuſe me: call help as you go, make haſte I ſay. 
* +" Abel. 8 
* Rath. Slid Arbella, run after him, and fave the, 
poor fellow for ſake's fake ;- ſtop Ab by any means, 
that he may ſcape. 
Arb. Keep his dam off, and let me alone with the 


Puppy. 0 [ Exit. 
Ruth. Fear not. 


Mrs. D. *Uds my life, the raſcal has heated _— 
| Now I think on't, I'll go myſelf, and. ſee it done; 
ſaucy villain. 

Rath. But Hmuſt needs acquaint your honour with 
one thing firſt, concerning Mrs. 25 >. 

Mrs. D. As ſoon as ever I have done. Is' good 
news, wench * ; 

Ruth. Moſt excellent; if 1 go out. you may 
ſpoil all. Such a diſcovery I have made, that you. 
will bleſs the accident that es Oe you. 

Mrs. D. Quickly then, | | 

Ruth. When you ſent "22 after the 17; man, Mrs. 
Arbella's colour came and went in her face ; and at- 
laſt, not able to ſtay, ſhe ſlunk away after him, for 
fear the Iriſbman ſhou'd hurt him; 12 ſtole Nays , 
and bluſh'd the prettieſt. prong 


2, 
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Mrs. D. [ proteſt he may be un indeed; T'll run 
myſelf too. 

Ruth. By no means, forſooth ; nor is there any 
need on't; for ſhe reſolv'd to ſtop him before he 
* cou'd get near the Jriſpman: ſhe has done it, upon 
my life; and if you ſhou'd go out you might ſpoil 
« the kindeſt — that the loving Adel 1 13 ever 
© like to have. 


Mrs. D. Art ſure of this? 

Rub. If you do not find ſhe has ſtopt him, let me 
ever have your hatred: pray credit me. 

_© Mrs. dr come, we we'll go 
in where I uſe to read: there thou ſhalt tell me all 
* the particulars, and the manner of it: I warrant 
© *twas pretty to obſerve. . 

© Ruth, O, 'twas a thouſand ities you did not ſee't, 
© when Abel walk'd away ſo bravely, and fooliſhly, 
after this wild Iriſhman : ſhe ſtole uch kind! 
* from her own eyes; and havin * herſelf, ſent 
4 them after her own Abel; and ; 

Mrs. D. Come, good wench, I'll go in, and hear 
it all at large; it mall be the beſt tale thou haſt told 
theſe two days. Come, come, I Jong to hear all. 
Abel, for his part, needs no help by this time ; z come, 
good wench. | 
© Ruth, So far 1 am right ; -fortune taks. cave for 
© future things [4fde.] e, 

Enter C. Blunt as taken by bailiffs. 

C. Bl. At whoſe ſuit, raſcals? . 

1 Bail. You ſhall know that time enough. 

C. Bl. Time ** dogs! muſt Lwait your lei- 
ſures ? 

1 Bail. O you are a dan 
traitors as you that diſturb the 


CN — 


us man; tis ſuch 
ace of the nation. 


C. Bl. Take that, raſcal; ¶Aicbing bim. ] If I had 
any thing at liberty beſides my foot, 1 wou'd beſtow it 
on you. 


1 Bail. You ſhall py dearly for this kick, helen 
you are let looſe, and give good ſpecial bail: Mark 
that, my furly companion ; we have "wo faſt. 


C. Bl, 
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C. BI. Tia well, rogues, you caught me conve- 
niently; had I been aware, I wou'd have made ſome 
of your ſe fouls my ſpecial bail. | 

I Bail. O, tis a bloody-minded man ! I'll war- 
rant ye this vile cavalier has eat many a child. 

C. BI. I cou'd gnaw a piece or two of you, raſ- 


7 cals.” 
Enter C. Carelels. 
C. Car. How is this! Blunt in hold! you catch- 
pole, let go your prey, or [ Draws, and Blunt in 
| the ſcuffle throws up one of their heels, and gets a 
word, and helps to drive them off.] 
1 Bail. Murder, murder! | : 
C. BI. Faith, Careleſs, this was worth thanks, I 
was fairly going. 1 | 
C. Car. What was the matter, man ? 
C. Bl. Why, an action or two for free quarter, 
now made trover and converſion : nay, I believe we 
ſhall be ſued with an action of treſpaſs, for every 
field we have marched over; and be indicted for riots, 
fer going at unſeaſonable hours, above two in a com- 


Wo. 7 
Enter Teague running. 

C. Car. Well, come, let's away. TI 

Teag. Now upon my ſhoul run as I do; the 
in red coats are running too, that they are, and 
they cry, murder, murder ; I never heard ſuch a noife 

in Ireland in all my life, that's true too.“ 
Ci. Car. Slite, we muſt ſhift ſeveral ways. Fare- 
wel. If we "ſcape, we meet at night; I ſhall take 
heed now. | | 

Teag. Shall I tell of Mrs. Tay now ? 

C. Car. O good Teagae, no time for meſſages. 

[ Exeunt ſeveral ways. 
{4 noiſe within.) Enter bailiffi and ſoldiers. 

1 Bail. This way, this way! Oh villains! My 
neighbour Swaſs is hurt dangerouſly. Come good 
ſoldiers, follow, follow. N [ Exeunt. 

Euter Careleſs and Teague again. 

C. Car. I am quite oat of breath, and the blood- 

| 3 hounds 
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Hounds are in a full cry upon a burning ſcent : plague 
on 'em, what a noiſe the nad make? What door's 
this that graciouſly ſtands a little open? What an als 
am I to alk? "ray ſcout abroad; if any thing 
happens extraordinary, obſerve this door, there you 
mall find me; be careful. Now by your favour, 
landlord, as unknown. Exeunt ſeverally. 

| . Exter Mrs. Day and Obadiah. 

Mrs. D. It was well obſerved, Obadiah, to bring 
the parties to me firſt; tis your maſter's will that I 
ſhod'd, as T may ſay, prepare matters for him. In 
truth, in truth, Ihave too great a burthen upon me; 
yet for the publick good I am content to undergo it. 
Os. I ſhall with ſincere care preſent unto your ho- 
nour, from time to time, ſuch negotiations as I may 
diſcreetly preſume 'may be material for your honour's 
os 1a 8 

rs. D. It will become you ſo to do. You have 
the preſent that came laſt? 
Os. Yes, and pleaſe your honour ; the gentlewo- 
man concerning her brother's releaſe, hath alfo ſen 
in a piece of plate. | | 

Mrs. D. It's very well. | ITS 
08. But the man without, about a bargain of the 
King's land, is come empty. | 
Mrs. D. Bid him be gone, TI! not ſpeak with 
him; he does not underſtand himfelf. 

Ob. I ſhall intimate ſo much to him. 
[A, Obadiah goes oat, C. Careleſs meets bim and 
tumbles him Lack. 0 | 

Mrs. D. Why how now? What rude compa- 
nion's this? What wou'd you have? What's your bu- 


fines? What's the matter? Who ſent you? Who 
d'you belong to? WhO 


— 


Ci. Car. Hold, hold, if you mean to be anſwer'd to 

all theſe interrogatories; you ſee T reſolve to be your 
companion; I am a man; there's no great matter ; 
no body ſent me; nor I belong to nobody: I think I 


Mrs. 


have anſwer'd to the chief heads. 
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Mrs. D. Thou haſt committed murder, for ought 
I know : how is' t, Obadiah ? . | 

C. Car. Ha! what luck have I to fall into the 
Nerritories of my old kitchen acquaintance ; I'll pro- 
ceed upon the ſtrength of Teague's meſſage, tho? -I 
*had no anfwer. | =_/77 

Mrs. D. How is't, 'man ? 

- O06. Truly he came forceably upon me, and J fear 
has bruiſed ſome intellectuals within my ſtomach. 

Mrs. D. Go in, and take ſome 7riþ flat by way of 
prevention, and keep yourſelf warm. JEx. Obad.] 
Now, Sir, have you any buſineſs, that you came in 
ſo rudely as if you did not khow who you came to? 
How came you in, ſir Royſter? Was not the porter 
at the gate? 6 

C. Car. No truly, the gate kept itſelf, and ſtood 
"gaping as if it had a mind to ſpeak, and ſay, I 
pray come in DE Ei 

Mrs. D. Did it fo, fir ? and what have you to fay ? 

C. Car. Ay, there's the point ; either ſhe' does not, 
zor will not know me: what ſhou'd I fay ? How dull 
am I? Pox on't, this wit is like a common friend, 
when one has need on him he won't come near one. 

| [Afde. 

Mrs. D. Sir, are you ſtudying for an invention ?- 
for ought I know you have done ſome miſchief, and 


— # 


'2twere fit to ſecure you. 
C. Car. So, that's well: *twas pretty to fall into 
the head quarters of the enemy. +  _ [ Age. 
Mrs. D. Nay, *tis e'en ſo; I'Il fetch thoſe that 
ſhall examine you. i 
C. Car. Stay, thou mighty ſtates-woman ; I did 


but give you time to ſee if your memory would but be 
ſo honeſt, as to tell you who I am. h 


Mrs. D. What d'you mean, ſauce- box? 
C. Car. There's a word yet of thy former employ- 
ments, that fauce: you and 1 have been acquainted. 


Mrs. D. I do not uſe to have acquaintance with 
cavaliers. b 8 
C. Car. 


ſent the raſcal to abuſe me, was 


motion. What muſt become of me ? 
made ſome ſtrange miſtake, [ Aide. 
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A Car. Nor I with Committee - mens utenſils; but 
in diebus Illis, you were not honourable, nor I a mali 
.< nant.. Lord, lord, you are horrible forgetful : ide 
© comes with ger and good cloths * What, 
you think I ſhou'd not know you, becauſe you are Hil 
ome with curPd hair, of white gloves ? Alas! I 

now you as well as if you were in your ſabbath- 
day's cinnamon waiſtcoat, * with a filver * n 
the ſkirt,” 

Mrs. D. How, firrah ? 

C. Car. And with 
lather ; or with your 


our fair hands bach d in 
4 breath driving the 


ms 1 off from the waving kitchen⸗-⸗ 


Mrs. D. O, you are an im oudent cavalier ! I res 
member you now indeed; but Pll-— 
C. Car. Nay, but hark you the now honourable, 


dn obftante paſt conditions; did not I ſend my foot- 


man, an Jri/omax, with a civil meſſage to you; wh 
all this neſs then ? N . 
Mrs. D. How, how, how's N was t you that 
t fo? 
C. Car. How now ! what, matters grow worſe and 
worſe? 
Mrs. D. I'Il teach you to abuſe thoſe that are in 
authority: within * who's within; \ 
C. Car. Slife, I'll ſtop your mouth, if you raiſe an 
alarm. [She cries out, and he "flops her mouth. 
Mrs. D. Stop my mouth, firrah ! whoo, whoo, ho. 
C. Car. Yes, ſtop your mouth: what, are you good 


Exter Ruth. 
Ruth, What's the matter, forſooth ? 
Mrs. D. The matter ! why here's a rude 8 
has broke into my houſe ; twas he too that ſent the 


at a who-bub, ha ? 


_ drifo raſcal to abuſe me too within my own walls: 
call your father, that he may grant order to ſecure 


him. *Tis a dangerous fellow. 


C. Car. Nay, good pretty gentlewoman, | 2 your 
eague has 


Ruth. 
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Nut. Tis he, what ſhall I do! now: invention be 
equal to my love. [ 4fide,] Why, your ladyſhip will 


ecrecy, even to you — till T had made his way. 


O fie upon't, I am to blame but ia truth I did not 
Shins he would haye-come; theſe two hours. 


C, Car. I date Greas thedihl not; Tmight we 
badly for have come; at. ally; 4:7 eg. 4811 


Ruth. How came you to come . bons ie 
three hours before you appointed. res & © ' 
C. Car. Hey 491. men be made believe I.came 
hither on urpoſe prefently. 
* wt A upon a meſſage of? his to me, and 
your honour, to, known to your 
pens adyſhip, that he had confider'd on't, and was re- 
ſolved. to take the covenagt, and give you; five hun- 
gred pounds EIS af be? 
ah; 3 nen lirſt con 
22 30010! >v.ll IL in EC 
OE: Carl. berg D ber hear,, pretty gentle 
wo ey 11 * 
2 Well ; well, I know your mind; 1 have done 


your b D on his fomack's come dun n 
| Rath. Sweeten him again, and leave him ro me 3 I 
ere. the five, hundred donde ang 
C. & 20 8 git s nsg e 
Now A ve found ĩt 37 this pretty w wench 
has a mind; ac be left — wick me, at en * 
. 2722 
1 D. YT endentiand + thee—Well, fir, I can paſs 
by rudeneſs, when I am inform'd there was no inten- 
x A of it; I leave net =y daughter to 25 a 


mg 8. 8 23 Fould = dh 


beget "has and 
* what does all this mean 7 


Ruth. r d your love for for me de 


make you thus 4 

. Nr than won know ; but you had 

9 to be leſt alone onth.; me: that's certain. FR 
ut 


all: I ſeat for this gentleman, andenjoin'd him 


| 


| 
; 
| 
| 
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* Ruth; Tis too plain, fir; you'd” "nefer have Fun 


yourſelf into this danger elſe. ** 
C. Car. os ee e dhe danger ra 


after me. | 
may diflemble, ve 4 5 


Nur. 'You 
C. Car. Why, * 


tis the 
we loſe time ; - you and. I are left to beget a richt un, 


derſtanding: come, Which way 
7 Ruth. : Whither? Der 33 JON SOS WORZ 0:47, 
C. Car. To your-chamber or cloſet, | 250 ; 
Farb: But I am engaged you \ſhall- take che co: 
yenant. sVIIAAIITY BT 1 . 1374 
C. Car. No, Itnever ſear when 1 am bid: 
- - Ruth.” But you w do as bad. 
C. Car. That's not againſt e ebe! 
| Ruth,” Thank you fof your fair opinion, good fig- 
r iger there Hes. ybur way, fir": however, I 
will own ſo -much-kuidneſs for you; that I repent not 
the civility I have done, to free you from the trouble 
you were like 10 avi Ff er make me a leg; if 
you pleaſe, and cry, thank * ; and fo N 
woman that T. u, deſires 
to be to be lef alone w1 e in e ari kt 
underſtanding 0 ew * 8 
O. Car. No: Lam Hand; u ſhall you march 


* thos thay pak Of MO my 1 
Jen ingentoull}' the 


ira liste of our Gaby.” Phe 
buſineſs in ſhort is this: we differ ſeemingly upon 
two evils, and mine the leaſt; and therefore to, be 
choſen: you bad better take me, chan 1 take the co- 


VER 

Ruth. Well uſd ds: 

C; Car. You wow dne not haye me the covenant 
then? 191 os 273 

Rach. No; I did but try ou: n 
looſenefs, for that firm vir: be conſtant to your 
fair N ples, in ve of fortune. 

C. Car. What's this got into-petficoats !—*< bur d' ye 
4 hear; ; I'll not excuſe you from my propoſition, not 

with - 


l 12 y will; methinks 3 it were but as reaſonable, 
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: withſtanding my releaſe: come, we are half way to 
* a right underſtanding ——nay, I do love thee.” 
* Ruth. Love virtue; you haye put here and f. there 
* a patch of it; yare ragged fill,” | 
C. Car. Are you not the ommittes Day' e 
Ruth. Yes: what then 
C. Car. Then am TI: chankfül; I had no defence 
againſt thee and matrimony, but thy own father and 
mother, which are a perfect Committee to my nature. 
* Ruth. Why, are you fare I wou'd have match'd 
© with a malignant, not a compounder neither ? | 
C. Car. Nay, I have made thee a jointure againſt 
at 1 


ou'd do ſomething” for my jointure ; but by the 

c * way of matrimony y to encreaſe your erd- © 

© tion, this, to tell you truth, is my conſcience. . 
- Ruth. Yet you wou'd beget right 12 N 

C. Car. Yes, I wou'd have em all baſtards. 

„ Ruth. ALL me a whore. 

« C..Ci 's a, coarſe name: but tis not fit a 
LE: Ger. Thats s daughter ſhould be too honeſt, to 
* the reproach of her father and mother.” 

Ruth, When the quarrel of this nation is recon- 
cilad; you and I ſhall agree: till when, — 

here en e bed, ed 
. Are you ere then ? upon my ſho e 
colonel Blunt i is over-taken again now. and carried o 
the devil, that he is i faith now. 

© Cor. How, taken and carried to the devil! 

"Teag. Hedefired to go to the devil, that he did; 


1 — 19 of my ſhoul he was not afraid of that. 


C. Car. I underſtand it. now; what miſchief's this ? 
' Rath. You ſeem troubled, fir. 
C. Car. I have but a life to loſe, that I am weary 


of, come, Te 


1 
Kurb. Hold, you ſhan't go before I know che bu⸗ 
fines; what d'ye talk of! 
C. Car. My. friend, my deareſt friend is caught up- 
by raſcally. bailiffs, and carried to the Devil-Tavern ; . 


pray let me go. 
| * Ce Ruth. 
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Ruth. Stay but a minute, if 125 have any kindneſs 


for we. 

1 Car. Ves 1 do love you. 

Ruth. Perl aps 1 may Fee your friend. 

Me Enter Arbellaa. 

0 Ar bella, Iwas going to ſeek you. 

Arb. What's the matter ? 
Ruth. The colonel which thou lik'ſt, is ani by 
bailifts ; there's his friend too, almoit diſtracted: you 
know the mercy of theſe times. 
F Ar b. What doſt thou tell me ? 1 am ready to ſink 

own ! 

Ruth. Compoſe yourſelf, and help him nobly ; ; you 

have no way, but to ſmile upon Abel, and get him to 


bail him. 
Enter Abel aut Obadiah. 

Arb. Look, where he and Obadiah come; ſent hi. 
ther by Providence O Mr. Abel, where have) you 
been this long time? can you find of your heart to 
keep thus out of my fight?” 

Abel. Aſſuredl * important affalrs conſtrain d | 
my abſence, as 3adiab can > teſtify, bona fide. © 

% Teag. The devil break your bones a F day. * 

O5. I can do ſo verily, myſelf being a material 

ar 
a 0. Car. Pox on 'em, how flow they ſpeak! 
ars. Well, well, you ſhall go no more out of my 
ſight; I'll not be ſatisied with your bona fide's : I have 
ſome occaſions that call me to go a little way; you ſhall 
e'en go with me, apc good Osadiab too: you ſhall 
not deny me any thing. 

Abel. It is ade meet I ſhould, I am exceedingly 
exalted. Obadiab, thou ſhalt have the beſt Tm" 
of all my tenants. 

© 08. I am thankful, 

C. Car. What may this mean? [Af 95 

Arb, Ruth, how ſhall we do to keep thy ſwift mo- 
ther from purſuing us ? 

Ruth. Let me alone: as I go by the parlour, as 
ſhe fits, big with expeQation, Pu give her * 

| at 
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that we are going to fetch the ve five hundred nds. 
Arb. How can that be? * jet 


Ruth. No queſtion now. Will you march, fir? 
C. Car. Whither? 

Ruth. Lord, how dull theſe men in ove are n 
to your friend. No more words. 


C. Car. I will ftare upon thee; though:- [Exeunt. 


9 a 1 | | * 
h — — — 


15 5.200 
. 
Colonel Blunt brought i in by Bali . 
1 * AY ay, we thought how well 76's get 
bail. 
O. Bl. Why, you aacodſcicatble raſcal, are 
you angry that I am unlacky,- or do you want fome 
fees? I'll periſh in a dungeon, *. before I'll conſuine 
1 ich throwing ſops to ſuch. curs. Before J _ 


you A furnbing g 300 
122 Ckue ae come, along wich him. 
C. Bl. PII not go your pace neither, raſcals; III 
E. if it be but to hinder you from taking up 

other honeſt gentleman. 
' © 1 Bail. Very well, ſurlycfir;.,we; will carry you 
-* where you ſhall/nor;be' troubled what pace \towalk ; 
8 — large bill: blood is dear. 
C. Bl. Not yours, is it? 4 farthing Fot aer 
by © very dear for. the beſt blood you have ],j 17 5» 
Enter Arbella,. Ruth, Abel, Col. Careleſs, and 
$2 £00 Obbi d 
1 Bail. How now ! are theſe any af our iiedds? 
C. Bl. Never, if you fee women; chat Ta rule. 
A. [e Abel. Nay, ou need have no 6, 
tis a near kinſman of mine; you do not think, hope, 
that: I won' d let you faffer+> You-—that muſt be ntarer 
than a kinſman to me. iin 
Abel. But my mother doth not know. 2 
Arb. If that be all, leave it to me arid Rieg5.o Weill 
tore you harmleſs: befides, I cannot marry, if my 
C 3 kinſ- 
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kinſman. be, in priſon; he muſt convey my eſtate, as 


you appoint; for tis all in him: we muſt ple him. 
Abel. (The. confideration. of that doth, convince me. 
Obadiah, tis neceſſary for us to ſet at liberty this gen- 
Han, being;a truſtee for Mrs. Arbella's eſtate; eel 
em, therefore, that you and I will bail this gentle- 
„ tell them who Jam. 
Ob. I ſhall.— Gentlemen, this is the hoapurable 
Mr. Abel Day, the firſt-born of the honourable Mr. 
Day, Chairman of the commitiee of ſequeſtration ; and 
I myſelf by name Obadiab, aud cler to the ſaid ho- 
nourable committee. * 
tl, ® Well, far 5 ve know Mr. Dag, and Mr. 
E | d 0 
Abel. Ves, that's Lz and I will bail this gentlean; 
I believe you dare not except againſt the bail: nay, 
©You hall have Abtei Ea, on- that the fate thuſts. 
5 1 Bail. — 5 n 
charges to paid N 
— ae O, take this parſe andelifber 
them, give the bailiffs twenty "Hillings [ 
Ce. Car This is miraculous 


1 Bail. rr — ik 


Four health. UEY 12 101 
Abel. She's to be my als an hure as you.are hers 
- your towhatgiont?. , - 
1 Bail. LA.] That's im ible: here's e- 


thing more 2 r. 1 51. w pleaſe 
is deputy is in another room, u e 
er F MM mn 

Abel. Well, ſhew us the way, and 8 
who I am, [ExcueAbel, ( Obadiah, and Bailiff. 
C. Car. Harck ye, pretty Mrs. Ruth,. if cu were 
not a:committee-man's davghter;. _ ſa conſequently 


againſt manarchy >ra-prineesAhou'd yon And 
ain geptlewaman. 1 ; eh rl: 1521 £425 
arb. die, no, well (eme mur; antenne 


bitious. | 
C. Car. Do but 1 that then tt, he 
ne of My. Day ; and tho I kn tis a lie, T'U be 
content o be cazen'd, 89 . : 
1th. 


— 
a * 1 


— — — 


N 
F- 
7 

1 
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Ruth. Fie, fie! you can't abide taking. of s 
look, lock, how your, friend and mine take aim at 
zone another: is h N 

C. Car. Cupid has nat ſuch another wounded ſub- 
ject, gay, and is vex'd- he is. in love too: troth, tis 
partly my own caſe. Me.” 

Rub. Peace; -ſhe t ee requires, | 
Arb. Von are free, . 


R Not fo free as on think,” 3 
2 . "What badges "Fe i? walls eV -As. 
J.. Nothi = Wiſin te 7er 
2 1 „fir ? ant Len f 
C. BI. ou II laugh, ugh at ce; — 
£6, Ok you perceived me apy 9 ee wah a 
en AR, let me it. K 
n two conditions « hall know i ig. 
eee 
C. BI. Firſt, I thank ye, Vo freed-me- nobly x 
pray.believe its .you-have.this acknowledgement from 
an honeſt heart, one N ee 
hat's, one thing. Zulbasl l: 
Arb. Well! the other. . | 
zeady, "that 
er wi 5 
ee 7 give a oy e to laugh when L 
am, gone. Careleſs, , ſtand ready, that, at the 
ige given, we may vaniſh together. 
-  Ragh. If you pleaſe, ſir, whea you are ready to bart: 
PH ery one, two, 2 away. 


0. A Be 0 fobear, nl free, gentle · 
Len juſt going; by, ven have, a-lutle. b. 
tience. ' 2182 — 387 * 

Arb6. Pr peace. LA A 

2 ſir. S8 

C. A. That 2 mach for u woman to de · e 


Arb. Now, fir, perform your, promiſe. 
C. BI. Carelgfs, have you done with, your woman } 
8 Car. Madam | 1131 

* C 4 C. NM 


— — — -—ö — 
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E. Nay, 1 have thank'd her alr 
thes no more of thatdull way of Me] chr gps 
man; yet nearer the doors i mis fortune 
that I promiſed*to diſcover, 10 SEN you above 
my ſenſe or feaſon: ſo fare e 
Careleſs. . | 
C. Car. Ladies, our lives are . ed 
kind as to believe it, til you Kee fomerhing to 
command. W 
Ruth. Was there ever ſuch W 
Arb. As Ilive his confeſſton ſhews hobl: 
Ruth. It ſhews madly, I am fare: an il beg - 
low, not indure a woman to lauf at hin 9 
Arb. Hen honeſt, I dare Wear. 
Ruth. That's more than ane ben for my colonet. 
Ar. Out upon him. b 
Ruth. Nay, tis dat ſor want of » good are, 
PH make him fo. ” - 
Arb. But d'ye W Rach, de tere ho 


under 1 of ſending to them about welt own 
buſine IBN . 

Nutb. Why, thy whimfeal colonel Aiſcharg'd him- 
« felf off ike à gun: there was no time between the 
« flaſhing in at armed aud the going off, to aſk a queſ- 
„tion: but bark ye. 1 have an invention upon the 
old #ecount of the five hundred „ Which ſhall 
make Abel ſend his purſuivant, Os; 

Arb. Excellent the trout bel wül bite immedi- 

ately at that bait: the meſſuge hall be .as from his 
* Maſter Day, ſenior, to eome and ſpeak with him; 
they'll think preſently, tis about their compoſition, 
and come certainly. In the mean time, we' 1 Pre- 


them with counter- expectations.“ 1 
* Enter Abel and Obafliab |! - 
Ruth. You have it; : ſee where ahi ad ike 


gentle ſquire of low degree, | Obadiah, , hav- 
ing newly enter'd themſelves into bonds. 
Arb. Which Pl be ſure to cell bis mother, ifhe'be 


Ever more troubleſume. -- - 


OTE * Ruth. 


fl, and lavgh. Come, 


bite, that we did not enquire where they it rg | 


ahb, to look em 
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| Ruth, And that he's furn'd an afrant vavaliet, by 
| beitin one of the Brood. Wee ve ory * 
Abel. T have, {according to your deſires, gien Tee- 
a dom to your kinſmam and trafſtee; I ſu l doth 
perceive that you may have power, in fight of me. 
Arb. Good Mr. Abel, I am ann, holden to 
1 «you, and your authority.” nt 
| Ruth. O fie upot't, brother; 1 4d — 
quairit you with à buſineſs be fore the gent! nt 
| O me, *whatathevelltke memory haye II tus am im- 
; : portant'affult tos." 10? dec rcd be 0% Stn ty 
, Abl. It you diſcoverit to me, I call render you 
my opinion upon the Whole. 0 % / WA." 
| Rath. The two Sonplerhen have repented of heir 
- obſtinacy, and wound now preſent five hundred pounds 
to your good honourable mather, to ſtand their friend, 
that chey be permitted to take the'covenant;and 
we, negligent we, have let them 1 $9, beforewe knew 
where to ſend to them. 15 tete 

Abel. That was the want of beinx we'd to important 
affairs; it is ill to neglect che accepting of their con- 
verſion; t together With their money: 

Ruth. Well, there is but one way; do ow: | ſenkd 
- © Obadith, in your father's name, to deſire them both 
to come to his houſe about ſome buſineſs that will be 
for their good, but no more; for then they I take it 
il; for they etjoin'd us ſecrecyʒ and when they 
. © come; let ds alone.“ Obadiah may * . 

Wy ont ll Se en , ne ne 

O65. The bailiffs did ſay che 7 wre gone to che De- 
vil-“ Tavern, to pay a reckoning.” | ' 

Abel. Haſten thither, good O adiah, as 11 yowhad 
met my honourable father, and defire hem to come 
unto his houſe, 0 an Important t affair that i for 
their good. 2 tn l pens 

O6. I ſhall ofc candies. [Exe 
Abel. And we will haſten home, leſt the gentle- 
men ſhou'd be before us, and not know how to ad- 
' © dreſs their offers; and then we will eve our be- 


ing anited i in the bonds of matrimony. 
5 = 91. 45 


will take us up a very 
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Al. Saft and fair LE 
Se x06 Colne ond Teague ** 2 

e. Ever man ge crafty m 

the thing he Uk Hf terrible <= afraid 40 tell, a 


woman what ſhe deſir d to hear. y-heartily chat 
the boys do nat come to . of thy famous 


© retreat; we ſhall be followed by thoſe dall bids, 
as yowhave fegp an-owl-poriued. 
. . N 
E. Car.“ To leave ahandfome 
that came to be bound body for for thee! one 
chat does:that which — ill do again. 

C. Bl. What's that? 

C. Car. Love thee; and-thy. blunt "+ FN 2 mere 
2 man, a. beſides all the fortunate ftars. 
C. . You your wit to no p ſe, I am 
—— fall, like a zo 
#0ibe:caſt at; I had rather be a whiſp hung up for 
a woman to ſcold at, than à fax'd lover for em 40 


* Pen at: your Aid Hogan to hiſs. 
Enter Obadiab. 


C. Car. Peace, man, here's Jupiter's Mercury Is 
this meſſage to ys, tro 


; ©6. Gentlamen, van are apportun over-takon 
and found out; * 


C. N. How's this? 
O;]. Lcame unto you in the news of the 1 
le Mr. Day, who * ſpeak with yon 3 
ſome important * is conducing for 


C. BI. What weis is chief 


E. Car. Peace, lat us not be raſh,———T agus 
aa. Well hen“ 

E. Car: Were it nat poſſihle that you cou'd enter- 
tain this fellow 1 in the next room, till he were 
Arunk ? Aae. 

CTeag. 1 warrant you-that now ; I will make him and 
.apfelf too drunk, for thy ſweet ſake. 

E. Car. Be ſure, Teag — buſineſs, fir, that 
tle time to —_ makes * 
dẽ 


your 


woman, a woman 


 & 


— 


— 
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atience till we diſpatch it: in the mean 
us the favour as to call for a glaſs of fack, 
cine, Kr, dow the fon ſhall wait upon you, and drink 
your maſter's Health. 
06. It needeth not, nor 0 l. uſe to drink healths. 
C. Car. None but your maſter's, fir, and that by 
way of remembrance. 

. We that have the affairs of ſtate under our tui- 
tion cannot long delay; m preſence-may'be required 
for the carrying on the 1 el. 

C. Car. Way, fir, it ſhall- not exceed above a quar- 
ter of an hour; Perhaps we'll wait upon you 'to Mr. 
r , fir, drink but one glaſs or two; 
we would wait — you ourſelves, but that wou'd 
kinder us from going with you. 

Ob. Upon that conſideration I ſhall attend a little. 

C. Car. Go wait upon him, no, Te, or 
never. 

Teag. I will make R „ 2 be, apon 
my ſhoul. and Obadiah. 
C. Bt. What u devil 0 this men? 
C. Car. Tis too plain; this cream of committee 
raſcals, who has better intelligence than a ſtate-ſecre- 
tary, has heard of his ſon Abe's being d, in 
the cauſe of the wicked, and in revenge wou'd i mice 
us to perdition. 

C. BI. If Teagwe could be ſo fortunate a8 to make 
bim drunk, we 2 th. _ 

C. Car. If the cloſe-hearted rogue will :not be 
© open-mouth'd, we Il leave him pawn'd for all our 
* ſcores, and ſtuff his with blank commiſſions. 

C/. Bl. Only fill-up one wich his maſter's name. 

C. Car- And another with his wife's name for ad- 

« jutant general, together with a bill of ammunition 
© hid under Day 55 houſe, and make'it be digg d down, 
with — of delinquency. | A raſcal, to think to 

invite us into Newgate! 

©, WM. wen we muſt reſolve what'to do. . 

C. Car. I have a fancy come into my head, that 

9 "IG an admirable ſcene. "or 


» 


— 


2 
—_ wy  - — — —— — — - 
_— —— —— — * 
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* 


; . Bl. Come, nber Ti 

. Cary Tis upon ſuppoſition, pou T; eague * 
* him drunk; and, by the way, 'tis a good omen that 
* we have no ſober apparition in that wavering poſture 
af frailty; we ll ahi home in a ſedan, and cauſe 
* ham to deliver di in that good- natur d condition 
« to the ill-natur'd raſcal his maſter. 

C. BI. It will he excellent; how I pray for Teague 
to be victorious! As 

Enter Mulician. 

M/. Gentlemen, will you have any muſick? _ 

C. BI. Pr ythee no, we are out of tune 

C. Car. Piſh, we never will be out of humour. 
© Do'ft hear, canſt ſing us a malignant ſonnet ?: 

* Mu/. I can ling many ſongs. You ſeem. honeſt 

* gentlemen, 

C. Car. Cavaliers, thou K Sing without 

* any WR. | 


e Caagon © ee 
og the wn in gu . an} thi pitiful natien 
* To late ſees the gull of a 8 E 

| © How all things that ſhou'd bs oY 


Ry * Are turn'd topfy turvys ß 
© The we! have, 2450s $0 10 $14, aft 


Our prince made a ſlave, 7th ne 


' 


© Aud the maſtirs muſt novo tar the e, 45 


8 2 " hr Ones obey, 921 1 5 Aa MF 
the' rafcals Ne. neee 


| « And the lyal 16 rebels un gie. h n- 


* The pulpits are crowded with tongues of their my 
And the preachers ſpiritual, run . "a 
To denounce fequeſtration ,...., | 
* On Joul; of eld faba; 919-31 | 
bey rail and they r, Bled k 
"ON Tl they quite preath aua 
« The wealth that was once the wiſh i . 
 . © The courts in the h Ball,. 
* Where the lawyers did © of Go 


1 


i 2/4 $73 4 


Hre tur d into pious committees. 


3 c. Car. 
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C. Car, This ſong has rai d. my ſpirits: here, ſing 

© always for the king; 1 oy bave eyery man in his 

* way:do ſomething; for him; IT Won & bavoGdlew fig 

© for him, . parſons pray far 1 m, men fight for him; 

© women ſcold for him, a ildpen cry for him; and 

* according to this rule, g for : 
Qbadiah grant 


But ſee,” 
Enter Teagye ond 
eague with 1% urel comes.” 
C. BI. * the ede Obadad with nothing 


© See and rejoice where 
fix'd about him but his eyes 
C. Car, Stay: fs another ſang i the beitfor 
© compounders, if thod abſt that the bapours of 
er to aſcend up Biß ohe firma⸗ 


* wine may have full pam 
ment of his truly reformed coxcomb. 


* 1 - %J, % » 


s O N \ cs . 

abs: 3 IS 3 | B ha. 

c me, r Wl 19/22 er . Ln 
Let it parile and ſbinſj g 


of And male its om drops fall a bounding ; R 


Lite the hearts it makes. light, 3 1 
2 Re it flow pure and right, ; i 1 E 
c * And a plague take all kind of e = 201 9/9. 
e oe 
« '* Nor try te adviſe, „ % 2 % £245! oy 
eee. 1 ROO 2160 
4 For wiſdom and arts ar 25 n yi 
24 0 Sit brooding on +, e! 1 B 
«And ter they caching bat are, 214 215 2 wb 


© © Not & thou ate Bal comb ts | WK! 25 5 
— e bodker tare 1M Ne 306 
1 Let committee 4 45 dann? d their ” 8 


* 


va 
Py N x 
aps bra, n 


17 2401 1 175 . 
« Obacdiah repbathng with fg. 
» 4 1 . 


C. Car. This ix ſpore beyond modeſt hopes. — 
ſu he 41 


27 —— The fealth 51 * x 
© To our bearts gur 41 
« Hr there ine wow 


_— . 
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* I will adore ſack, that can force this fellow to reli: 
gion. The is full of worſhip.” . 
Deng. Well now, upon my Thoul, Mr. Obadiah 
imgs as well as che man now: come then, will you 
fing an 76 ſong after me? 1 
s. 'Þ will fing i for the king now. 
Teag. I will ſing for the king, as well as you. Hark 
you now. + [ Hr ug an Irith_/ong, and Qbadiah tries, 
: "4 42 58 AD: N. G. 
H, Teady-foley, you ri my darling, 
0 Ton 71 ing-glaſs, bath 2 
T Bad ratber have you without a | farthing, 
Than Bryan Gaulichar, with bis houſe and garden. 


La, ral lidy. 
O, Norah, agra, Ido net doubt you, 
And for that reaſon T kiſs and mouth you; 


morning 3 


And if there was ten and about you, © 
Devil burn me, if 1 wou'd go=without you. 


| Lal, ral lidy. 


O86. That is too hard ſtuff; I cannot do theſe and 
theſe material matters. SH) CT 
Teag. Here now, we will take ſome ſnuff for the 
king—ſo, there, lay it upon your hand; put one of 
our noſes to it now; ſo, ſnuff now. Upon my ſhoul, 
r. Obad. Commit, will make a brave 1ri/eman. 

% Put this in your other noſe.” _ Na 
no more. Good Mr. 


O6. I will ſnuff for the king 
Teague give me ſame more ſack, and fing Exg/i,-for 
my ogy Þ | 

Teag. I will tell you that Ir; is as good and better 
too. Come, now, we will dance: Can you play an Iriſb 


tune? © can, yen play this now ? 
M/ Nö, fr; b 


„ann 3 
ut I can play you an excellent 
* Iriſh jig. TEST IN RENE TOY 
C. Car. Thisis beyond thought ſo, this motion, 
like a tumbled. barrel, has ſet the liquor a working 
again. Now for a char. 

. Al. Drawer | who waits thee?” 
Lint? OE OY * Enter 
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Euter Drawer. 
* * What d' you want, gentlemen,? 
C. Bl. Call a chair preſently, and bring it into 
« this room; here's a friend of ours overtaken. 
* Drawer. I go, fir. Krit. 
C. Car. Teague, thou haſt 1 miracles; thou art 
-* a good omen, * haſt vanquiſh'd the cauſe,, in-this 
averthrow of. this — xzaſcal, its true epitome: 
and now, Teague, ac to the words of con- 
* demnation, wel ſend hun to the place "Oe whence 
"OE os a . tall. 
x Upon my now 
r 
* aw 's i. 
* Teag. Yo, yo. Lali. 
C. Car. No more, Wee b give an 
* alarm to the 22 elcpme, honeſt Jallow ; by 
your looks you {erm 
« Enter mo ith a Chair. 
* 1 Chair. How, Calonel, have you forgot your 
* 7c. e Weg, this . miraculous purſuit of good 
1 is a ous puriuit | 
fortune l honeſt Ned; what, turn'd chairman? 
* 1 Chair. Any thing for bread and beer, noble 
.* Calonel: ſhall I have the honour to carry you ? 
C. Car. No, Ned; is thy fellow. honeſt ? | 
I Clair. Or I'd be hang'dbefore I'd carry an inch 
p * with him. 
C. Gear. Tis well—Look yan, Nad, this diner is 
Mr. Day the committee-man's clerk, whom with 
wonder i induſtry we have made drank : juſt as he 
a 2 pack him up in thy chair, and immediately tranſ- 
him to his maſter Day's houſe ; and in the very 
hall turn him ont. There s half a crown for thy pains, 
AI x Chair, IIA fail, ſay Ned's a coward: come, ſhall 
© we put your, ſhort-wing'd worſhip into your mew, ? 
Come along. [T hey put him in, and ex. 
C. Car. Farewel, Ned. Teague, come, you muſt 
carry ſome money to ane or 4wo confident friends of 
mine; we'll pay aur rechaning at the bar, then go 


home 
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home and laugh; and, if you will, plot > 

© to ſee apr enchanting females once more | they make 

* me ſo np —— mimt Exeunt,” 
; Dante, Obadiah tumbles dorun. 
_ * © Teag.. Obid, Obid ! «pox i Joul| 1 believe he s dead. 

46 C. 98 Dead ! P F - 

' «© Teag. Dead drunk. * Poop Obid is fe and I 
mill mull him fome ine -I will put ſome ſpice in't. 
Puts ſome ſnuff into the 8 ] Now: F wilt howl 

* gever him as they do is Irela 4 ann 

«« C, Car. Peace, Teague, you alarm the enemy. 

% Here's ar, Pe 4 E „and ler rm im 
i this condition to his Kid ma : 4 "If yon meet the 
lagi , ſay we wor'd peck with them at the eutenant's. 
© Fea, Give me the en, and 4 will eve him 
«© ax Iriſh /edan. DOM 4 

en How's thas 2 

Teag. This" ay. [Takes Nie by Se bels and 
0s draws him off. - * [Exeunt.” 
ui M.. Day; and Mrs. Day: 

| D. Diſpatch quickly I ſa), and ſay I faid it; 
many things fall between the lip and the cup. 

Mr. D. Nay, duek, let thee: alone for eonnſel. 

Ah, if thou Radſt been a man!! | 

Mrs. D. Why then you wou' hive wamteda womati, 
and a he too. nei z 

"Mr. D. I profeſs ſo I ſhou'd, an@s- EY ONE 
too, though I ſay't before thy face, and that's no Mone. 
Mrs. B. Come, come, du ade Wandring from the 
matter; diſpatch the marriage I ſay, whilt the i wy $'this 

| taken with our Abel. Women are uncertain. 

- Mr. D. How if ſhe ſhow'd'be coy ? 5 

Mrs. D. Vou are at your again; if ſhe be folic, 
tell. ber plainly what ſhe muff truſt to, ne Ab, rio 
land; plain-dealing's a jewel : have you the 1 
Arawn as I ien you, which ſhe muſt aan hs 


** e * a Shed the i 
's 1— Page Go, Line 79 frm the Bottom, they now pe. ren 
n b 


* 
4 ” * f 0 1 » 
* # 1 5 & „ 
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„Mr. D. Ay, I warrant you, duck; K TO 
be, O ſhe has a brave eſtate |. | | 


. IP 
Me Wee grant — 265 * 
png: ebe Save „Servant. 2 7 
e . rene me cnc, 


has mate yeuls howear Kbs] ExDEntor; — depart 
till he has ſeen your honoars/ (1. 2c 
Mr. D. Alas, alas! redes, kg, Come, 
good duck, let us haſten: where is Obadiab to uſher 
Mrs. D. Wny, Obadiah !— A varlet to be out the 
way at ſuch a time; truly he moveth my wrath. Come, 
bulband, along; Fittake Abel in his place. 3 
-'7 0” Biter Ruth / Arbella, 
. What's the meaning of this ae there's 
ſome carrion, diſcoyer'd ; BE crows are al! bie 8 


a ſudden. 

Arb. The Speche call'd moſt ITY for Obadiah : 
look here, Ruth, vi at have they left behind? | 
Rath. As L live, 4 is the Day's bunch of keys 

which he always keeps fo cloſely: e if 
thou haſt an meth, now's the time. er 

1:8. Fo M6 what? eee 
Nurb- To f out of Egypt. ce e 

4 : Enter Abel. TRE 
' bh Peace, we. aps; bein A ell; ns fare u cam 
be, wench, he's come back for the keys. 
- Ruth, We'll forſwear em in confident words, and 
no. teſs confident conntenances. als 193 „ 

Abel. An important affair hath called my honoura- 
ble father and mother forth, and in the abſence of Oba 
diah IL am enforced: to attend their; honours; and 
« 1 I canceiv'd it right and meet. to acquaint 
« you with it; leaſt in my abſence you might have 


f 3 chat WO miſchance had befallen my 
*, pexlon > 


0 
t-. 


have 


4 upon «theſe papers, that were ſchiſmatial, and 
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t therefore I deſire you to receive conſala- 
tion: and ſo I bid you heartily farewell. E 
Arb. Given from is moutb, chi tenth of dpril... 
He put me in a cruel fright. ' _ 
- "Ruth. As I live, Im ail over in n beck a wa as 
— abont a Bll, when tis ſirſt ſat- a going; but 
ll this 1. is better and better: there was never ſuch-ant 
opportunity to bree priſon. Flow the very places, 
© theoholes in his/cloſet here the — ics, oo of-your 
Kay [hae ena ern d — f 
* : Ihave MyY:CYE..Uupen - — When 1. 
to him in errands, mann to 
inner I miſschaegone. * 
| Roch. To: — yes yet 3 that 
1 and will n 


66 
_ 


og 8538 


and ſodſet up:for; 2 our colonels. 

Arb. Nay, * have done, and the 
2 kes me as rea ady an tho art: 
Le 98550 8 8 


to you Rt centiuel here; that's ihe 
R — P r il need thee ; and 
be Ture to give notice of any news of the —_— Exit. 
Arb 1 Warrant thee.—" May "bur this eparting 


+ brother ! have ſo much of Ue left him, as may 
tie this en Day to is bedgde, till we have 
committed this honeſt ber . — -Hark.! what's 


that this apprehenſion can make a noiſe when there 


is none. 

Ruth, N em, 1 have 2 * whole covey, 
and his*ſeal at arms bearing a 8 Above. 
Arb. Come, malte haſte then. ” 0 rf 

: i63Reth. As I: live, here's a letter — * 
* the king, to the raſeal his rebellious fubje 7 
ich a to this -difcreet wi "Nay, 

* what Yoſt thou think —̃ ͤ cat my: 1 


in ation: what do'ſt think they are : chad 
Arb. Lcan't tell, 5 n pr. 2 
© © Ruth. Out pon ths-pectidbilbeon — leptert 
© from two wenches: ; one for an increaſe of ſalary to 
maintain 
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maintain his unlauful ãſſue; another from a wench 

that had more conſcience chan he, and refusid to 
take the, phyſick that he preſerib'd to nn. a 

natural tympany. | 

Arb. Nay, pr'ythee diſpatch. - | 
' © Ruth. Hererberabundance more; come, run up, 
and help me carry em. We'll take the whole. ip- 

«dex of his rogueries: we ſhall be furniſh'd with 
. * fuch arms, offenfive and defenſive; that we ſhall never 
need ſue to him for league. Come, make haſte. 
-,_ 9. 1 ear [Kit. 
* Enter Chairmen avieh, Obadiahiis che 6b chair. 
. ., © 1. Chair. Come, open this; tomb: Slife, 
here's nothing in it; ferret him, or hell never bok. 

It looks as if we had nn r 3 be 
„ ſet down and hunted. . -- 

2. Chair. He's dead. m 

od 1. Chair. Doad.firaak, .ubas; — ;yeurn up 
\ « the. ir, and turn him ont, as. they do badgers 

* caught in a ſack: ſhake, man: ,- nu, he Aallles. 

Mens tumbles. ent. gf the. chair, and. fag 


as as the 

don, an. 1 ach . 

nh e e cloſet. 

Ard. "Whats Gir 7 due are us done £98! , 
295. Mr. Teig, will you. dance, Mt. Caper? 
Nu. Put, a, good. ee eee van. 
" 'O, "tis Obadiab fallen. 

« eb, - Nay; and | eanyjot riſe neither: ye hear, 
© honeſt friends, Was this den re un 
frei ght: rid 3 4.3L, A 

"NY Chair. Yes, miſtreſs; two h utlemen took 
care of him, * r yi overtaken. 

* Ab. It was ouricolovels, that — Dey: ſeat 
him to trapan them, as ſure as can be. 

. . ©, Ruth. No dbubtan't; how unmerciful hey are, 
c Arbella, every minute to do :ſometiling or. other 0 

eneteaſe/ our Whimſie te you paic t 
Chair. Yes, aaftress. — ae ſhall he 

«paid. double. 

. © Ruth. Stay, nheredid you leave the two careful - 
* minifed gentle men. | E 

c 1 . 


* 10 
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+047 Chaiy: Why do you alk; mifres ? 


| '4 Ruth, For ne Pert Can'ſt carry us near the place : 


Chair. Ves, miftteſs. Sure there's no ger 
© in women. | 


Arb. What do'ſt mea? (ar Ruch. 
* Ruth. The fame that thou do'ſt: to ſee em, if 
IJ can. —Is't near Temple- Bar? Il oObadiah orgs. 


1 Chair, Hard by, miſtreſs. _ 
© Ruth. Come in, there's my friend lives hard by ; 
4 bb 0d we can never fly fo conceaPd<— May that 
© nightingale continue his note, till the ow! Day re- 
6 z mne hear him Come, honeſt fellow, ſtop over- 
againſt the where you leſt the gentlemen; we 
e ſome buſineſs with them; we'll pay you, and 
' * they'll thank you: ſe good night, Mr. Day. | 
© 1Chair, I warrant you, miſtfeſs: Come dong, Tem? 
Enter Teague, with Obadiah on his Back.” 
drag. Dong d to yoh; ' mailam ;" my maſter is 
er lien Story and wants to 5 to goo. and 
**. that" dear treabbre too. * 
| e e Ruth Crd tr bo bi > be 
e. 0b; 0, 7 auild—Oront hb rand T will 
« follow Lene all but Obadiah. 
O5. Some — Mr. Prague. 
Euter as reture u. Bay, Mrs. Day; and Abel 
1 {NE Wparted'as 6 unte 
rr 2 
— II aſſure yo Mis wife took. 6n'grievouſly ; ; 
1 do not believe dH mary this half 
Mr. D. He died full of exhortation. Fa, duck, 
-ſhoud'ft be ſorry to loſe me? 
Mrs. Dio Loſe you I warrant '* i live As 
long as al better thing—— Ah; 1 e that ? 
1596 Au3.49 21H 28 A000 . 
M- D. Ho wow ! what's this 7 ow! U 
diab und in a drunken diſtemper aſſuredly! 
Mrs. D. O ſie u 1-who': wou'd have 2 
that we ſhou'd have liv'd io have ſeen Obadiabover- 
come with the creature?—Where have you been, firrali? 


* The lines in Ttallcs are now performed at the theatres, inſtead 
Nr Darvork. NNE Cogrtnens 2076 0³ 
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Ob. D Ta- dürking the ki—ki—king's health. 

Mr. P. O terrible! ſome diſgrace put upon ds, 
and ſhame brought within our walls; P11 go lock up 
my neighbour's will, and come down and he him a 
re proof How ho. I cannot feel my keys 
er.. feels in his packet, and leaps ap] hear 
em gingle : didſt thou ſee my keys, duck | 

* D. Duck me no ducks. I ſee. your keys! ſee a 
fool's head of your o]: had I kept them, I warrant 
they had been forth coming: you are ſodlappith, .you-. 
throw em up and down at your tail: why don't you 
go look if you nary 8 * ener- the door? 
Mr. D. 1 uck. + WB 5 P [Dries 
Mrs. D 2 Sy take up this fallen creature, 
who has left his uprightneſs; — him to a bed, = 
when he is return'd to himſelf, I will exhort him, 

Abel. He is r overwhelmed... 
[He goes te life bim 44 
' Ob. Stand ay, I ſay, ad give me ſome ſack, ' 
that I may drink a health to the King. % Jet: com- 
** mittces be datum d with their gain. T re Ae 
Where's Mr. TeagueP. 

| Enter Mr. Day Yo ö 

Mr. D. Undone, undone ! robb'd, robb'd ! the 
dpor's, left open, and all my writings and pagers. 
ſtolen ; undone, undone! —— Rath, Rub! 

Mrs. D. Why Ruth, I fay! * thieves k. 

Enter ſergeant. 

Serv. What's the matter forſoath ?- 1 has been 
no 2 J baye not been à minute out of the 
houfe 1401 Water ˖ 

Mrs. D. - Where's Ruth, and Mrs. Ar bella 7 

Ser. I have not ſeen them a pretty while. 

Mr. D. Tis they have robb'd: me, and taken away 
the writings of both their eſtates. Undone; undone! 

Mrs. D. This came with ſtaying:for:ypr,;{td Abel.) 
coxcomb, we had come. ſooner elſe: you flow | 
drone, we muſt be undone for your dullneſs. 

O5. Be not in wrath; nn. 

Mrs. D. I'll wrath you, ye raſcal you; III 3 
you Fw drunken raſcal, and you ſober dull man. 


05, 


— — — — —— — — 
—— —— — — — — — xk — 
—— — — co - _ — 
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Ob. Your feet are · ſwift and violent; their motion 
will make them fume. ö 
Mrs. D. Dye lie too, ye drunleen raſcal ? bine 
Mr. D. Nay patience, good duck, and let's 2 
out for theſe women; they are the thieves. 
Mrs. D. Twas you that left your 22 
table to tempt them: ye need cry, ck, £4 
tient. Bring in the drunken 3 ye booby: en 
he is ſober, he may, diſcover ſomething. Come, take 
him ups LI have em hunted, 
LU 2 1436, \ [Exeurt Mr. Day and Ms: Dey. 8 

Ae I eier rande midſt of my ſufferings, that 
my miſtreſs ſaw not my rebukes. Come, ub, 
I. pray raiſe yourſelf? 5 your feet, and wall. 

O56. Have. A 3 the e that's ww 
queſtion. 0. a 

Abel. Vea. | 

Ob. And will you drink a health! to the king ; that g 
t'other queſtion. - | | 
- Abeh. Make not thyſelf en. ; 
O6. Storn in my face ! void, young es | ; 

Abel. I pray you walk in, I ſhalt be aſliſting. 

Ob. Stand off, and you ſhall perceive by my ſted- 
faſt poing, that I am not drunk; Look: ye now—— 
ſo, ſoftly, ſoftly ; gently, good Obadiab, gently and 
ſeaduly, for fear it ſaceld be ſaid that thou art in 
drink: So, gently and uprigktly, OGG bd. 

He moves hiv legs, e in the {awe place, 
abel. Voudoinbt move. 
. (53 Then do I ſtand till, 4 you go. 
Enter Mrs, Day. 

Mrs. D. What, ſtay all day ? there's for you, "IF 5 
[Ze Abel. ] you are a ſweet youth to leave in truſt; 
— — raſcal; [7 0 Obeiliah.} III ſet 

forward. 


1 Os. {The Philifines ue. upon 216) md day is W 
looſe from Mr bergen bas made hey fierce. . 


i 10 ICS, obig LS beaty en 
Mrs. D. — J drunken. TU — you 


move, you LOR. 5 [Exeunt, 
| ACT 
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5 p 
'S 1 » , 


A © . V. 5 
G Enter Bookſeller and Bail T3 baving laid. bold on 
Teague. $74» 
*. OME along, fir; Pll teach von to n co- 
venants. w 
Fegg. Will you teach me then? Did I not take it 
then ? wir zou teach me now? 7/7 


Bit. You ſhall pay dent eee 
a ſtrurk me; my wild Ni by St. „wu mark: 
1 1 Wat hayeyotrnow' to de with Sc. Pritt Þ 


ſcorn your cdvenant. 7 » MOR YET ROC 
. © Hooks Türer you; ſit, Where you dan hive worſs 
« liquor than your bonn clabber- 


Trag. Bonny-clabber! By my godſhip's hand now 
© you ark a raſcal if you: do not love bonny-clabber; 
und I Will AA r v will not let me go 
th my maſter? En 
rr” WER ou are an impudent r raſcal,” Oomez 
* anray ee ee UT y1IEe 
5" SC Catteg-' 0 
C. Car.” How now!—hold,” my Elend; whichet 
do you my fervant? 
” © Book: I Have arreſted him, fit, A and 


6 0 2 We n e ly im 7% @ rad 


. Siu Nay, the vie- of the ine nor uch, 
© *twas ce cdp, r. % 0 * 

 *Tragi Well, I ö cab the Gdwebümf ad m 
matter took it from e; and we have Ken the 
„ * covenant then, have we not? 

C. Car! Here," honeft Felftw;" KY ate Ma 
thy onde worth 3 here, baitiffs, Iv s'for ou 
to drin ee 

. Bool. GE fir; ou cent. ah -Koneft en 


waage of your ea 


B Thank y yer nobſe fir. f BY: 'Buok/ wed pa, 
0 C. Car. Fw my noble'fri 


d'ye 
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* ye hear, Teague pray take no more 8 
— Have you paid the money I ſent you with ? 
Teag. Yes; but I will en. l you 
there now. DOA * Me. * 1. 

C. Car. Why, Teague #* © * 

Teas: God, ww, my; fhoul now, T ſhall run away 
with it 

28 Car. piſn, thou art too honeſt. NR Aa 

Teag. That I am too upon my ihoul u now; but the 


devil eſt, that, þ is not; he would not let 
. e ee going; but he made go to this 
ide long: 


A and 
upon my ſh be e — — —4 


me a e like a lough now; and there- 
T . e 3 Teland then I 
wou'd ſtand Kill, and then he wou'd make me go on; 
and then I 8 1 N . 
* a little far 7 
and dd run bn then ; and upon m AT devil cond 
nk catch me.; andithen 1 f may the mony : 1 
I carry no more mony now that . 
C 4754 But thou, al, t, Tragne, when I have more 


to i thou temptations. 
pL: if you ay > $=9Y with mony again, 


. Well 

40 if Ido not come to thes, the time, the 
= will make n be go XX many: 

e's a paper for thee, guit way 
C. C. 8 FR . 9 11 Lee. 
8 rang * vidence kata 2. there is 
us; is 
1 ar eloath Red an | ame, and the 


moſt 1 amon : 
Mr. among th picked T PLS bim with 
1550 on; here am a warrant to the keeper, as I 2 you- 


1 Sold. Nay, no refiſtance now.” 


Car. the matter, raſcals? th 
F 5 Pl You Ao hae has to you [TVET 
18 15 ; 


2 Teague, — * 4. all not come home to 
night; am engag | 


Troge 


- 
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Teag. I pr'ythee bent engag'd. 

C. Car. Gentlemen, I am guilty of nothing, that I 
know of. | 

Mr. D. That will appear, fir ;—away with him. 
Teag. What will you do with my maſter now ? 

Mr. D. Be quiet, fir, or you ſhall go with him. 
 Teag. That I will, for all you now, you old fool.” 

C. Car. Teague, come hither. 

% Teag. Sir? 

C. Car. Here, take this hey, open my bureau, and 
<< burn all the papers you find there ; and here, burn this 
< letter. | | 

„ Teag. Pray, give me that pretty, clean letter, to 
** fend my mother.” * Muſt not I go with you then? 
C Car. No, no; be ſure to do as I tell 
Mr. D. Away with him: we will be aveng'd on 
the ſcorner ; and I'll go home and tell my duck this 
part of my fortune. __ [Exeun. 

© Enter Chairman with Sedan, women come out. 

* Ruth. So far we are right. —Now, honeſt fellow, 
< ſtep over, and tell the two gentlemen, that we two 
women defire to ſpeak with them.” | 

Enter C. Blunt and Lieutenant. 

© 1 Chair. See, miſtreſs, here's one of them.” 

Ruth. That's thy Colonel, Arbella; catch him 
quickly, or he'll fly again. | 

Arb. What ſhou'd I do ? 


Ruth. Put forth ſome good words, as they. uſe to 
< ſhake oats when they go to catch a ſkittiſh jade.” 
Advance. | 

Arb. Sir. 


C. Bl. Lady tis ſhe. 

Arb. I wiſh, fir, that my friend and I had ſome 
conveniency of ſpeaking with you; we now want the 
aſſiſtance of ſome noble friend. 

C. BI. Then I am happy. Bring me but to do 
ſomething for you; I wou'd have my actions talk, 
not I: my friend will be here immediately; I dare 
ſpeak for him too —pardon my laſt con fuſion 3 but 
what I told you was as — as if I had ſtaid.— 

ü Rath. 


© Os — — — —— — — 
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Ruth. To make affidavit of it. "4s 

C. BI. Good over-charged gentlewoman, ſpare me 
but a little. OTE | 12 

Arb. Pr'ythee peace: can'ſt thou be merry, and we 
in this condition ?-— Sir, I do believe you noble, 
truly worthy : if we might withdraw any whither out 
of fight, I wou'd acquaint you with the bufinefs | 

Lieu. My houſe, ladies, 1s at that door, where both 
the Colonels lodge: pray command it. Colonel Care- 
les will immediately be here. $43.8 

Enter Teague. 

Teag. * Well now,” he wwill not come; my good 
maſter will not come; that Commit rogue Day 4 got 
him with men in red coats, and he is gone to priſon 
here below this ſtreet; he wou'd net let me go with 
him Yfaith, but made me come to tell thee now. 

Ruth. O my heart — tears, by your leave awhile 
nm wipes her eyes.] D'ye hear, Ardella, here, take 
all the trinkets, only the bait that Ill uſe; accept of 
this gentleman's houſe, there let me find thee, I'II 
try my {kill ; nay, talk not.“  [Exit. 

C. Bl. Carele/s in priſon! pardon me madam ; I 
muſt leave you for a little while; pray be confideyt ; 
this honeſt friend of mine will uſe you with all re- 
ſpects till I return. 

Arb. What do you mean to do, fir? 

C. BI. I cannot tell; yet I muſt attempt ſomething ; 
aber have a ſudden account cf all things. You 
ay you dare believe; pray be as good as your word; 
end whatever accident befals me, know I love you 
dearly : * why do you weep? _. | 

* Arb. Do not run yourſelfinto a needleſs danger. 

C. Bl. How! d'ye weep for me? pray let me ſee: 
© never woman did ſo before, that I know of. I am 
raviſh'd with it; the round gaping earth ne'er ſuck'd 
* ſhowers ſo greedily, as my heart drinks theſe : pray 
' - you love me, be but ſo good and kind as to con- 
« fels it. 

* Arb. Do not aſk what you may tell yourſelf. 

C. 5. J muſt go; honour and friend{hip call me. 
© Here, dear Lieutenant, F never had a jewel but this; 


c ule 


i 
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© uſe it as right ones ſhou'd be uſed ; do not breath 
© upon it, but gaze as I do, ——hold——one word 


more; the ſoldier that you often talk'd of to me is 
© he ſtill honeſt ? 


Lieu. Moſt perfectly. 
* C. Bl. And I may truſt him 
* Lieu. With your life. | 
C. Bl. Enough, pray let me leave my laſt 
looks fix'd upon you———ſo I love you, and am 
* honeſt. Be careful, good Lieutenant, of this trea- 
* ſure ſhe weeps itill' I cannot go, and yet 
I muſt. [ Exit. 
Lieu. Madam, pray let my houſe be honoured with 
you; be confident of all reſpe& and faith. | 
* Arb. What uncertainties purſue my love and for- 
tune !? eh [ Exeunt. 
Euter Ruth with a ſoldier. © 
Ruth. Come, give me the bundle ; ſo, now the ha- 
bit; 'tis well, there's for your pains ! be ſecret, and 
wait where I appointed you. 3 
Sel. If I fail, may I die in a ditch, and there lie, 
and out-ſtink it, w [ Exit. 
Rath, Now for my wild Colonel ; * firſt, here's a 
* note with my Lady Day's ſeal to it, for his releaſe ; 
if that fails (as he that will ſhoot at theſe raſcals muſt 
© bave two ſtrings to his bow) then here's my red-coat's 
* ſkin to diſguiſe him, and a ftring to draw up a ladder 
of cords, which I have prepared againſt it grows dark; 
* one of them will hit fare, I muſt have him out, and 
] muſt have him when he is out: I have no patience 
to expect.“ Within there——ho—— 
5 Enter Keeper. | 
Ruth, Have not you a priſoner, fir, in your cuſtody, 
one Colonel Careleſs ? | 
Keep. Yes, miſtreſs ; and committed by your father, 
Mr. Day. | EP 
* Ruth. I know it; but there was a miſtake in it ; 
: _ a warrant for his delivery, ander his hand and 
6 ſeal. 
* Keep, I wou'd willingly obey it, miſtrefs ; but 
TM D 2 © there's 


4 


my —— — — ﬀ — I— 


— —— _ 
— 1 1g 


© acoal, black as diſhoneſt love.“ 
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there's a general order come from above, that all the 

© king's party ſhou'd be kept cloſe, and none releas'd 

© but by the ſtates order.” 

8 This goes ill. — May I ſpeak with him, 
? 

Keep. Very freely, miſtreſs ; there's no order to 
forbid any to come to him: to ſay truth, tis the moſt 
pleaſant'it gentleman. PH call him forth. [ Exit. 
Ruth, O' my conſcience every thing mult be in love 
with him; now for my laſt hopes; if this fail, Pll 


uſe the ropes myſelf. 
Enter Keeper and Careleſs. 
C. Car. Mr. Day's daughter ſpeak with me? 
Keep. Ay, fir, there ſhe is. [ Exit. 


| Ruth. O ſir, does the name of Mr. Day's daughter 
trouble you ? you love the gentlewoman, but hate his 


daughter. 


C. Car. Yes, Ido love that gentlewoman you ſpeak 
of moſt exceedingly. 

Ruth. And the 
Tuck this 1s, that 
her, to ſpoil all! 
C. Car. Not a whit, one way; I have a pretty 
room within, dark, and convenient. 

Ruth. For what? (8 

C. Car. For you and I te give counter-ſecurity for 
our kindneſs to one another. 

Ruth. But Mr. Day's daughter will be there too. 

C. Car. Tis dark; we'll ne'er ſee her. 

Ruth. You care not who you-are wicked with ; me- 
thinks a priſon ſhou'd tame you. 

C. Car. Why, P think a priſon takes away 
blood and fight? as long as I am ſo qualified, I am: 
* touchwood, and whenever you bring = I ſhall fall. 
© a burning. | 
© Ruth. And you wou'd quench it. 

C. Car. And you ſhall kindle it again. 

* Ruth. No, you will be burnt out at laſt, burnt to 


C. Car. 


ntlewoman loves you: but what 
ay's daughter ſhou'd ever be with: 
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C. Car. Is this your buſineſs ? did you come to di- 
ſturb my contemplations with a ſermon ? is this all ? 
Ruth. One thing more : I love you, it's true ; but I 
love you honeſtly : if you know how to love me virtu- 
ouſly, Pll-free you from priſon, and run all fortunes 
with you. 
C. Car. Yes, I cou'd love thee all manner of ways; 


if © I cou'd not, freedom were no bait ; were it from 


* deathiI ſhou'd deſpiſe your offer, to bargain for a lie.” 
—  Þ}ut 

Ruth. Oh noble — but what? 

C. Car. The name of that raſcal that got thee ; yet 
I lie too, he ne'er got a limb of thee. Pox on't, thy 
mother was 2s unlucky to bear thee : but how ſhall we 
ſalve that? Take off but theſe incumbrances, and Þ'11 
purchaſe thee in thy ſmock; but to have ſuch a flaw 
in my title 

Ruth. Can I help nature ? 

C. Car. Or I Honour? Why, hark you now, do 
but ſwear me into a pretence, do but betray me with 
an oath, that thou wert not begot on the body of Gz/- 
lian, my father's kitchen-maid. - | 

Ruth. Who's that ? 

C. Car. Why, the honourable Mrs. Day that now 


is. N 
Ruth. Will you believe me if I ſwear ? 


C. Car. Ay that I will, though I know all the while 
tis not true. 

Ruth. I ſwear then by all that's good, I am not their 
daughter. | 

C. Car. Poor kind. perjur'd pretty one, I am be- 
holden to thee ; woud'ſt damn thyſelf for me? 

Ruth. You are miſtaken : I have try'd you fully; 
vou are noble, and J hope you love me; be ever firm 
* to virtuous principles :? my name is not ſo godly a 
one as Ruth, but plain Arne, daughter to Sir Bai 
Thorowgood ; one perhaps that you have heard of, 
« ſince in the world he has ſtill had ſo loud and fair a 
character: 'tis too long to tell you how this Day got 


me an infant, and my eſtate, into his power, and made 
D 3 me 
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me paſs for his own daughter, my father dying when I 
was but two years old. * This I knew but lately, by 
an unexpected meeting of an ancient ſervant of my 
© father's.” But two hours ſince Arbella and I found 
an opportunity of ſtealing away all the writings that 
belong'd to my eſtate, and her compoſition: in our 
=_ we met your friend, with whom I left her as ſoon 
as I had intelligence of your misfortune, to try to get 
your liberty; which if I can do, you have an eſtate, 
for I have mine. 

C. Car. Thou more than——— 

Ruth, No, no, no raptures at this time; here's your 
diſguiſe, purehas'd from a true-hearted red-coat © hete's 
© a bundle !* Let this line down when tis almoſt dark, 
and you ſhall draw up a ladder of ropes ; if the ladder 
© of ropes be done ſooner, I'll ſend it by a ſoldier that 
] dare truſt; and you may. Your window's large 
enough.“ As ſoon as you receive it, come down; if 
© not, when *tis duſk, let down your line, and at the 
bottom of the window you ſhall find yours, more than 
her own, not Ruth, but Anne. 

C. Car. Til leap into thy arms. 

| Ruth. So you may break you neck: If you do, I'l] 
jump too. But time ſteals on our words; obſerve all 
I have told you: ſo farewel 

C. Car. Nay, as the good fellows uſe to ſay, let us 
not part with dry lips One kiſs. 

Ruth, Not a bit of me, till I am all yours. 

C. Car. Your hand then, to ſhew I am grown rea- 
ſonable. - A poor compounder. 

Ruth. Piſh there's a dirty glove upon't. | 

C. Car. Give me but any naked part, and I'll kiſs it 
as a ſnail creeps, and leave ſign where my lips ſlid 
«* alon ; | 

| Rath. Good ſnail, get out of your hole firft, think of 
* your bufineſs. So fare — 

C. Car. Nay, pr'ythee be not aſham'd that thou art 
loth to leave me. Slid, I am a man; but I'm as ar- 
rant a rogue, as thy 2uondam father Day, if I cou'd 
not cry to leave thee a brace of minutes. 

Ruth. Away; we grow foolith—— farewel — yet 
be careful nay, go in. C. Car. 


* 
—Cr— —— — — —— — 
* 


will not go drink with thee 
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C. Car. Do you go firſt, 

Ruth. Nay, tie, go in. | 

C. Car. We'll fairly then divide the victory, and draw 
off together, — So——T will have the laſt look. 

[ Excunt ſeverally, looking at one another. 
Enter C. Blunt and Soldier. 

C. Bl. No more words; I do believe, nay, I know 
thou art honeſt. may I live to thank thee better. 

Sel. I ſcorn any encouragement to love my king, or 
thoſe that ſerve him. I took pay under theſe people, 
with a deſign to do him ſervice; the Lieutenant knows it. 

C. Bl. e has told me ſo: no more words: thou art a 
noble fellow : thou art ture his window's large enough ? 

Sol. Fear it not. : 

C. Bl. Here then, carry him this ladder of ropes: fo; 
now give me the coat ; ſay not a word to him, but bid 
him diſpatch when he ſees the coaſt clear ; he ſhall be 


. waited for at the bottom of his window. Give him thy 
{word too, if he deſires it. 


Sel. I'll diſpatch it inſtantly, therefore get to we 
lace. [ Exit. 


C. Bl. I warrant ye. 

Enter Teague. 

Teag. Have you done every thing then? By my ſhoul 
now, yonder 1s the man with the hard name; that man 
now, that I made drunk for thee, Mr. Tay's raſcal; 
he is coming along there behind, now upon my ſhoul 
that he is. | 

C. BI. The raſcal comes for ſome miſchief. Teague, 
nov or never play the man. : 

Teag. How ſhou'd I be a man then ? 

C. BI. Thy mafter is never to be got out, if this rogue 
gets hither ; meet him therefore, Teague, in the moſt 
winning manner thou canſt, and make him once more 
drunk, and it ſhall be call'd the ſecond edition of Oba- 
dia, put forth with Iriſb notes upon him; and if he 


Teag. I will carry him upon my back: ſide, if he will 


not go; and if he will not be drunk, I will cut his 


throat then, that I will, for my ſweet maſter now that 
I wall. 


C. N. 
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C. Bl. Diſpatch, good Teague; and diſpath him too, 
if he will not be conformable; and if thou canſt but 
once more be victorious, bring him in triumph to 
Lieutenant Story's, there ſhall be the general rendez- 
vous : now, or never, Teague. 

Teag. I warrant you, I will get drink into his pate, 
or I will break ic for him, that Iwill, I warrant you : 
he ſhall not come after you now. Exit. 

C. Bl. Goodluck go with thee! the fellow's faithful 
* and ſtout; that fear's over: now to my ſtation. [ Exit. 

ks C. Careleſs as in priſon. 

C. Car. Thetime's almoſt come: how ſlow it flut- 
ters. My deſires are better wing'd: how I long to 
* counterfeit a faintneſs when I come to the bottom, 
and fink into the arms of this dear witty fair ! — 
Ha, who's this? 

Enter Soldier. 

Fol. Here, fir, here's a ladder of ropes, faſten it 
to your window, and deſcend: you ſhall be waited for. 

C. Car. The careful creature has ſent it but d'ye 
© hear, fir, cou'd you not ſpare that implement by your 
« ſide? it might ſerve to keep off ſmall cur s. 

© Sol. You'll have no need on't, but there it is; make 
© haſte, the coaſt is clear. [ Exit. 

C. Car O this pretty ſhe Captain General over my 
* ſoul and body; the thought of her muſters every fa- 
« culty I have: ſhe has ſent the ropes, and ſtays for me; 
no dancer of the ropes ever ſlid down with that ſwift- 
« neſs (or deſire of haſte) that Iwill make to thee. [ Exit. 

Enter Blunt in his ſoldier's coat. 

C. Bl. All's quiet, and the coaſt clear; ſo far it 
goes well; that is the window ; in this nook Til ſtand, 
« till I ſee him coming down. Steps in. 
C. Careleſs above, in his ſoldiers habit, lets down the 

| * ladder of ropes, and ſpeaks, 

© C. Car. I cannot fee my north ftar that I muſt ſail 
© by; 'tis clouded: perhaps ſhe ſtands cloſe in ſome 
corner; I'll not trifle time: all's clear. Fortune for- 
bear thy tricks, but for this ſmall occaſion.” 

Enter 
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|; Enter Blunt. 

C. BI. What's! a ſoldier in the place of Careleſs & 
Jam betray'd, but Pl! end this raſcal's duty. 

C. Car. How, a ſoldier !—betray'd !. this raſcat 
ſhan't laugh at me. | 

*""W Dog. 

C. Car. How, Blunt? 

C. Bl. Careleſs ! 

Ci. Car. You gueſs ſhrewdly'; plague, what contri- 
vance hath ſet you and Ta tilting at one another? 

C. Bl. How the devil got you a ſoldier's habit? 

C. Car. The ſame friend; for ought I know, that: 
furniſh'd you—This kind gentlewoman is Ruth ſtill. 
Ha, here ſhe is; I was juſt ready to be ſuſpicious. 

Enter Rath, with a ladder of ropes. 

Ruth. Who's there? 

©. Car. Two notable charging: red-coats.. 
. Ruth. As I live, my heart is at my mouth. 
C. Car. Pr let it come to thy lips, that I may 

kiſs it. What have you in your lap?“ 

I, ' Rath..* The ladder of ropes: How in the name of 
wonder got you hither? 

C. Car. Why, I had the ladder of ropes, and came 
down by it. | 
C. BI. Then the miſtake is:plainer *twas that I fent 

the ſoldier with the ropes. 
i Ruth. What an eſcape was this ! come let's loſe no 
| time ; here's no place to explain' matters in. 
< C. Car. Lwill ſtay to tell thee, I ſhall never deſeve 
| thee. 
Ruth. Tell me ſo when you have had me a little while. 
Come, follow me; 2 on your plaineſt garb ; not. 
like a dancing maſter, with you toes out. Come 
© along. [Ruth pulls their hats oven their eyes.] Hang. 
© down your head as if you wanted pay. So.“ | Exeunt.. 
Enter Mr. Day, Mrs. Day, Abel, and Mrs. Chat. 
Mrs. D. Are you ſure of this, neighbour Chat ? 
Mrs. Ch. Pm as ſure of it, as Lam that. I have a noſe 


to my face. 
Mrs. D. Is my—— 


MI. D. 
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Mr. D. Ay! is my 

Mrs. D. You may give one leave, methinks, to aſ⸗ 
out one queſtion. Is my daughter Rath with her? 

Mrs. Ch. She was not, when I ſaw Mrs. Ar bella laſt. 
T have not been ſo often at your honour's houſe, but 
that I know Mrs. Arbella, the rich heireſs, that Mr. 
Abel was to have had, good gentleman, if he has his 
due: they never ſuſpected me; for I us'd to buy things 
of my neighbour Story, before ſhe married the heute- 
nant; and ſtepping in to ſee Mrs. Story that now 1s, 
my-neighbour #7/-well that was, I ſaw, as I told 


# 


vou, this very Mrs. Arbella and I warrant Mrs. Ruth 


15 not far off, 7 i 
Mrs. D. Let me adviſe then, huſband. . 
Mr. D. Do, good duck; I'll warrant em — 
Mrs. D. You'l warrant, when I have done the buſi- 


"neſs, 


Mr. D. I mean fo, duck. | 
Mrs. D. Well! pray ſpare your meaning too: firſt 
then we'll go ourſelves in perſon to this Stery's houſe,. 
and in the mean time ſend Abel for ſoldiers; and when 
he has brought the ſoldiers, let them ſtay at the door, 
and come up himſelf; and then if fair means will not 
do, foul ſhall. | | | 

Mr. D. Excellent well adviſed, ſweet duck; ah! 
let thee alone. Be gone, Abel, and obſerve thy mo- 
ther's directions. Remember the place. We'll be re- 
veng'd for robbing us, and for all their tricks, 

Abel. I ſhall perform it. | LD 

Mrs. D. Come along, neighbour, and ſhew us the 
beſt way; and by and by we ſhall have news from 
Obadiab, who is gone to give the other colonel's goar 
© ler a double charge, to keep the wild youth cloſe, 
© Come, huſband, let's haſten.* Mrs. Chat, the ſtate 
ſhall know what good ſervice you have done. 

Mrs. Ch. I thank your honour. [ Exeunt, 

| Enter Arbella and Lieutenant. 

Licu. Pray, madam, weep no more! ſpare you tears 

"till you know they have mĩſcarried. 
Arb. Tis a woman, fir, that weeps! we want 


mens reaſons, and their courage to practiſe with. 
1 
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Lieu. Look up, madam, and i meet your unexpect- 
ed joys!” 

Enter Ruth, C. Careleſs, and C. Blunt. 

Arb. Oh, my dear friend! my dear, dear Ruth / 

C. Car. Pray , none of theſe phlegmatic hugs; there, 
take your colonel; my captain and 1 can hug afreſh 
every minute. 

Ruth. When did we hug laſt, good ſoldier ? 

C. Car. I have done nothing but hug thee in fancy, 
ever ſince you Rath turn'd Amnice. * 

Ark. You are welcome, fir: Icannot tony I ſhar'd 
mn all your danger. 

* Licu. If ſhe had deny'd it, colonel, I wonld have 
* betray'd her.” 

C. Bl. I know not what to fay, nor how to tell, 1 
dearly, how well——1 love you. 

* Arb. Now can't I ſay I love him; yet I have a 
mind to tell him too. 

* Ruth. Keep't in and choak yourſelf, or get the 
* riſing of the lights. 

* Arb. What ſhall I ſay? 

* Ruth. Say ſomething, or hell vaniſh. 

C. Bl. D'ye not believe I love you? or can't yon 
© love me? Not a word. Cou'd you but? —— 

Arb. No more; I'll fave you the labour of courtſhip, 
which ſhou'd be too tedious to all plain and honeſt na- 
tures: it is enough; I Enow you bv me. 

C. Bl. Or may I periih, whilſt I am ſwearing it. 

Lauter Prentice. 

Lieu. How now, Jacht? 

Bey. O matter, undone! here's Mr. Day the com- 
mittee-man, and his fierce wife, come into ” thi ſhop: 
Mrs. Chat brought them in, and they ſay they will 
come up; they know that Mrs. Arbella, and their 
daughter Kuth, is here: deny em if you dare, they 
ſa 

"Lieu. Go down, boy, and tell em I'm coming to 

*em. [Exit Boy.) This pure jade, my neighbour 


* Chat, has betray'd us; what mall I do? I warrant 


the raſ-al has ſoldiers at his heels. I think I cou'd 
help tie colonels out at a back door. 2 
5 
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C. V. I'd die rather by my Arbella; now you ſhall 


* ſee I love you. 

C. Car. Nor will I Charles forſake you Annice.” 

Ruth. Come, be chearful; I'll defend you all againſt 
the aſſaults of Captain Day, and Major-General Day, 
his new 2 wife. Give me my ammunition, 
[To Arbella. 1 apers, woman. So, if I do not 
rout 'em, fall on; : Js 's all die. together, and make no 
more graves but one. 

C.- BI. Slife, I love her now, for all ſhe has jeer'd 
me ſo. 

Ruth. Go fetch 'em in, lieutenant. Exit Lieu. ] 
Stand you all drawn up as my reſerve ſo- I for the 
forlorn hope. 

C. Car. That we had Teague here! to quarrel with 
the female triumphing Day, whilſt I threw the male 
Day out of the window. Hark, I hear the troop 


marching; I know the ſhe Day's ſtamp, among the 


'* tramples of a regiment.” 

Arb. They come, wench; charge em bravely ; PU 
ſecond thee witha volley. 

Ruth. They'll not ſtand the firſt charge, fear not; 
now the Day 3 

C. Car. Wou'd 'twere his neck were broke. 

Enter Mr. Day, and Mrs. Day. 

Mrs. D. Ah, ah! my fine-run-aways, have I found 
you? what, you think my huſband's honour lives with- 
out intelligence. Marry come up. 

Mr. D. My duck tells you how 'tis —— We—— 

Mrs. D. Why then let your duck tell *em ho tis; 
yet as I was ſaying, you ſhall perceive we abound in 
intelligence; elſe *twere not for us to go about to keep 
the nation quiet; but if you, Mrs. Arbella, will deli- 
ver up what you have ſtolen, and ſubmit, and return 
with us, and this ungracious Ruth. 

Ruth. Anne, if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. D. Who gave — that name, pray? 

Ruth. My go af thers and godmothers; —on, for- 
ſooth, I can —— a leaf farther. 

Mr. D. Duck, good duck, a word; I do not like 
this name Aunice. 


I Mrs. D. 
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© Mrs. D. Von are ever in a fright, with a ſhrivell'd 
heart of your own. —— Well, gentlewoman, you are 
merry. | | 


Arb. As newly come out of our wardſhips : I hope 
Mr. Abel is well. 


Mrs. D. Yes, he is well; you ſhall ſee him preſent- 
ly; yes, you ſhall ſee him. 


C. Car. That is, with myrmidons: come, good 
Anne, no more delay, fall on. C's 

Ruth. Then before the furious Abel approaches with 
his red-coats, who perhaps are now marching under 
the conduct of that expert captain in weighty matters; 
know the articles of our treaty are only theſe : this Ar- 
bella will keep her eſtate, and not marry Abel, but this 
gentleman; and I Anne, daughter to Sir Bafil T horow- 
gcod, and not Ruth, as has been thought, have taken 
my own eſtate, together with this gentleman, for bet- 


ter for worſe: we were modeſt, tho” thieves; only 
plundered our own. 


Mrs. D. Ves, gentlewoman, you took ſomething 
elſe, and that my huſband can prove; it may coſt you 
your necks if you do not ſubmit. 


Ruth. Truth on't is, we did take ſomething elſe. 
Mrs. D. Oh, did you ſo? 


Ruth. Pray give me leave to ſpeak one word in pri- 
vate with my father Day ? | 


Mrs. D. Do ſo, do ſo; are you going to compound? 
oh, tis father Day, now! | 
Ruth, D'ye hear, fir; how long is't ſince you have 
practis'd phyſick ? 3 [Takes him afide. 
Mr. D. Phylſick! what d'ye mean! 

Ruth. I mean phyſick; look ye, here's a ſmall pre- 
ſcription of yours: d'ye know this hand-writing ? 

Mr. D. I am undone. 

Ruth. Here's another upon the ſame ſubject; this 
young one I believe came into this wicked world for 
want of your preventing doſe; it will not be taken now 
neither; it ſeems your wenches are wilful: nay, I do 


not wonder to ſee em have more conſcience than you 
have. BY 


* 


E Mr. D. 
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Mr. D. Peace, good Mrs. Axne I am undone, , if 
you betray me. 
Enter Abel, goes to his father. 

Abel. The ſoldiers are come. 

Mr. D. Go and fend 'em away, Abel; here's no 
need, no need now. 

Mrs. D. Are the ſoldiers come, Abel? © 

Abel. Yes, but my father biddeth me ſend them | 


n, duck ; but 
duck, if we 


Mr. D. No, not without your opinio 
fince ' have but their own, r 
were all ds 


Mrs. D. O, are you at ur ifs. again ? d'you 


think they ſhall make a fool o me, though they make 


an aſs of you? Call 'em up, Abel, if they will not 
ſubmit ; call up the ſoldiers, Abel. 

Ruth. Why, your fierce honour ſhall know the bu- 
Steſs that makes the wiſe Mr. Day inclinable to 
friendſhip. 

Mr. D. Nay, good ſweat-heart, come, I pray let 
us be friends. 
Mrs. D. How's this! what, am not I fit to be 
truſted now ? have you built your credit and repu- 
tion upon my council and labours, and am not I fit 
now to be truſted ? 
Mr. D. Nay, good ſweet duck, I confeſs I owe all 
to thy wiſdom,. good gentlemen, perſuade my duck, 

that we may be all friends. 

C. Car. Hark you, Gillian Day, be not ſo 
fierce upon the 1 of thy boſom ; *twas but a 


{mall ftart of frailty : ſay it were a wench, or ſo? 


Ruth. As 1 wn he has hit upon't by chance: now 


we ſhall have ſport [ H/rde. 


Mrs. D. How, a ; wench, a wench! out upon the 
hypocrite. A wench! was notI ſufficient? a wench ! 
Fll be reveng'd, let him be aſhamed if he will: call 
the ſoldiers, Adel. 

C. Car. Stay, good Abel; march not off ſo haſtily.” 

Arb. Soft, gentle Abel, or I'll diſcover, you are in 
bends; you ſhall never be releaſed, if you move a 1 


| 
f 


to beſtow preferment upon Mr 


Enter Teague leading O 
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Ruth. DYye hear, Mrs. Day, be not ſo furious, hold 
your peace; you may divalge your huſband's ſhame, if 
you are ſo ſimple, and caft him out of authority, nay 
and have him try'd for his life: read this. Remember 
too I know of your bribery and cheating, and ſome- 


thing elſe : you gueſs: be friends, and forgive one 


nother. Here's a letter co from the king, 
ay, if he would turn 
honeſt; by which means, I ſuPpofe, you cozened 
ry brother cheats ; in which he was to remember 
is ſervice to you. I believe twas your indicting : 
you are the committee-man. *Tis your beſt way 
(nay, never demur) to kiſs and be friends. Now, if 
you can contrive handſomely to cozen thoſe that cozen 
all the world, and theſe gentlemen to come by 
their eſtates eaſily, and without taking the covenant,, 
the old ſum of five hundred pounds, that I uſed to. 
talk of;' ſhall be yours yet. 
Mrs. D. We will endeavour. . 
Ruth. Come, Mrs. Arbella, pray let's all be friends. 
Arb. With all my heart. | 
Ruth. Brother Abel, the bird is flown ; but you ſhall 
be releaſed from your bonds. 7 
Abel. I bear my affliftions as I may. n 
badiah in a halter, © and a 
n 55 
Teag. What is this now? Who are you? Well, are 
not you Mrs. Tay? Well, I will tell her what I ſhould 
ſay now? Shall I then? I will try if I cannot laugh 
too, as I did, that Iwill,“ or think' of the muſtard 
6 g r. | F | 
ic Car. No, good Teague, there's no need of thy 
meſſage now ; but why doſt thou lead Obadiah thus; 
Teag. Well, I will hang him preſently, that I will; 
look you here Mrs. Tay, here's your man Obadiah, 
do you fee that now?” He would not let me make 
him drunk, © no more, that he wou'd not ;* ſo, I did 
take him in this ſtring, * and I did tell him, if he 
did make noiſes, I wou'd put this knife into him, 
that I wou'd upon my ſhoul.” ** and I am going to 
<6 choak h. 2 


* 
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C. BJ. Honeſt Teague, thy maſter i is beholden to 
thee in ſome e or or hi liberty. 


C. Car.. Teague nite * 88 | 
Teag. Well, e 1 yg hag im then? It is a rogue 
now, SG would not be drunk, that he wou'd not,“ 
for the king,” 
O05. Ido beſeech you, gentlemen, let me not be 
brought unto. death. 
« Teag, You ſball be. brought to the gallows, you thief 
on A the world. 1 hi 
Car. No: r Teague, tis enou we are 
all friends; pole MEE " 
Teag, Are you all viends,” © well, he ſhall go 
* then; but you ſhall love. the king, or I.will hang 
© you Leh. time, that I will by — 2 ul, then here, 


little Obid, take this fring, and go hang yourſelf.” 


Well, look you here now, here is the man that ſung. 
© you the ſong, that he is; I met him as I came, and 
6 44. him come hither and ſing. for the king, that I 
C. Car. D'ye hear, my friend, 47 the muſician] 
ey ls any of your companions with you? 
Mu. Ves, fir. 


C. Car. As I live, we'll all dance; it ſhall be the : 


* celebration, of our wed ddin 
«we. hope to continue frien 
© ſhall trip it too. 
© Teag. Ay by my ſhoul will we; Obadiah ſhall be 
* my woman too, and you ſhall dance for the king, 
that you ſhall. 

. 12 Go, and ſtrike up then: no chiding now, 


S: nay, Mr. Day, as 
5 ab you and your duck 


Mrs. Day; come, you 'muſt not be refraQtory for 


once. 
Mrs. D. Well, huſband, fince theſe gentlemen 


will have it ſo, and that they may perceive we are 


« friends, dance. 


C. Bl. Now, Mr. Day, to your buſineſs; get it 
done as ſoon as you will, the five hundred pounds 


. © ſhall be ready. | 


C. Car. So, friends; thanks, honeſt Teague ; 


thou 
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thou ſhalt flouriſh in a new livery for this. Now, Mrs. 
Annice, I hope you and I may agree about kiſſing, and 
compound every way. Now, Mr. Day. 
If you will have good luck in every thing, 
Turn cavalier, and cry, God bleſs the An ; 


EPILOGUE 
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B U 7m now the greateſt thing is left to do, 

More juſt Committee, to compound with yon; 
For, till your equal cenſures ſhall be known, | 
T he poet's under Sequeſtration : 
He has no title to his ſmall eftate 
Of wit, unleſs you pleaſe to ſet the rate. 

Accept this half year's purchaſe of his wit, 

For in the compaſs of that time tat writ : 

Not that this is enough ; he'll pay you more, 

1f you yourſelves believe him not too poor : 

For "tis your judgment gives him wealth ; in this, 

He's juft as rich as you believe he is. 
Wou'd all Committees cen have done like you, - 
Made men more rieb, and by their payments too. 
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317 The Reader is defired to obſerve, that the Paſſages omitted in che 
Repreſentation at the Theatres are here preſerved, and ket 
with inverted Commas ; as in Line g to 20 in Page 7.—— —— 
Alſo the additions made at the Theatres are diſtinguiſhed by italics, 


between inverted commas, as in Line 31 in Page * 


F -+Q--S&--V---B; 


Spoken by Mr. GARRICK. 


RITICKS, your favour is our author's right— 
The well-known ſcenes we ſhall preſent to-night 

Are no weak efforts of a modern pen, 
But the ſtrong teuches of immortal Ben; 
A rough old bard, whoſe honeft pride diſdain' d 
Applauſe itſelf, unleſs by merit gain 
And wou'd to-night your loudeſt praiſe diſclaim, 
Shou d his great ſhade perceive the doubiful fame, | 
Not to his | # wal. granted, but his name. 
Boldly he wrote, and boldly told the age, 
* He dar'd not preſtitute the uſeful Rage, 
Or purchaſe their delight at ſuch a rate, 
As, for it, he himſelf muſt juſtly hate : 
&« But rather begg'd they wou'd be pleas'd to ſe: 
& From him, ſuch plays as other plays ſhau'd be : 
*« Wrau'd learn from him to ſcorn a motley ſcene, 
& And leave their monſters, to be pleas'd with men.” 
T hus ſpcke the bard —and tho the times are chang'd, 
Since his free muſe for fools the city rang d; 
And ſatire had not then appear d in tate, 
To laſh the finer follies of the great, 
Yet let not prejudice inſtct your mind, . 
Nor flight the gold, becauſe not quite refin'd 
With no falſe niceneſs this performance view, 
Nor damn for low, whateer is juſt and true: 
Sure to thoſe ſcenes ſome honour ſbou'd be paid, 
Which Cambden patroniz'd, and Shakeſpeare play'd- 
Nature was nature then, and ſtill furvives : 
The garb may alter, but the ſubſtance lives, 
Lives in this play —— where each may find complete, 
His pictur' d ſelf- Then favour the deceit 
Kindly forget the hundred years between ; 
Become old Britons, and admire old Ben. 
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e 
_ SCENE, 4 court-yard before Kno'well's Hou/+. 


Enter Kno'well and Brain-worm. 


- 


Goodly day toward! and a freſh morn- 
ing! Brain-worm, 
Call up your young maſter : Bid him riſe, fir. 
Tell him, I have ſome buſineſs to employ him. 
Bras. I will, fir, preſently. 
Ku. But hear you, firrah, 
If he be at his book, diſturb him not. 

Brai. Well fir. | | [Exit. 
De. How happy yet, ſhould I eſteem myſelf, 
Could I (by any praQtice) wean the bo 
From one vain courſe of ſtudy, he affects. 
He is a ſcholar, if a man —_— 
The liberal voice of Fame, in her report, 

Of good account in bbth our Uni verſties, 

Either of which hath favour'd him with graces : 

But their indulgence muſt not ſpring in me 

A fond opinion, that he cannot err. _ 

Myſelf was once a ſtudent, and, indeed, 

Fed with the ſelf-ſame humour he is now, 
Dreaming on naught but idle Poetry, | 

That fruitleſs, and unprofitable art ; | 

Good unto none, but leaſt to the profeſiors, 
Which, then, I thought the miſtreſs of all knowledge: 
But fince, time and the truth have wak'd my judgment, 
And reaſon taught me better to diſtinguiſh 
The vain from th' uſeful learnings. 


Enter Maſter Stephen. 
Couſin Stephen / * 1 


What news with you, that you are here ſo early? 
A 3 Step. 


Kno* well. 


CT I  oand —— — — 
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Step. Nothing, but e'en come to fee how you do, 
uncle. 

Kno. That's kindly done, you are welcome, Coz. 

Step. Ay, I know that fir, Iwould not ha* come elle. 
How does my couſin Edzward, uncle? 

Kno. O, well Coz, go in and ſee: I doubt he be 
ſcarce ſtirring yet. - a 

Sep. Uncle, : fore I go in, can you tell me, an' he 
have e're a bock of the ſciences of hawking and hunt- 
ing? I would fain borrow it. | 

Kno. Why, I hope you will not a hawking now, will 
YORT. © a+ 3 
| $/4þ. No wuffe, but Ill practiſe againſt next year, 
uncle: I bave, bought me a hawk, and a hood, and 
bells, and all; I lack nothing, but a book to keep it by. 

Kno. O, moſt ridiculous. 

Step. Nay, look you now, you are angry, uncle: 
hy you know an” a man have not ſkill in the hawk- 
ing and hunting languages now-a days, P11 not give a 
faſh for ham. They are more ſtudied than the Greek, or 
the Latin. He is for no gallants company without 'em: 
And by gads-lid I ſcorn it, I, ſo I do, to be a conſort 
for every Hum-drum, hang *em ſcroyls, there's nothin 
in 'em, i' the world. What do you talk on it: becauſe? ; 
dwell at Hog fden,T ſhall keep company with none but the 
archers of Finſbury, or tlie citizens, that come a duck- 
ing to //ington ponds ? A fine jeſt 1'faith : ſlid, a gentle- 
man mun ſhow himſelf like a gentleman. Uncle, I 
pray you be not augry, I know what I have to do, I 
trow, I am no novice. I 

Kno. You are a prodigal abſurd coxcomb : Go to. 
Nay, never look at me, it's I that ſpeak. 
Taks't as you will fir, Pl not flatter you. 
Ha? you not yet found means enow to waſte 
'That which your friends have left you, but you muſt 
Go caſt away your money on a Kite, 


And know not how to keep it, when you ha* done? 


O it's comely ! this will make you a gentleman ! 

Well couſin, well! I ſee you are e'en paſt hope 

Of all reclaim ; Ay, ſo, now you are told on it, 3 
| WER ou 
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You look another way. : 
Step. What would you ha* me do ? 
Kno. What would I have you do? Pll tell you, kinſ- 
man; a | 

Learn to be wiſe, and practiſe how to thrive, 
THat would I have you do: And not to ſpend 
You coin on every bauble that you fancy, 
Or every fooliſh brain that humours you. 
I would not have you to invade each place; 
Nor thruſt yourſelf on all ſocieties, 
Till mens affections, or your own deſert, 
© Should worthily invite you to your rank. 
He that is ſo reſpectleſs in his courſes, 
Oft ſells his reputation at cheap market. 
© Nor would I, you ſhould melt away your ſelf 

In flaſhing bravery, leſt while you affect 
To make a blaze of gentry to the world, 
Alittle puff of ſcorn extinguiſh it, 

And you be left like an unſav'ry ſnuff, 
* Whoſe property is only to offend,” 
I'd ha' you ſober, and contain yourſelf ; 
Not that your fail be bigger than your boat; 
But moderate your expences now (at firſt) 
As you may keep the ſame proportion ſtill. 
Nor ſtand fo much on our gentility, 
Which is an airy, and mere borrow'd thing, 
From dead mens duſt, and bones; and none of yours, 
Except you make, or hold it. Who comes here ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Save you, gentlemen, 

. Þ Nay, we do not ſtand much on our gentility, 
friend; yet you are welcome; and I aſſure you mine 
uncle here is a man of a thouſand a year, Middle- 
/ex land: he has but one ſon in all the world, I am his 
next heir (at the common law) Maſter Stephen, as fim- 
ple as I ſtand here, if my couſin die (as there's hopes 
he will) I have a pretty living o' mine own too, be- 
ſide, hard by here. | 

Serv. In good time, fir. 

Step. In good time, fir? why! and in very good 
time fir : Youdo not flout, friend, do you ? 

| A 4 Serv. 
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Serv. Not I, fir, 


Step. Not you, fir? you were not beſt, fir; an' 


you ſhould, here be them can perceive it, and that 
quickly too; go to: and they can give it again 
2 too, an' need be. 


Serv. Why, ſir, let this ſatisfy you; good faith, 
had no ſuch intent. 


Step. Sir, an' I thought you had, I would talk with 
you, and that * 


Serv. Good maſter Stephen, fo you may, ſir, at 
your pleaſure. 

Step. And ſo I would, fir, good my ſaucy com- 
ranion ! an' you were out o' mine uncle's ground, 
I can tell you ; though I do not ſtand upon my gen- 
tility neither in't. 

Zo. Couſin ! Coufin ! will this neꝰer be left ? 

Step. Whorſon baſe fellow! a mechanical ſerving- 


man ! By this cudgel, an ' *twere not for ſhame, 1 
v ould 


Kao. What would you do, you peremptory gull 2 
If you cannot be quiet, get you hence 
You ſee, the . man demeans bimielr 
Modeſtly tow'rds you, giving no repl 
To your unſeaſon'd, TY faſhion: JED 
Ault Rill you. huff it, with a kind of carriage 
As void of wit, as of humanity. 
Go, get you in ; fore heaven, I am aſham'd 
'; hou haſt a kiuſman' s intereſt in me. [Exit Srepher. 


Serv. I pray, fir, is this maſter Kxo'ave/Ps houſe ? 
Ano. Yes marry Is it, fir. 
Seru. I ſhould eng uire for a gentleman here, one 
Maſter. Edward Kno' — do you know wy ſuch, fir, 
I pray you ? 

Kno. I ſhould forget myſelf elſe, ſir. 

Serv. Are you the gentleman ? cry your mercy, 
fir : I was requir'd by a gentleman i' the city, as I 

rode cut at this end o'the town, to deliver you this 
letter, fir. 

Kno. To me, fir! What do you mean? pray you 
remember your court*fie.” (To his moſt as "ne riend 
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Mafter Edward Kno*well.) What might the gen- 
tleman's name be, fir, that ſent it ? nay, pray you 


be cover'd. 


Serv. One maſter Well-bred, fir. 
Kno. Maſter Well-bred! A young gentleman ? is 
he not? Ss | 
Serv. The ſame, fir, Maſter Xiteley married his 
fiſter : The rich merchant i” the Old Fewry,- 
Kno, You ſay very true. Brain-worm. 


Enter Brain-worm. 
Brain. Sir. 
Kno. Make this honeſt friend drink here. Pray 
you go in. 

This letter is directed to my ſon: 

Yet I am Eaward Ku well too, and may, 

With the ſafe conſcience of good manners, uſe 


The fellows error to my fatisfaftion. 


Well, I will break it ope (old men are curious) 

Be it but for the ſtile's fake, and the phraſe, 

To ſee if both do anſwer my ſon's praiſes, 

Who is almoft n the Tdolater, 3 
Of this young Nell- bred: what have we here? what's 


this ? | 
2 2 - © TER SLATE) f 
Why, Ned, I Beſcech thee, baſt thou forſeworn all thy 


friends i th? Old Jewry ? or doſt thou think us all Jews 


that inhabit there ? yet if thou doft, come over, and but 
« ſee our frippery ; change an old ſhirt for a whole ſmock 
© with us: do not conceive that antipathy between us ana 
* Hogſden, as was between Jews and Hogs-fleſh,? 
Leave thy wigilant father alone, to number over his green 
apricots, evening and morning, o the North-weſft wall : 
an I had been his fon, I had ſav'd him the labour long 


fince, if taking in all the young wenches that paſs by at 


the back-door, and codling every kernel of the fruit for 
'em, would ha" ſery'd. But pr'y thee come over to me 
ichly, this morning; I have ſuch a preſent for thee (our 


ut 
Turkey company never ſent the like to the Grand Signior.) 


One is a rhimer, fir, o your own batch, your own leven; 
but doth think himſelf Poet-Major o' the town, willing 
A 5 to 
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to be ſhown, and worthy to be ſeen. The otber 1 
vill not venture his deſcription with you, till you come, 
becauſe I weuld ha you make hither with an appetite. If 
the worſt of em be not worth your journey, draw your 
Bill of charges, as unconſcionable as any Guild-hall ver- 

dict will give it you, and you ſhall be allow'd your 
viaticum. | | 

| From the Wind-mill. 

From the Burdello, it might come as well, 
The Spittle, or Pidt-hatch.“ Is this the man 
My ſon hath ſung ſo, for the happieſt wit, 
The choiceſt brain, the times have ſent us forth? 
I know not what he may be in the arts, 
Nor what in ſchools ; but ſurely, for his manners, 
judge him a prophane and diſſolute wretch: 
Worſe by poſſeſſion of ſuch great good gifts, 
Being the maſter of ſo looſe a ſpirit. 
Why, what unhallow'd ruffian would have writ 
In ſuch a ſcurrilous manner, to a friend? 
Why ſhould he think, I tell my apricots, 
Or play th' He/perian dragon with. my fruit, 
To watch it? Well, my ſon, I had thought 
You'd had more judgment t'have made election 
Of your companions, * than t' have ta'en on truſt 


Such petulant, jeering 1 that can ſpare 
No argument, or ſubject from their jeſt.“ 


But I perceive affection makes a fool 


Of any man, too much the father. Brain-worm.., 


Enter Brain- worm. 
Brain. Sir. | oy 
Kno. Is the fellow gone that brought this letter ?- 
Brain. Yes, fir, a pretty while | 
Kno. And where's your young maſter ? 

Brain. In his chamber, fir. - e 
Kno. He ſpake not with the fellow, did he? 

Brain. No, ſir, he ſaw him not. 
Kno. Take you this letter, and deliver it my ſon; 

But with no notice that I have open'd it, on your life. 
Brain. O Lord, fir, that were a jeſt indeed! [ Ext. 

Luo. I am reſolv'd I will not ſtop his Oy 
| or 


w__ . — 
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Nor practiſe any violent means to ſtay 

The unbridled courſe of youth i in him; for that 
Reftrain'd, grows more impatient ; © and in kind 
Like ta the eager, but the generous grey-hound, 

* Who ne'er fo little from his game with-held, 
Turns head, and leaps up at his holder's throat.” 
There 1s a way of winning more by love, 

And urging of the modeſty, than fear: 

Force works on ſervile natures, not the free. 

He that's compell'd to goodneſs, may be good; 
But *tis but for that fit: where others, drawn. 

By ſoftneſs and example, get a habit. 

Then, if they ſtray, but warn em; and the ſame 
They ſhould for virtue have done, they'll do for ſhame.. 


[ Exit. 
SCENE Young Kno'wells SVudy. 
Enter Edw. Kno'well and Brain-worm.. 


E. Kno. Did he open it, ſay'ſt thou? 

Brain. Ves, o' my word, fir, and read the contents. 

E. Kno. That's bad. What countenance (pray thee» 
made he, 1th” reading of it? was he angry, or pleas'd ? 


Brain. Nay, fir, I ſaw him not read it, nor open it, 
I. aſſure your worſhip. 


E. Kno. No? how know'ſt thou, then, that he did 
either? 

Brain. Marry fir, becauſe he charg'd me, on my life, 
to tell no body that he open'd it; which unleſs he had 
done, he would never fear to have it reveal'd. 

E. Kno. That's true: well, I thank. thee, Brair- 
WOrM. | [ Exit. 

Enter Maſter Stephen. | 

Step. O, Brain-werm, did'ſt thou not ſee a fellow 
here in a what' ſha" -call-him doublet? he brought mine 
uncle a letter e' en now. 

Brain. Yes, Maſter Stephen; what oſ him? 

Step. O, I ha' ſuch a mind to beat him 
Where is he ? canſt thou tell? 


Brain. Faith, he is not of that mind: he is gone, 
Maſter Srephen. 


Crepe. 


i2 EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 


; Step. Gone ! which way? when went he ? how long 
nce ? 


; Brain. He is rid hence: he took horſe at the ftreet- 
_ 
Step. And 1 ſtaid i' the fields! whorſon ended 
rogue ! O that I had but & horſe to fetch him 
again. 

Brain. Why, you may hat my maſter's gelding, to 
ſave your 1 g. 

Steg. But I ha' no boots, that's the ſpight on't. 

Brain. Why, a fine whiſp of hay, roll'd hard, maſter 
Stephen. 

Step. No faith, it's no boot to follow him, now : let 


him e'en. go and hang. Pr'ythee, help to truſs me a 


little. He does fo vex me 

Brain. You'll be worſe vex' d. when. you are truſs'd 
Maſter Stephen. Beſt keep unbrac'd, and walk your 
_ 'till- you be cold; your choler _— founder 8 
elſe 

Step. By my faith, and fo l will; now thou tell't me 
on't : 3 do'ſt thou like my leg, Brain-worm ? 
Brain. A very | eq leg, Maler Stephen ; but the 

woollen ftocking ot commend it ſo well. 

Step. Foh, the ſtockings be good enough, now 
ſummer is coming on, for the daſt : I'll have a pair of 
filk againſt winter, that I go to dwell 'th'town. I think 
my leg would ſhew in a ſilk hoſe—— 

. Brain. Believe me, Maſter Stephen, rarely well. 

Step. In ſadneſs, I think 1 ir would: I have a reaſon- 
able 

3 Ten have an excellent leg, Maſter 
Stepben; but I cannot ſtay to praiſe it longer now, and 
I am very ſorry for't. [Extit. 

Step. Another time will ſerve, Brain-worn. Gra- 
mercy for this, 


Enter Young Kno'well. 


i Kno. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Step. Slid, I hope he laughs not at me, an' he 3 
E. Kno. Here was a letter indeed, to be intercepted 


5 3 by 
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by a man's father, and do him with him ! he 
cannot but think moſt virtuouſly, of me, and the 
ſender, ſure ; that make the careful coſter monger of 
him in our Familiar epiſtles. Well, if he read this 
* with patience I'll be gelt, and troll ballads for Mr. 
* FJobn Trundle „the reſt of my mortality. It 
is true, and hkely, my father may have as much 
33 another man; for he takes much phy- 
and oft taking phyſick makes a man very 
patient. But would your packet, Maſter M ellbrad, 

© had arrived at him in fach a minute of his patience ;* 
I wiſh I knew the end of it, which now is doubtfal, and 
threatens What ! my wiſe couſin! nay, then I'II 
farniſh our feaſt with.one gull more tow'rds the meſs. | 
He writes to me of a brace, and here's one, that's 


three: O for a fourth! Fortune, if ever thou it uſe 


ow now, couſin Stephen 5 
ri 1 Je, a little. I thought you had laught at 


E. Kno. Why, what an' I had, coz? what would 

3 done? 

Step. By this light, I would ha' told mine uncle. 

1 Kno, Nay, if you would ha' told your uncle, I 
laugh at you, coz. 

LE indeed ? 

E. Kno. Yes, indeed. 

Step. Why, then 

E. Kno, What then? 

Step. I am ſatisſied, ic is ſalcient. 

E. Kno. Why, be ſo, gentle coz. And, I pray you 
let me intreat à courteſy of you. Lam ſent for, this 
Omg > » by a friend K th' "Ol, ewry, to come to 

m; it's but croſſing over the fields to Moor- gate. 
will you bear — y ? I proteſt, it 15 not to draw 
you into bond, or any alot agataiiahs fate, COZ, | 


* Sir, that's all one, and "were; you ſhall com- 
mand 


me, couſin. 
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mand me twice ſo far as Moor- gate, to do you good in 
ſuch a matter. Do you think I would leave you? I 
proteſt- 

E. Kno. No, no, you ſhall not proteſt, coz. 

Step. By my fackings, but I will, by your leave; PII 

* -proteſt more to my friend, than I'll ſpeak of, at this 
came, 

FE. Kno. You ſpeak very well, coz. 

Step. Nay, not fo neither, you-ſhall' pardon me: 
but I ſpeak to ſerve my turn. | 

E. Kno. Your turn, coz? Po you know what you 

| ſay?- A gentleman- ef your ſort, parts, carriage, and 
_ eſtimation, to talk o' your turn iꝰ this company, and 
to me alone, like a-tankard-beazer at a conduit l fie. 

A wight, that (hitherto) his every ſtep hath left the 
*- ſtamp of a great foot behind him, as every word the 
* ſavour of a ſtrong ſpirit! and he! this man! fo 
*- orac'd, gilded, or (to uſe a more fit metaphor) ſo tin- 
6 bild by nature, as not ten houſe-wives pewter 
(again' a good time) ſhews more bright to the world 

than he! and he (as I ſaid laſt, fo I ſay again, and 

« ſtill ſhall ſay it) this man! to conceal ſuch real or- 
* naments as theſe, and ſhadow their glory, as a 
„ millener's wife does her wrought ſtomacher, with a 
* ſmoaky lawn, or a black cypreſs? O coz! it cannot 
be anſwer'd, go not about it. Drake's old ſhip at 
+ Deptford-may ſooner circle the world again.“ Come, 
come, wrong not the _ of your deſert, with look- 
ing downward, coz ; but hold up your head, ſo: and 
let the idea of what you are, be portray'd i“ your 
face, that men may read i' your phyſiognomy. (Here, 
avithin this place is to be ſeen the true, rare, and accom- 
pliſhd monſter, or miracle of nature; which is all one.) 
What think you of this, coz |! 

Step. Why, I do think of it ; and I will be more 
roud, and melancholy, and gentleman-like, than I 
ave been; Ill enſure you. 

E. Kno. Why, that's reſolute, maſter, Stephen! Now, 
if I can but hold him up to his height, as it is happily 
begun, it will do well for a ſuburb-humour : we * 
p * P 


. ̃ — —— — 
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hap have a match with the city, and pl ay. him for forty 
pound. [Afde.] Come, coz.. 
Step. I'll follow you. | n 
E. Kno. F ollow me? you muſt go before. 


Step. Nay, an' I muſt, I will. Pray you, ſhew me, 
good couſin. . [Exeunt.. 


SCENE, ce ſtreet before Cob's houſe. 
Eater Mr. Matthew. 


Mat. I think this he the houſe: what, hoa. 
Ener Cob from the houſe. | 

Cob. Who's there? O, Maſter Maztheww / gi? your 
worſhip good morrow. 

Mat. What! Cob ! how doſt thou, good Cos? doſt 
thou inhabit here, Cob ? 
Cob. I fir, I and my lineage. ha” kept a poor houſe, 
here, in our days. 

Mat. Thy lineage, Monfieur Cob, * * -lineage, 
© Cob. Why, fir, an ancient lineage, and a princely. 
Mine ance'try came from a king's belly, no worſe 
man: and yet no man neither (by your worſhip's 
leave, I did lie in that) but Herring, the king of fiſh, 
* (from his belly I proceed) one o* the monarchs oꝰ the 
world, I affare you. The firſt red herring that was 
« broil'd in Adam. and Eve's kitchin, do 1 fetch my 
<. pedigree from, by the harrot's book. His Cob, was 

my great great - mighty- great grand- father. 
Mat. Why mighty? yy mighty ? I pray thee.. 
Cob. O, it was a mighty while ago, fir, and a 
mighty great Cob. 

Mat. How know'ſt thou that - 

Cob. How know I ? why, I ſmell his ghoſt, ever- 
and anon. 

Mat. Smell a ghoſt?- O unſavoury jeſt! and the 

*- ghoſt of a — Cob. 

Cob. I fir, with favour of your worſhip's noſe, Mr, 
Matt beau, why not the ghoſt of a herring Cob, as well 
© as the ghoſt of raſher-bacon ? 

Mat. Roger Bacon, thou would'ſt ſay ? 

«. Cob. I ſay raſſier-bacon. They were both broil d. 


o' th® 


* 
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o' th* coals; and a man may ſwell broil'd meat, I 
* hope? you are a ſcholar, upſolve me that, now.“ 

Mar. O raw ignorance!” Cob, canſt thou ſhew me 
of a gentleman, one Captain Babadil, where his lodg- 
ing 1s ? | Bo, 
9 O, my gueſt, ſir! you mean. 

Mat. Thy gueſt! alas! ha, ha! 

Cob. Why do you laugh, fir? Do you not mean 
Captain Bobadil? 

Mat. Cob, *pray thee adviſe thyſelf well : do not 
wrong .the gentleman, and thyſelf too. I dare be 
ſworn, he ſcorns thy houſe: he! he lodge in ſuch a 
baſe obſcure place, as thy houſe! tut, I known his diſ- 
poſition ſo well, he would not lye in thy bed, if thou'dft 

iv't him. 5 ee 

8 Cob. I will not give it him, though, fir. Maſs, I 
| ht ſomewhat was in't, we could not get him to 
bed all night: well fir, though he lye not o* my bed, 
he lies o* my bench: an't pleaſe you to go up, fir, you 
ſhall find him with two cuſhions under his head, and 
his cloke wrapt about him, as though he had neither 
won nor loſt, and yet (I warrant) he ne'er caſt better 
in his life, than he has done to night. 

Mat. Why ? was he drunk? 

Cab. Drank fir ? you hear not me fay ſo. Perhaps, 
he ſwallow'd a tavern-token, or ſome ſuch device, fir : 
'T have nothing to do withal. | I deal with water, and 
not with wine. GY? me my bucket there hoa. God 
b' w' you, fir. It's fix a clock; I ſhonld ha? carried 
two turns, by this. What, hoa ! my ſtoppel, come. 
Mat. Lye in a water-bearer's houſe! A gentle- 
man of his havings ! Well, Þ'll tell him my mind. 
Cob. What 716, ſhew this gentleman up to the 
captain. [Tib fews fbews Mr. Matthew into the 2. 
Oh, an' my houſe were the brazen head now! 
faith it would e'en ſpeak Mo fools yer.” You 
ſhould ha“ ſome now would take this Mr Mazthew to 
be a gentleman, at the leaſt. His father's an ho- 
neſt man, a worſhipful fiſhmonger, and ſo forth; 
and now does he creep, and wriggle into acquaint- 
| CRF. OF ance 
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ance with the all brave about the town 

ſuch as my gueſt is: (O, my gueſt is a fine man) 
and they flout him invincibly. He uſeth every day 
to a merchant's houſe (where I ſerve water) one 
* Maſter Kzeley's the? Old Fewry ; and here's the jeſt, 
© he is in love with my maſter's ſiſter, (Miſtreſs 
© Bridget) and calls her miſtreſs : and there he will fit 
* you a whole afternoon, ſometimes reading o' theſe 
4 dene _ (a pox on em, I cannot — 
* them) raſcally verſes, P ,Poyetry, and ſpeakin 

« Enterludes, twill 1 burſt to hear him. 
And the wenches, they do fo and tie-he at him 
5 well, ſhould they do ſo much to me, I'd forſwear 
* them all, by the foot of Pharaoh, There's an oath ! 
How many water-bearers ſhall you hear ſwear ſuch 
Dan oath! O, I have a gueſt (he teaches me) he does 
ſwear the legibleſt of any man chriſtened : By St. 

George, the of Pbaraob, the body of me, as I 
am a gentleman, and a ſoldier: ſuch dainty. oaths ! 

and withal, he does take this ſame filthy roguiſh To- 
bacco, the fineſt and cleanlieft ! it would a man 
good to ſee the fume come forth at's. tonnels ! Well, 

he owes me ſhillings (my wife lent him out 
of her purſe, by ſix- pence at a time) beſides his lodg- 
ing: I would I had it. I ſhall ha't, he ſays, the next 
next Aion. Helter ſhelter, hang ſorrow, care II kill 
acat, up-tails all, and a louſe for the hangtnan. [ Exit. 


SCENE 2 Rosa in Cob's Houſe. 
Bobadill diſcovered upon a bench. 


Bob. Hoſteſs, hoſteſs. 
| | Enter Tib. 

Ti6b. What ſay you, fir ? 

Bob. A cup o thy ſmall-beer, ſweet hoſteſs. | 

Tib. Sir, there's a gentleman below would ſpeak 
with you. | | 

Bob. A gentleman ! *ods fo, I am not within. 

Tib. My huſband told him you were, ſir. 


Bob. What a plague——what meant he ? 
| Mat. 
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Mat. [within ] Captain Bobadil ? 


Bob. Who's there? (take away the baſon, good 
hoſteſs) come ay; fir, 
d 


1 56 He would defire you to come up, fir. You 
come into a cleanly houſe, here. 

Mat. Save you, fir, ſave you, captain. 

Bob. Gentle Mafter Matt beau! is it you, fir? pleaſe 
you to fit down ? 


Mat. 'Thank you good captain, you may ſee I am 
ſomewhat audacious. - con ©. 4 
laſf 


Bos. Not fo, fir; T was requeſted to 
night, by a ſort of — Sher you were wilh' for, 
and drank to, I u. 

Mat. Vouchſafe me me, by whom, good captain? 
Bes. Marry, by young Well-bred, and others: why, 
hoſefs, a ſtool here for this gentleman. 

Mat. No haſte, fir, tis very well. | 

Bob. Body of me ! it was fo late e' er we knee laſt 
1 ht, I can ſcarce open my eyes yet; I was but new 

n, as you came: how paſſes the day abroad, fir? 
you can tell. | 

Mar. Faith, ſome half hour to ſeven : now trust 


me, you have an exceeding fine lodging here, very 
neat and private 

Bob. Ay, ſir: fit down, 1 pray you, Mr. Matthew 

(in any caſe) poſſeſs no gentlemen of our acquaint- 

ance, with notice of my lodging. 

Mat. Who! I fir? no. 

Bob. Not that I need to care Who ne for the 
cabbin is convenient, but in regard I would not be too 
popular, and generally viſited, as ſome are. 

Mat. True captain, I conceive you. 

Bob. For do you fee, fir, by the heart of valour in 
me, (except it be to ſome peculiar and choice ſpirits, to 
whom I am extraordinarily engag'd, as yourſelf, or ſo) 
1 could not extend thus far. 

Mat. O Lord, fir, I reſolve ſo. | 

[ Pulls out a paper and reads it: 

Bob. I confeſs I love a eleanly and quiet privacy, 

above all che tumult and roar of fortune. What new 
book ha' youth ere? read it. What! Gy N ! 
* Hat. 
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1 * Ay, did you ever ſee it ated? is't not well 
pen'd ? 

Bob. Well pen'd! I would fain ſee all the poets, 
of theſe times, pen ſuch another play as that was ? 
they'll prate and ſwagger, and keep a ſtir of art and 
devices, when (as I am a gentleman) read 'em, they 
are the moſt ſhallow, pitiful, barren fellows, that 
live upon the face of the earth again. | 

* Mat. Indeed, here are a number of fine ſpeeches 
in this book! O eyes, no eyes, but fountains fraught 
with tears! There's a conceit! Fountains fraught 
with tears! O lie, no life, but lively form of death / 
Another! O world, no world, but maſs of pablick 
Wroengs ! A third! Confus'd and fill d with murder, 
and miſdeeds ! A fourth! O, the Mues; Is't not ex- 
cellent? Is't not ſimply the beſt that ever you heard, 
captain ? ha! how do you like it ? 
* Bob. Tis good.“ +: 41 
Mat. reads. To thee, the pureſt object to my ſenſe, 


K 


G 


T be moſt refined eſſence head n covers, _ 
Send I theſe lines, wherein I do commence, | | 
T he happy ſtate of turtle-billing lovers, & 
2 7 they prove rough, 9 harſo, and rude, 
* Haſte made the waſte. Thus mildly, I conclude. _ 
Bes. Tis good, proceed, procecd. Where's this? 
| Bobadill is making ready this while. 
Mat. This, fir? a toy o'mine own, in my nouage ; 
the infancy of my Muſes! But when wilt you, come 
and ſee my ſtudy? good faith, I can ſhew you ſome 
very good things, I have done of late——That boot 
becomes your leg, paſſing well, captain, methinks.! 
Bob. So, ſo, it's the faſhion gentlemen now uſe. ' 
Mat. Troth captain, and now you ſpeak o'the 
faſhion, Maſter Well-brcd's elder brother and I, are 
are fallen out exceedingly ; this other day, I happen- 
ed to enter into ſome diſcourſe of a hanger, which 1 
aſſure you, both for faſhion and workmanſhip was 
moſt peremptory beautiful, and gentleman-like ? Vet 
he condemn'd, and cry'd it down for the moſt pyed 
and ridiculous that ever he ſaw, * 
ob, 
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Bob. Squire Downright, the half-brother, was't not? 
Mat. Ay, fir, George Downright. 

Bob. Hang him, rook, he! why he has no more 
judgment than a malt-horſe: By St. George, I won- 
der you'd loſe a thought upon ſuch an animal; the 
moſt peremptory abſurd clown of Chriftendom, this 
day, he 1s holden. I proteſt to you, as I am a gen- 
tleman and a ſoldier, I ne'er chang'd words with his 
like. By his diſcourſe, he ſhould eat nothing but hay: 
he was born for the manger, pannier, or pack ſaddle; 
he has not ſo much as a good phraſe in his belly, but 
all old iron, and ruſt — a good commodity 
for ſome ſmith to make hob-nails of. | 

Mat. Ay, and he thinks to carry it away with his 
man- hood ſtill, where he comes: he brags he will gi 
me the baſtinado, as I hear. | 

Bob. How | He the baſtinado! How came he by 
that word, trow ? | | 
Mat. Nay, indeed, he ſaid cudgel me; I term'd it 
ſo, for my more grace. 

Bob. That may be; for I was ſure it was none of 
his word: but when? when ſaid he ſo? 

Mat. Faith, yeſterday, they ſay ; a young gallant, 
a friend of mine told me ſo. 

Bob. By the foot of Pharaoh, and *twere my caſe 
now, I ſhould ſend him a challenge preſently: the 
baſtinado! A moſt proper and ſufficient dependance, 
warranted by the great Caranza: come hither: you 
ſhall challenge him; I'll ſhew you a trick or two, you 
ſhall kill him with, at pleaſure; the firſt ſtoccata, if 
you will, by this air, 'I give you a leſſon.” | 

Mat. Indeed, you have abſolute knowledge i'the 
myſtery, I have heard, fir. 

Bob. Of whom? of whom ha' you heard it, I be- 
ſeech you? 2 

Mat. Troth, I have heard it ſpoken of divers, that 
you have very rare, and un-in-qne-breath-utter-able 
111, fir. | 

Bob. By Heav'n, no not I; no ſkill i'th the earth; 
ſome ſmall rudiments i'the ſcience, as to know my 

time, 
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time, diſtance, or ſo: I have profeſt it more for no- 
blemen, and gentlemens uſe, than mine own practice, 
I aſſure you: hoſteſs, accommodate us with another 
* bed-ſtaff here, quickly; lend us another bed-ſtaft : 
the woman does not underſtand the words of action. 
Look you, fir : exalt not your point above this ſtate, 
at any hand, and let your poynard maintain your 
defence, thus; (give it the gentleman, and leave 
us,“ ſo, fir. Come on: O, twine your body more 
about, that you may fall to a more ſweet, comely, 
gentleman-like guard, ſo, indifferent: hollow your 
your body more, fir, thus: now, ſtand faſt o' your left 
leg, note your diſtance, keep your due proportion of 
time—O, you diſorder your point, moſt irregularly ! 
Mat. How is the bearing of it now, fir ? 

* Bob. O, out of meaſure ill! a well experienc'd 
* hand would paſs upon you at pleaſure. | 

Mat. How mean you, fir, paſs upon me? 

* Bob. Why thus, fir, (make a thruſt at me) come 
* in upon the anſwer, controll your point, and make 
a full career at the body: the beſt practis'd gallants 
* of the time name it the paſſada; a moſt deſperate. 
© thruſt, believe it! 

* Mat: Well, come, fir. | 

* Bob. Why, you do not manage your weapon with 
© any facility or grace to invite me! I have no ſpirit 
to play with you; your dearth of judgment renders 
vou tedious. 

© Mat. But one venue, fir, 

* Bob. Venue! fie; moſt groſs denomination, as 
ever I heard: O the ſtoccata, while you live, fir, note 
* that;? come, put on your cloak, and we'll go to 
ſome private place, where you are acquainted, ſome 
tavern, or ſo - and have a bit © I'll ſend for one 
© of theſe fencers, and he ſhall breath you, by my 

direction; and then I will teach you your trick: 
you ſhall kill him with it at the firſt, if you pleaſe. 
Why, I will learn you by the true judgment of the 
eye, hand, and foot, to controll any enemies point 
i'the world. Should your adverſary confront 3 

c W1 : 


«a #8 


22 EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 


with a piſtol, *twere nothing, by this hand; you 
* ſhould by the ſame rule, controll his bullet, in a 
© line, except it were hail-ſhot, and ſpread.“ What 
money ha' you about you, Maſter Matthew ? 

Mat. Faith, I ha” not paſt a two ſhillings, or ſo. 

Bob. Tis ſomewhat with the leaſt; but come; we 
will have a bunch of radiſh, and ſalt, to taſte our wine, 
and a pipe of, tobacco, to cloſe the orifice of the ſto- 
mach; and then we'll call upon young Wellbred : 
perhaps we ſhall meet the Coridon, his brother there, 
and put him to the queſtion. [ Exeunt. 


— CA@A_— 


— 


ACT II. SCENE a Warehouſe, belonging 
10 Kitely. 


Enter Kitely, Caſh, and Down-right. 


Kite. HOMAS, come hither. 
There lies a note within upon my deſk, 
Here take my key: it is no matter neither. 
Where 1s the boy ? 
Caſh. Within, fir, i' th' warehouſe. | 
Kite. Let him tell over ſtraight, that Spaniſb gold, 
And weigh it, with the pieces of eight. Do you 
See the — of thoſe ſilver- ſtuffs, 
To Maſter Lacar: Tell him if he will, 
He ſhall ha” the grograms, at the rate I told him, 
And I will meet him on the Exchange anon. 
Caſb. Good, ſir, [ Exit. 
Kite. Do you ſee that fellow, brother Down-right? 
Dew. Ay, what of him ? 
Kite. He is a jewel, brother. 
I took him of a child, up at my door, 
And chriſtened him, gave him mine own name T hemas, 
Since bred him at the hoſpital; where proving 
A toward imp, I call'd him home, and taught him 
So much, as I have made him my caſhier, 
And giv'n him, who had none, a ſurname, Ca; 
And find him in his place ſo full of faith, 


That I durſt truſt my life into his hands. 


2 Dows 
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Dow. So would not I in any baſtard's brother, 
As it is like he is; although I knew 
Myſelf his father. But you ſaid yo' had ſomewhat | 
To tell me, gentle brother, what 1s't ? what is't ? 

Kite. Faith, I am very loath to utter it, 
As fearing it may hurt your patience : | 
But that I know your judgement is of ſtrength, 
Againſt the nearneſs of affection 
Dow. What need this circumſtance ? pray you be 
direct. 
Kite. I will not ſay, how much I do aſcribe 
Unto your friendſhip, nor in what regard 
I hold your love; but let my paſt behaviour, 
And uſage of your ſiſter, but confirm | 
How well Pave been affected to your” — 
* Dow. You are too tedious,* come to the matter, | 
© the matter.” 
Kite. 'Then (without further ceremony) thus : 
My brother Well-bred, fir, (I know not how) 
Of late, is much declin'd in what he was, | 
And greatly alter'd in his diſpofition. 
When he came firſt to lodge here in my houſe, 
Ne'er truſt me if I were not proud of him: 
© Methought he bare himſelf in ſuch a faſhion, 
< So full of man, and ſweetneſs in his carriage, 
And (what was chief) it ſhew'd not borrow'd in 
© him, 
| © But all he did became him as his own, 
And ſeem'd as perfect, proper, and poſſeſt, 
As breath with life; or colour with the blood.” 
But now his courſe is ſo irregular, 
So looſe, affected, and depriv'd of grace, 
And he himſelf withal ſo far fal'n off 
From that firſt place, as ſcarce no note remains, 
* To tell mens judgements where he lately ſtood. 
* He's grown a ſtranger to all due reſpect, l 
Forgetful of his friends; and not content | 
To ſtale himſelf in all ſocieties,” | | [1 
He makes my houſe here common as a mart, | 
A theatre, a public receptacle 5 ij 
or | 
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For giddy humour, and diſeaſed riot 


And here (as in a tavern, or a ſtew) 
He and his wild affociates, ſpend their hours, 
In repetition of laſcivious jeſts, | 
Swear, leap, drink, dance, and revel night by night, 
Controll my ſervants ; and indeed what not. | 
Dow. *Sdains, I know not what I ſhould ſay to him, 
1'the whole world! He values me at a crack'd three- 
farthings, for ought I ſee: it will never out of the 
fleſh that's bred iè the bone! I have told him enough 
one would think, if that would ſerve: © but — 7 
* to him, is as good as a ſhoulder of mutton to a fick 
horſe.” Well! he knows what to truſt to, for George : 
let him ſpend, and ſpend, and domineer, *till his 
heart ake: an' he think to be rehev'd by me, when 
he is got into one o'your city pounds, the counters, 
he has the wrong ſow by the ear? faith; and claps his 
diſh at the wrong man's door: I'Il lay my hand of my 
half-penny, e'er I part with 't to fetch him out, Pl 
aſſure him. 


Kite. Nay, good brother, let it not trouble you 
thus. 5 


Dew. Sdeath, he mads me, I could eat my very 


ſpur-leathers for anger! But, why are you ſo tame? 


Why do not you ſpeak to him, and tell him how he 
diſquiets your houſe? 
Kite. O, there are divers reaſons to diſuade, bro- 
ther... .+- 5 | 
But, would yourſelf vouchſafe to travel in it, 
(Though but with plain and eaſy circumſtance,) 
It would both come much better to his ſenſe, | 
And favour leſs of ſtomach, or of paſſion. 
You are is elder brother, and that title 
Both gives, and warrants your authority, 
Which (by your preſence ſeconded) mult bree 
A kind of duty in him, and regard: 
Whereas, if I ſhould intimate the leaſt, 
It would but add contempt to his neglect, 
Heap worſe on ill, make up a pile of hatred, 
That in the rearing would come tottering down, 3 
| n 
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And in the ruin bury all our love. 

Nay more than this, brother, if I ſhould ſpeak, 
He would be ready from his heat of humour, 
And over-flowing of the vapour in him, 

'To blow the ears of his familiars, 

With the falſe breath of telling, what diſgraces, 
And low diſparagements, I had put upon him. 
Whilſt they, fir, to relieve him 1n the fable, 
Make their looſe comments upon every word, 
Geſture, or look, I nſe; mock me all over, 
From my flat cap, unto my ſhining ſhoes :? 
And, out of their impetuous rioting phant'ſies; 
Beget ſome ſlander that ſhall dwell with me. 
And what would that be, think you? marry this, 
They would give out (becauſe my wife is fair, 
My ſelf but lately married, and my fifter 

Here ſojourning a virgin in my houſe) 

That I were jealous ! nay as ſure death, 

That they would ſay. And how that I had quarrell'd, 
My brother purpoſely, thereby to find 


An apt pretext, to baniſh them my houſe, 


Dow. Maſs, perhaps ſo : they're like 3 to do ĩt. 
Kite. Brother, they would, believe it; fo ſhould I 
(Like one of theſe penurious quack-falvers) 
But ſet the bills up to mine own difgrace, 
And try experiments upon myſelf: | 
Lend ſcorn and envy opportunity, 
To ſtab my reputation, and good name 
Enter Matthew and Bobadil. 
Mat. I will ſpeak to nim 
Bob. Speak to him? by the foot of Pharaoh you ſhall 
not, you ſhall not do him that grace, 
Kite. What's the matter, firs ?" | 
Bob. The time of day, to you gentleman o'th 
houſe. Is Mr. Well-bred ſtirring ? 
Dow. How then ? what ſhould he do ? 
Bob. Gentleman of the houſe, it is to you; is he 
within, fir? 


Kite. He came not to his lodging to night, fir, I | 


aſſure you. 
Dew. Why, do you hear you? 
B Bob. 
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Bob. The gentleman-citizen hath ſatisfied me, I'II 
talk to no ſcavenger. [ Exeunt Bob. and Matt. 

Dow. How, ſcavenger ? ſtay ſir, ſtay. 

Kite. Nay, brother Down-right. Holding him. 

Dow. Heart! ſtand you away, an' you love me. 

Kite. You ſhall not follow him now, I pray you, 
brother, good faith you ſhall not; I will over-rule you. 

Dow. Ha? Scavenger? well, go to, I ſay little: 


but by this good day, (God forgive me I ſhould ſwear) 


if I put it up ſo, ſay I am the rankeſt coward that ever 


lived. *Sdains, and I ſwallow this, I'll ne'er draw 


my ſword in the fight of Fleet-ſtreet again while I 
live; PI fit in a barn with Madge-howlet, and catch 
mice firſt. Scavenger! Heart, and I'll go near to 
« fill that huge tumbrel-lop of yours, with ſome- 
what, an' I have good luck: your Garagantua 
breech cannot carry it away ſo.” 

Kite. Oh do not fret your ſelf thus, never think on't. 

Dow. Theſe are my brother's conſorts, theſe ! theſe 
are his comrades, his walking mates! he's a gallant, a 
cavaliero too, right hang-man cut ! let me not live, 


and I could not find in my heart to ſwinge the whole 


gang of em, one after another, and begin with him 
firſt, I am griev'd, it ſhould be ſaid he is my bro- 
ther, and take theſe courſes: well, as he brews, ſo 
ſhall he drink, for George, again. Yet he ſhall hear 
on't, and that tightly too an I live, Yfaith. 

Kite. But brother, let your reprehenſion (then) 
Run in an eaſy current, not o'er high 
Carried with raſhneſs, or devouring choler ; 
But rather uſe the ſoft perſuading way, 


* Whole powers will work more gently, and compoſe 


* Th'imperfe@ thoughts you labour to reclaim ;* 
More winning, than enforcing the conſent. 
Dea. Ay, ay, let me alone for that, I warrant you. 


[Bell rings. 


Kite. How now? O, the bell rings to breakfaſt. 
Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my wife 
Company till I come; PlI but give order 

For ſome diſpatch of buſineſs to my ſervants 


[Exit. Down-rigbt. 


Euter 
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« Enter Cob. 

Kite. What, Cob ? our maids will have you by the 

back i faith; 
For coming ſo late this morning. | 
Cob. Perhaps fo, fir, take heed ſome body have 
not them by the belly, for walking ſo late in the 
evening. [ He paſſes by with his bucket. 
* Kite. Well, yet my troubled ſpirit's ſomewhat eas'd, 
Though not repos'd in that ſecurity 
As I could wiſh : But I muſt be content. 
How e'er I ſet a face on't to the world : 
Would I had loſt this finger at a venture, 
So Well-bred had ne'er lodg'd within my houſe. 


* Why *'t cannot be, where there is ſuch reſort 
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Of wanton gallants, and young revellers, 
That any woman ſhould be honeſt long. 

Is't like that factious beauty will preſerve 
The public weal of chaftity unſhaken, 

When ſuch fſtreng motives muſter, and make head 
Againſt her ſingle peace? No, no: Beware 
When mutual appetite doth meet to treat, 
And ſpirits of one kind and quality, 

Come once to parley in the pride of blood, 
It is no flow conſpiracy that follows. | 
Well, (to be plain) if I but thought the time 
Had anſwer'd their affections, all the world 
Should not perſuade me but I were a cuckold. 
Marry, I hope they ha? not got that ſtart ; 

For opportunity hath baulkt em yet, 

And ſhall do fill, while I have eyes and ears, 
To attend the impoſitions of my heart. 

My preſence ſhall be as an iron bar, 

Twixt the conſpiring motions of defire : 

Yea every look, or glance mine eyes eject, 
Shall check occaſion, as one doth his ſlave, 
When he forgets the limits of preſcription.” 

. Enter Dame Kitely. 
Dame. Siſter Bridget, pray you fetch down the roſe- 


water above in the cloſet. Sweet-heart, will you come 
in to breakfaſt ? 


Kite. An' ſhe have over-heard me now ? 
B 2 Dame. 
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Dame. I pray thee, (good Muſs) we ſtay for you. 

Kite. By heav'n I would not for a thouſand angels. 

Dame. What ail you, ſweet-heart? are you not 
well? ſpeak good Muſs. 

Kite. Troth my head akes extreamly, on a ſudden. 

Dame. O, the Lord ! 

Kite, How now ? what? 

Dame. Alas, how it burns? Mus, keep you warm, 
good truth it is this new diſeaſe, there's a number are 
troubled withal ! for loves fake ſweet-heart, come in, 
out of the air. 

Kite. How ſimple, and how ſubtil are her anſwers ? 
A new diſeaſe, and many troubled with it! 

Why true ; ſhe heard me, all the world to nothing. 

Dame. I pray thee, good ſweet-heart come in; 
the air will do you harm, in troth. 

Kite. The air! ſhe has me i' the wind! ſweet-heart,? 
Pl come to you preſently ; *twill away I hope. | 

Dame. Pray Heav'n it do. [ Exit Dame. 

Kite. A new diſeaſe ! I know not, new or old, 
But it may well be calPd poor mortals plague ; 

For like a peſtilence, it doth infect | 

The hcuſes of the brain. Firſt it begins 

Solely to work upon the phantaſy, 

Filling her ſeat with ſuch peſtiferous air, 

As ſoon corrupts the judgmeut ; and from thence, 
Sends like contagion to the memory: 

Still each to other giving the infection. 

Which as a ſubtil vapour ſpreads itſelf 


Confuſedly, through every ſenſive part, 


Till not a thought or motion in the mind 

Be free from the black poiſon of ſuſpeR. 

Ah, but what miſery is it to know this ? 

Or knowing it, to want the mind's direction 

In ſuch extreams ? well, I will once more ſtrive 

(in ſpite of this black cloud) myſelf to be, 

Ana ſhake the fever off, that thus ſhakes me. [ Exit. 


SCENE Moor-felds. 


Fnter Brain-worm, diſguis'd like a ſoldier. 


Prai. Slid, I cannot chuſe but laugh to fee my 
fel F 
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ſelf tranſlated thus, © from a poor creature to a crea- 
* tor;* for now muſt I create an intolerable ſort of 
lies, or my preſent profeſſion loſes the grace: and 
yet the lie to a man of my coat, is as ominous a fruit, 
as the fico. O ir, it holds for good policy ever, to 
have that outwardly in vileſt eſtimation, that inwardly 
1s moſt dear to us. So much for my borrowed ſhape. 
Well, the troth is, my old maſter intends to follow my 
young, dry-foot, over Moorfields to London, this morn- 
ing ; now I knowing of this hunting-match, or rather 
conſpiracy, and to infinuate with my young maſter, 
(for ſo muſt we that are blue-waiters, and men of 
hope and ſervice do, or perhaps we may wear 
* motley at the years end, and who wears motley, 
© you know)” have got me afore jn this diſguiſe, de- 
termining here to lie in ambu/cade, and intercept him 
in the mid-way, If I can but get his cloak, his 
purſe, his hat, fiay, any thing to cut him off, that is, 
to ſtay his journey, wear, vidi, vici, I may ſay with 
Car, I am made for ever i'faith. Well, 
now muſt I praCtiſe to get. the true garb of one of 
thoſe lance-tnightsr, my arm here, and my 
young maſter! and his coufin, Mr. Stephen, as I am 
true counterfeit man of war, and no ſoldier! [ Retiret. 
Enter E. Kno'well and Maſter Stephen. 

F. Kino. So, fir; and how then coz? 

Step. S'foot, I have loſt my purſe, I think. 

E. Km, How? loſt your your purſe? where ? when 
had you it? 

Step. I cannot tell, ſtay. 

| Brai. Slid, I am afraid they will know me; would 
T could get by them. | 

E. Kno. What? ha' you it? 

Step. No, I think I was bewitchtꝛ⸗' q 

Z. Kno. Nay, do not weep the loſs, hang it, let it go.” 

Step. Oh, it's here: no, an' it had been loſt, I 
had not car'd, but for a jet ring Mrs. Mary ſent me. 

E. Kno. A jet ring? O the poefy, the poeyy ? 

Step. Fine, i'faith ! though fancy ſleep, my love is 
deep. Meaning, that tho' I did not fancy her, yet 
ſhe loved me dearly. 

B 3 E. Know. 
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E. Kno. Moſt excellent! 

Step. And then I ſent her another, and my pee 5 
was, The deeper the feweeter, [ll be judg'd by St. Peter. 

E. Kno. How, by St. Peter? I do not conceive that. 

Stzp. Marry, St. Peter, to make up the metre. 

E. Kno. Well, there the ſaint was your good pa- 
tron, he helpt you at your need ;.thank him, thank him. 

Brai. I cannot take leave on em ſo; I will ven- 
ture, come what will. | He comes back.] Gentlemen, 
pleaſe you change a few crowns for a very excellent 
good blade here? I am a poor gentleman, a ſoldier, 
one that (in the better ſtate of my fortunes) ſcorn'd 


. ſo mean a refuge; but now it is the humour of neceſ- 


fity to have it ſo. You ſeem. to be gentlemen well 
aftetcd to martial men, elſe ſhould Lrather die with 
ſilence, than live with ſhame. However, vouchſafe 
to remember it is my want ſpeaks, not my ſelf; this 
condition agrees not with my ſpirit 
E. Km. Where haſt thou ſerv'd ? | 
Brai. May it pleaſe you, fir, in all the late wars 
of Bohemia, Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland; where not, 
fir ? I have been a poor ſervitor by ſea and land, any 
time this fourteen years, and follow'd the fortunes of 
the beſt commanders in Chri/tendam. I was twice 
mot at the taking of Aleppo, once at the relief of 
Vienna; I have been at Mar/cihes, Naples, and the 
Aariatick gulf, a gentleman ſlave in the gallies thrice, 
where I was moſt dangerouſly ſhot in. the head, thro? 
both the thighs, and yet being thus maim'd, I am 
void of maintenance, nothing left me. but my ſcars, 


the noted marks of my reſolution. 


Step. How will you ſell this rapier, friend ? | 
Brai. Generous fir, I refer it to your own judg- 
ment; you are a gentleman, give me what you pleaſe. 
Step, True, I am a gentleman, I know that friend: 
But what though? I pray you ſay, what would you aſk ? 
Brai. I aſſure you, the blade may become the fide- 
or thigh of the beſt prince in Europe. | 
E. Kno. Ay, with a velvet ſcabbard, I think.? 
Step. Nay an't be mine, it ſhall have a velvet 2 
ar 
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bard coz, that's flat: I'd not wear it as tis, an' you 
would give me an angel. 

Brai. At your worſhip's pleaſure, fir ; nay tis a 
moiſt pure Toledo. | 

Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard. But tell me, 
what ſhall I give you for it? An' it had a ſilver hilt 

E. Kno. Come, come, you ſhall not buy it; hold, 
there's a ſhilling, fellow,. take thy rapier. 

Step. Why, 2 I will buy it now, becauſe you ſay 
ſo ; and there's another ſhilling, fellow, I ſcorn to 
be out-bidden. What, ſhall I walk with a cudget, 
like Higgin-bottom,. and may have a rapier for money? 

E. Kno. You may buy one in the city. 

Step. Tut, I'll buy this Y the field, fo I will; 1 
have a mind to't, becauſe *tis a field rapier. Tell. 


me your. loweſt price. 


E. Kno. You ſhall not buy it, I ſay. | 
Step. By this money, but I will, though I give 
mare than *tis worth. 

E. Kno. Come away, you are a fool. 

Step. Friend, I am a fool, that's granted; but I'll 
have it, for that word's ſake: © Follow me for your 
money. | | 

'Brai. At your ſervice, fir. [ Exeunt. 

| Enter Kno'well. 

Kno. I cannot loſe the thought, yet, of this letter, 
Sent to my fon, nor leave t admire the change 
Of manners, and the breeding of our youth 
Within the kingdom, fince myſelf was one. 

When I was young, he liv'd not in the ſtews 
Durſt have conceiv'd a ſcorn, and utter'd it, 
On a grey head; age was authority 
Againſt a buffoon, and a man had then 
A certain reverence paid unto his years, 
That had none due unto his life. So much 
* The ſanctity of ſome prevail'd, for others.” 
But now. we all are fall'n; youth, from their fear; 
And age, from that which bred it, good example. 
Nay, would ourſelves were not the firſt, even parents, 
That did deſtroy the hopes in our own children, 
© Or they not learn'd our vices in their cradles: 
B 4 And 
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* And ſuck'd in our ill cuſtoms with their milk. 
Eiter all their teeth be born, or they can ſpeak, 
We make their palates cunning : che firſt words 
We form their tongues with, are licentious jeſts : 
Can it call whore ? cry baſtard ? O then kiſs it ! 

-\ witty child! can't ſwear ? the father's darling! 
ire it two plums, Nay, rather than't ſhall learn 
No bawdy ſong, the mother herſelf will teach it! 
But this is in the infancy, * the days 
Of the long coat ;* when it puts on the breeches, 
It will put off all this. Ay, it is like, 

Whew it is gone into the bone already. 
No, no; this dye goes deeper than the coat, 
Or ſhirt, or ſkin : it ſtains unto the liver, 
And heart, in ſome: and, rather than it ſhould not, 
Note what we fathers do! look how we live! 
What miſtreſſes we keep ! at what ex 

In our ſon's ! where they may banda our gifts, 
Hear our laſcivious courtſhips, ſee our dalliance, 
* Taſte of the ſame provoking meats with us, 
* To ruin of our 'ſtate! n ay, when our own 
Portion is fled, to prey on * remainder, 
c We call them into —1.— of vice; 3 


This is one path: A 
In ebe ſpoil our own, 38 them. 
Well, I thank Heavy n, I never yet was he 

That travell'd with my ſon before ſixteen, 

To ſhew him the Venetian courtezans ; 

Nor read the grammar of cheating, I had made, 
To my ſharp boy, at twelve; __— ſtill 

The rule, get money ; ftill, get money, . 
No matter 5 what means; will do 
* more, hs, than my lord t letter. Neither have I 
Dreſt ſnails or muſhrooms curiouſly before him, 
Perfum'd my ſauces, and taught him to make em; 
Preceding ſtill, with my grey glnttony, 

At all the ord'naries, and only fear'd 

His palate ſhould degenerate, not his n 1 


G6. 
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Theſe are the trade of fathers now; however, 

My ſon, I hope, hath met within my threſhold 
None of theſe houſhold precedents, which are ſtrong, 
And ſwift, to rape youth to their 771 


But let the houſe at home be ne'er fo clean 


Swept, or kept ſweet from filth, © nay duſt and cob- 
If he will live abroad with his companions, [webs,? 
In riot and miſrule it is worth a fear. 
Nor is the danger of converſing leſs 
© 'Than all that I have mention's of example.” 
Enter Brainworm. 

Brai. My maſter ? nay, faith have at you; I am 

fleſh'd now, I have ſped ſo well, though I muft 


** attack you in a different way.” Worſhipful fir, I 


beſeech you, reſpect the eſtate of a poor ſoldier ; I 
am aſham'd of this baſe courſe of iſe (God's my 
comfort) but extremity provokes me to't, what re- 
medy ? 

Kno. I have not for you, now. 

Brai. By the faith I bear unto truth, gentleman, 
it is no ordinary cuſtom in me, but only to preſerve 
manhood. I proteſt to you, a man I have been, a 
man I may be, by your ſweet bounty. | 

Kno. Pr'y thee, good friend, be fatisfied. 

Brai. Good fir, by that hand, you may do the 
part of a kind gentleman, in lending a poor ſoldier 
the price of two cans of beer, (a matter of ſmall 
value) the king of Heav'n ſhall pay you, and I ſhall 
reit thankful : ſweet worſhip 

Kno. Nay, an' you be ſo importunate 

Brai. Oh, tender, fir, need will have its courſe : 
I wag not made to this vile uſe! well, the edge of 
the enemy could not have abated me fo much: it's 
hard when a man hath ſerv'd in his prinèe's cauſe, 
and be thus [He weeps.] Honourable worſhip, let 
me derive a ſmall piece of filver from you, it ſhall 
nat be given in the courſe of time; by this good 
| ms I was fain to pawn my rapier- laſt night 
or a poor ſupper ; I had ſuck'd the hilts long before, 
I am a Pagan elfe : ſweet honour, 

| DE 4 _&n. 
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Kno. Believe me, I am taken with ſome wonder, 
To think a fellow of thy outward preſence, 
Should (in the frame and faſhion of his mind) 
Be ſo degenerate, and fordid-baſe ! 

Art thou a man? and ſham'ſt thou not to beg? 
To practiſe ſuch a ſervile kind of life? 

Why, were thy education ne'er ſo mean, 
Having thy limbs, a thouſand fairer courſes. 
Offer themſelves to thy election. 

Either the wars might ſtill ſupply thy wants, 
Or ſervice of ſome virtuous gentleman, 

Or honeſt labour: nay, what can I name, 
But would become thee better than to beg ? 
But men of thy condition feed on ſloth, 

As doth the beetle, on the dung the breeds i in, 
Not caring how the metal cf your minds 

Is eaten with the ruſt of idleneſs. 

Now, afore me, what e'er he be, that ſhould 
Reheve a perſon of thy quality, 

While thou inſiſts in this looſe deſperate courſe, 
I would eſteem the ſin, not thine, but his. 


Brai. Faith fir, I would gladly find ſome other 
courſe, if fo 


Kno. Ay, you'd gladly find it, but you will not 
ſeek it. 

Brai. Alas, fir, where ſhould a man ſeek ? in the 
wars, there's no aſcent by deſert in theſe days; but 
— and for (ervice, would it were as ſoon purchaſt, 


as wiſh'd for (the air's my comfort) I know wah 
would ſay 


Kno, What's thy name ? 
Brai. Pleaſe you, Fitz-Sword, fir, 
Kno. Fitz-Sword? 

Say that a man ſhould entertain thee now, 

Would'ſt thou be honeſt, humble, juſt, and true? 
Brai. Sir, by the place, and honcur of a ſoldier 
Kno. Nay, nay, I like not thoſe affected oaths ; 

ſpeak plainly man: what think'ſt thou of my words? 
Brai, Nothing, fir, but wiſh my fortune were as 

happy, as my ſervice ſhould be honeſt. 


1 
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Luo. Well, follow me, I'Il prove the, if thy deeds 
will carry a proportion to thy words. [ Exit. 
Brai. Yes ſir, ftraight, i'll but er my hoſe. 
Oh that my belly were how's now, for I am ready to 
burſt with laughing ! never was bottle or bag-pipe 
| fuller. Slid, was there ever ſeen a fox in years to 
betray himſelf thus? now ſhall I be poſſeſt of all his 
counſels: and by that conduit, my young maſter, 
Well, he 1s reſoly'd to prove my 6540 7 Rich, and 
I am reſolv'd to prove his patience: Oh I ſhall abuſe 
him intolerably. 'This ſmall piece of ſervice will 
bring him clean out of love with the ſoldier for ever. 
. He will never come within the ſign of it, the fight 
of a red coat, or a muſket-reſt again. He will 
© hate the muſters at Mile- end for it, to his dying day.“ 
It's no matter, let the world think me a bad counter- 
feit, if I cannot give him the ſlip, at an inſtant : 
why, this is better than to have ſtaid his journey ! 
well, i'll follow him: Oh, how I long to be em- 
ployed ! 
*« With change of voice, theſe ſcars, and many an oath- 
? « [ll follew ſon and fire, and ſerve em both.” [ Exit. 


— 


ACT Ik SCENE Str Marke. 
Enter Matthew, Well-bred, and Bobadill. 


a, ES, faith, ſir, we were at your lodging to 
. ſeek you too. 8 
Well. Oh, I came not there to night. 
Bob. Your brother delivered us as much. 
Vel. Who? my brother Downright? 8 
Bob. He. Mr. Wellbred, J know not in what kind 
ou hold me; but let me ſay to you this: as ſure as 
1 I eſteem it ſo much out of the ſun-ſhine of 
reputation, to throw the leaſt beam of regard upon 
— fucha | : 
| Wel. Sir, I muſt hear no ill words of "Og. 
| | | Bob. 
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Bob. I proteſt to you, as I have a thing to be ſav'd 
about me, I never ſaw any gentleman-like-part — 

Wel. Good captain [ Faces about] to ſome other 
di courſe. 

Bob. With your leave, fir, an' there were no more 
men living upen the face of the earth, I ſhould not 
fancy him, by St. George. | 

Mar. Troth, nor I, he is of a ruſtical cut, I know 
not how ; he doth not carry himſelf like a gentleman 
of faſnion 3 | 

Well. O, Mr. Matthew, that's a grace peculiar but 
to a few, © ques equus amavit Jupiter. 

Mar. 1 underſtand you, fir. 

* Well. No queſtion, you do, or you do not, fir.” 

Enter Yours Kno'well and Stephen. 

Ned Kno well! by my foul welcome; how doſt thou 
ſweet ſpirit, my genius ? Slid, I ſhall love Apollo, and 
the mad The/ſp:an girls the better, while I live, for 
this ; my dear fury: now, I ſee there's ſome love in 
thee ! firrah, theſe be the two I writ to thee of. Nay, 
what a drowſy humour is this now? why doſt thou 
not ſpeak ? 

E. Kno. O, you are a fine gallant, you ſent me a 
rare letter! = . 

Well. Why, was't not rare ? 

E. Kue. Yes, I'll be ſworn, I was ne'er guilty of 
reading the like; match it in all Pliny's or Symma- 
cus“ Epiſtles, and Pl] have my judgment burn'd in 
the ear for a rogue: make much of thy vein, for it 1 
inimitable. But I marvel what camel it was, that h 
the carriage of it: for, doubtleſs, he was no ordinary 
beaſt that brought it ! 

Wel. Why? 

E. Kno. Why, ſay'ſt thou? why doſt thou think that 

any reaſonable creature, eſpecially in the morning (the 

ſober time of the day too) could Rave miſtaken my fa- 

ther for me? 

Vel. *Slid, you jeſt, I hope? 

E. Kno. Indeed, the beſt uſe we can turn it to, is 

to make a jeſt on't, now: but PI aſſure you, aut 
| r 


* 


ther had the full view o' your flouriſhing ſtile, ſome 
© hour? before I ſaw it. 

Wel. What a dull flave was this? but, firrah, what 
ſaid he to it, i'faith ? 

E. Kno. Nay, I know not what he ſaid : but I have 


a ſhrewd gueſs what he thought. 
Well. What! what? | 
E. Kno. Marry, that thou art ſome ſtrange diſſolute 


young fellow, and I a grain or two better, for keeping 
thee company. | 

Well. Tut, that thought is like the moon in her laſt 
quarter, *twill change ſhortly : but, ſirrah, I pray thee 
be acquainted with my two hang-by's here; thou wilt 
take exceeding pleaſure in em, if thou hear'ſt em 
once go: my wind- inſtruments. Pll wind 'em u 
but what ſtrange piece of ſilence is this? the ſign of a 
dumb man? | | 

E. Kno. O, fir, a kinſman of mine, one that may 
make your mufick the fuller, and he pleaſe, he has 
his humour, fir. | 
Well. O, what is't? what 1st? 


his folly that wrong, as to prepare your apprehenſion : 
P11 leave him to the mercy o' your ſearch, if you can 


take him, ſo. 


Well. Well, Captain Bobadil, Mr. Matthew, I pray 
you know this gentleman here, he is a friend of mine, 
and one that will deferve your affection. I know not 

gour name, fir, but I ſhall be glad of any occaſion, to 
render me more familiar to you. 

| To Maſter Stephen. 

Step. My name is Mr. Stephen, fir, I am this gentle- 
man's own couſin, fir, his father is mine uncle, fir : 1 
am ſomewhat melancholy, but you ſhall command me, 
fir, in whatſoever is incident to a gentleman. 

Bob. Sir, I muſt tell you this, I am no general man, 
but for Mr. Well-bred"s ſake (you may embrace it at 
what height of favour you pleaſe) I do communicate 
with you, and conceive you to be a gentleman of ſome 


parts ; I love few words, [Zo Kno'well. 


Z. Kas. 
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Z. Kno. Nay, I'll neither do your judgment, nor 


| 
| 
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E. Kno. And 1 fewer, fir, I have ſcarce enow to 
thank you. | 

Mat. But are you indeed, fir, ſo given to it? 

[To Maſter Stephen. 
| 4 Ay truly, ſir, I am mightily given to melan- 
C 0 Y» A 

Mat. O, it's your only fine humour, fir, your true 
melancholy breeds your perfect fine wit, fir: I am 
melancholy myſelf, divers times, fir, and then do I 
no more but take pen and paper preſently, and over- 
flow you half a ſcore, or a dozen of ſonnets at a 
fitting. | 

* E. Kno Sure he utters them then by the groſs. 

* Step. Truly, fir, and I love ſuch things out of 
* meaſure. | | 

E. Kno. T'faith, better than in meaſure, I'll un- 
* dertake, 

Mat. Why, I pray you, fir, make uſe of my ſtudy, 
it's at your ſervice. _ 3 1 

* Step. I thank you, fir, I ſhall be bold, I warrant 
* you; have you a ſtool there, to be melancholy upon? 
Mat. That I have, fir, and ſome papers there of 
© mine own doing, at idle hours, that you'll ſay there's 
© ſome ſparks of wit in em, when you ſee them. ; 
Piel. Would the ſparks would kindle once, and 
© become a fire amongſt em, I might ſee ſelf-love 
* burnt for her hereſy.” 

Step. Couſin, is it well? am I melancholy enough? 

E. Kn. O, ay, excellent! 

Vel. Captain Bobadil, why muſe you ſo? : 

E. Kno. He 1s melancholy too. 

Bob. Faith, fir, I was thinking of a moſt honourable 
piece of ſei vice, was perform'd to-morrow, being St. 
Mark's day, ſhall be ſome ten years, now. 

E. Kino. In what place, captain? 
Bob. Why, at the beleag' ring of S:rigonium, where, 
in leſs than two hours, ſeven hundred reſolute gentle - 
men, as any were in Europe, loſt their Iives upon the 
breach. I'll tell you, gentlemen, it was the firſt, but 
the beſt leagure that ever I beheld with theſe eyes, ex- 
cept 


(4 


EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 33 


| cept the taking of what do you call it, laſt year, 
| by the Gexoce/e, but that (of all other) was the moſt 
fatal and dangerous exploit that ever I was rang'd in, 
ſince I frft bore arms before the face of the enemy, as 
I am a gentleman and a ſoldier. 

Step. *So, I had as lief as an angel I could ſwear as 
well-as that gentleman. 

E. Kno. Then, you were a ſervitor at both, it ſeems ; 
at Strigonium, and what do you call't ? ; 

Bob. O Lord, fir, by St. George, I was the firſt man 
that entred the breach : and, I not effected it with 
+72 wi I had been ſlain if I had had a million of 

ves. 

E. Kno. Twas pity you had not ten; a cat's and 
your own, i'faith. But, was it poſſible? 

Mat. (Pray you, mark this diſcourſe, fir. 

Step. So I do.) 9 

_ Bob. I aſſure you (upon my reputation) tis true, 
and yourſelf ſhall confeſs. 

E. Kno. You muſt bring me to the rack, firſt. 
Bob. Obſerve me judicially, fweet fir; they had 
planted me three demi-culverins juſt in the mouth of 
the breach ; now, ſir, (as we were to give on) their 
maſter-gunner, (a man of no mean ſkill and mark, 
you muſt think) confronts me with his linſtock, ready 
| to give fire; J ſpying his intendment, diſcharg'd my 
! petrionel in his boſom, and with theſe fingle arms, 
FL my poor rapler, ran violently upon the Moors that 
N the ordnance, and put em pell-mell to the 
word. 
el. To the ſword? to the rapier, captain? 

E. Kno. O, it was a good figure obſerv'd, fir ! but 

did you all this, captain, without hurting your blade ? 

Bob. Without any impeach o' the earth; you ſhall 

| perceive, fir. It is the moſt fortunate weapon that ever 

rid on poor gentleman's thigh ; ſhall I tell you, fir ? 

you talk of Morglay, Excalibur, Durindana, or ſo: tut, 

I lend no credit to that is fabled of *em, I know the 

virtue of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier 
maintain it. | 


1 of: | | Step. 
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Step. I marvel whether it be a Toledo, or no? 

Bob. A moſt perfect Toledo, I aſſure you, fir. 

Step. I have a countryman of his here. 

Mat. Pray you, let's ſee, fir; yes faith, it is! 

Bob. This a Toledo? * 

Step. Why do you piſh, captain? 

Bob. A Fleming, by Heav'n : I'll buy them for a 
guilder apiece, an' I would have a thouſand of them. 

E. Kno. How ſay you, coufin ? I told you thus much. 

Wel. Where bought you it, Maſter Stephen ? 

Step. Of a ſcurvy rogue ſoldier (a hundred of lice 
go with him) he ſwore it was a Toledo. 

Bob. A poor provant rapier, no better. 

4 Maſs, I think it be, indeed, now I look on't 
tter. a 
E. Kno. Nay, the longer you look on't, the worſe. 

Put it up, put it up. | 
Step. Well, I will put it up; but by (I ha” for- 

got the captain's oath, I thought to ha? ſworn by it) 

an' e'er I meet him 

Viel. O, tis paſt help now, fir, you muſt have 

tience. 

Step. Whorſon coney- catching raſcal! I could eat the 

very hilts for anger. | 
E. Kno. A ſign of good digeſtion ; you have an 

oſtrich- ſtomach, couſin. 
Step. A ſtomach? would I had him here, you ſhould. 
ſee an' I had a ſtomach. 

Wil. It's better as tis: come gentlemen, ſhall we go? 

Enter Brain-worm. 

E. Ko. A miracle coufin, look here! look here! 

Step. O God'slid, by your leave, do you know me, 

? 


Brain. Ay, fir, I know you by fight. 
Step. You fold me a rapier, did you not? 
Brain. Yes, marry did J, fir. | 
Step. You ſaid it was a Toledo, ha? 
Brain. True, I did fo. 

Step. But it is none. | 

Brain. No, fir, I confeſs it is none. 


fir 


del | 
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Step. Do you confeſs it ? gentlemen bear witneſs, 
= has confeſt it: by God's will, an“ you had not con- 
1 —— 

E. Kno. O coufin, forbear, forbear. 

Step. Nay, I have done, couſin. 


Wel. Why, you have done like a gentleman, he has | 


confeſt it, what would you more? - | 8 
Step. Vet, by his leave, he is a raſcal, under his 

favour, do you ſee ? . | 
E. Kno. Ay, by his leave, he is, and under favour; 


a pretty piece of civility ! firrah, how doſt thou like 


him ? 

Wel. O, it's a moſt precious fool, make much on 
him : I can compare him to nothing more happily, 
than a drum ; for every one may play upon him. 

E. Kno. No, no, a child's whiſtle were far the fitter. 

Brain. Sir, ſhall I intreat a word with you ? 

E. Kue. With me, ſir? you have not another Toledo 
to ſell, ha' you? | 

Brain. You are conceited, fir ; your name is Mr. 
Kno'well, as I take it? 

Z. Kno. You are i' the right; you mean not to pro- 
ceed in the catechiſm, do you? 

Brain. No, fir, I am none of that coat. 

E. Kno, Of as bare a coat, though; well, ſay fir. 

Brain. Faith, fir, I am-but ſervant to the drum ex- 
traordinary, and indeed (this ſmoaky varniſh being 
waſh'd off, and three or four patches remoy'd) 1 appear 
your worſhip's in reverſion, after the deceaſe of your 
good father, Brain-worm. 

E. Kno. Brain-worn ! Slight, what breath of a con- 
jJurer.hath blown thee hither in this ſhape ? 

Brain. The breath o' your letter, fir, this morning; 
the ſame that blew you to the wind-mill, and your fa- 
ther after you. | 

E. Kno. My father! 

Brain. Nay, never ſtart, tis true; he has follow'd 

ou over the fields by the foot, as you would do a 
. 1 the ſnow. 


Z. Kno. Sirrah Well-bred, what ſhall we do, furrah ? 
Welt, 


my father is come over after me. 
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Wel. Thy father, where is he? 
Brain. At Juſtice Clement's houſe, in Coleman — 
whers he but ſtays my return; and then 

Wel, Who's this? Brain-wernP? 

Shaka, The ſame, fir. 

We, Why how, in the name of wit, com'ſt thou 
tranſmuted thus ? 

Brain. Faith, a device, a device; nay, for the love 
of reaſon, gentlemen, and avoiding the danger, ſtand 
not here; withdraw and I'Il tell you all. 

* Wel. Bat ant thou ſure he will ſtay thy return? 

* Brain. Dol live, fir ? what a queſtion 1s that ? 

el. We'll prorogue his expectation then, operand 
* Brain-worm, thou ike 68 —＋ us. Come on 
© tlemen; nay, I pray -5 ſweet Ned, droop * 
© *heart, an' our wits be ſo wretchedly dull, that one old 

* plodding brain can out-ftrip us all, would we were 
een preſt to make porters of, and ſerve out the rem- 
* nant of our days in Thames-ftreet, or at Cuſtom-houſe 
key, in a civil war againſt the carmen. 

* Brain. Amen, Amen, Amen, ſay I. | 
H. Ane. Come, couſin.” [Exeunt 


SCENE, The Ware-hou/e. 


Enter Kitely and Caſh. 
Kite. What ſays he, Thomas? Did you ſpeak with 


bin ? 
Cab. He will expect you, fir, within this half hour. 

Kite. Has he the money ready, can you tell ? 

Cab. Yes, ſir, the money was brought in laſt night. 

Kite. O, that's well; fetch me my cloak, my cloak. 
Stay, let me fee, an hour to go and come; 
Ay, that will be the leaſt; and then *twill be 
An hour before I can diſpatch with him, 
Or very near ; well, I will ſay two hours. 
Two hours ? ha? things never dreamt of yet, 
May be cantriv'd,. ay, and effected too, 
In two hours abſence ; well, I will not go. 
Two houts l no, flcering Opportunity, 


I will 
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F will. not give your ſubtilty that ſcope. 
Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd, 
That ſets his doors wide open to a thief, 
And ſhews the felon where his treaſure lies? 
Again, what earthly ſpirit but will attempt 
To taſte the fruit of beauty's golden tree, 
When leaden ſleep ſeals up the dragon's eyes? 
I will not go. Bufinefs, go by for once. 
No, beauty, no; you are too, too precious 
To be left ſo, without a guard, or open! 
© Your luftre too'll inflame at any diſtance, 
Draw courtſhip to you, as a jet doth ſtraws ; 
Put motion in a ſtone, ſtrike fire from ice, 
* Nay, make a porter leap you with his burden! 
You muſt be then kept up cloſe, and well watch'd, 
For, give you opportunity, no quick-ſand 
Devaurs or ſwallows ſwifter ! he that lends 
His wife (if ſhe be fair) or time or place, 
Compels her to be falfe. I will not go: 
The dangers are too many. And then, the dreſſing 
© Is a moſt main attractive our great heads 
* Within the city, never were in wow 
Since our wives wore theſe little caps: I'll change em, 
* I'll change 'em ſtraight in mine. Mine ſhall no more 
Wear three-pil'd acorns, to make my. horns ake. 
Nor will I go:“ I am reſolv'd for that. 
Carry in my cloak again. Yet ſtay. Let do too: 
I will defer going on all occaſions. 
oe" Sir, Snare your ſcrivener will be there with the 
nds. 
Kite. That's true! fool on me! I had clean forgot 
it ; I muſt go, What's o'clock ? 
Caſo. Exchange-time, tir. | 
Kite. Heart, then will WelE-bred preſently be here 
too, 
With one or other of his looſe conſorts. 
T am a knave, if I know what to ſay, 
What courſe to take, or which way to reſolve. 
My brain methinks is like an hour-glaſs, 
Wherein my imagination runs like ſands, 


Filling 
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Filling up time ; but then are turn'd and turn'd: 
So that I know not what to ſtay upon, 
And leſs to put in act. It ſhall be ſo. 
Nay, I dare build upon his ſecreſy, 
He knows not to deceive me. Thomas ? 

Caſh. Sir. 

Kite. Vet now I have bethought me too, I will not. 
Thomas, is Cob within? 

Caſh. I think he be, fir. 

Kite. But he'll prate too, there's no ſpeech of him. 
No, there was no man o' the earth to Thomas, 
If I durſt truſt him; there is all the doubt. 
But ſhould he have a chink in him, I were gone, 
Loſt i“ my fame for ever, talk for th' Exchange. 
The manner he hath ſtood with, till this preſent, 
Doth promiſe no ſuch change, what ſhall I fear then? 
Well, come what will, I'll tempt my fortune once. 
Thoma. you may deceive me, but, I hope 
Your love to me is more 

Caph. Sir, if a ſervant's 
Duty, with faith, may be call'd love, you are 
More than in hope, you are poſſeſs'd of it. 
Kite. I thank you heartily, Thomas gi) me 1 
With all my heart, good Thomas. I have, Thomas, 
A ſecret to impart unto you _ 
When once you have it, I muſt ſeal your lips up: 
So far I tell you Thomas. 

Caſh. Sir, for tha 

Kite. Nay, hear me out. Think Ieſteem you, Thomas, 
When I will let you in thus to my private. 5 
It is a thing ſits nearer to my creſt, | 
Than thou are aware of, Thomas if thou ſhould*ſt 
Reveal it, but — 

Caſh. How! I reveal it? 

Kite. Nay, 
I do not think thou would'ſt; but if thou ſhould'ſ, 
Twere a great weakneſs. 

Caſh. A great treachery. 
Give it no other name. 


Kite. Thou wilt not do't, then? 


Caſb. 
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Caſh. Sir, if I do, mankind diſclaim me ever. 
Kite. He will not ſwear, he has ſome reſervation, 
Some conceal'd purpoſe, and cloſe meaning ſure ; 
Elſe, (being urg'd ſo much) how ſhould he chooſe 
But lend an oath to all this proteſtation ? 
He's no fanatick, that I am certain of, 
Nor rigid Roman catholick. He'll play | 
At Fayles, and at Tick-tack.” I have heard him ſwear. 
What ſhould I think of it? urge him again, 
And by ſome other way: I will do fo. 
Well T homas, thou haſt ſworn not to diſcloſe ; 
Yes, you did ſwear ? 
Caſo. Not yet, fir, but I will, 
Pleaſe you — 
Kite. No, Thomas, I dare take thy word. 
But, if thou wilt ſwear, do as thou think'ſt good; 
I am reſolv'd without it; at thy pleaſure. 
Caſo. By my ſoul's ſafety then, fir, I proteſt 
My tongue ſhall ne'er take t of a word 
Deliver'd me in nature of your truſt. 
Kite. It is too much, theſe ceremonies need not, 
I know thy faith to be as firm as rock. 
Thomas, come hither, near ; we cannot be 
Too private in this buſineſs. So it 1s, 
(Now he has ſworn, I dare the ſafelier venture) 
I have of late, by divers obſervations —— 
(But whether his oath can bind him, there it 1s. 
Being not taken lawfully ? ha? 66 you ? 
I will bethink me e'er I do proceed :) 
Thomas, it will be now too long to ſtay, 
PII ſpy ſome fitter time ſoon, or to-morrow. 
Caſh. Sir, at your pleaſure. 
Kite. I will think. Give me my cloak.” And Thomas, 
I pray you ſearch the books gainſt my return, 
For the receipts *twixt me and Traps. 
Caſb. I will, fir. 
Kite. And hear you, if your miſtreſs's brother Well- 
bred 
Chance to bring hither any gentlemen, 
E'er I come back, let one ſtraight bring me word. 


Cap. 
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Caſh. Very well, fir. 
Nite. To the Exchange; do you hear! 
Or here in Coleman-ftreet, to Juſtice Clement's. 
Forget it not, nor be not out of the way. 
Caſh. I will not, fir. 
Kite. I pray you have a care on't. 
Or whether he come, or no, if any other 
Stranger, or elſe, fail not to ſend me word. 
Caſs. I ſhall not, fir. 
Kite. Be't your ſpecial buſineſs 
Now to remember it. 
Caſh. Sir, I warrant you. 
Kite. But Themas, this is not the ſecret, Thomas, I 
told you of. | 
Caſh. No, fir: I do ſuppoſe it. 
Kite. Believe me, it is not. 
Caſh. Sir, I do believe you. 
Kite. By heav'n it is not, that's enough. But Thomas, 
I would not you ſhould utter it, do you ſee, 
To any creature living ; yet I care not. 


Well, T muft hence. Thomas, conceive thus much, 


It was a tryal of yon; when I meant 
So deep a fecret to you ; I meant not this, 
But that I have to tell you; this is nothing, this ! 
But T homas, keep this from my wife I charge you, 
Lock'd up än ſilence, mid-night, buried here. 
No greater hell than to be ſlave to fer. [ Exit. 

Caſb. Lock d up in ſilence, mid-night, buried here! 
Whence ſhould this flood of paſſion {trow) take head? 
Beſt dream no longer of this running humour, [ha? 
For fear I fink ! the violence of the ſtream 
Already hath tranſported me ſo far, 
That I can feel no ground at all ! but ſoft, | 
O! 'tis our water-bearer ; ſomewhat haſt croſt him 

* now. 
| © Enter Cob. 

Cob. Faſting-days? what tell you me of faſting- 
days? 'ſlid, would they were all on a light fire for 
me: they ſay the whole world ſhall be confum'd 
with fire one day, but would I had theſe ember- 
weeks and villainous Fridays burnt in the mean time, 
and then © Caſh, 
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Cab. Why, how now Cos? what moves thee to 
this choler ? ha? 


* Cob. Collar, Maſter Thomas ? I ſcorn your collar, 
I fir, I am none o' your cart-horſe, though I carry 
and draw water. An' you offer to ride me with 


47 


your collar or halter either, I may hap ſhew you a 


a s trick, ſir. 

5 O, you'll ſlip your head out of the collar ? 

hy goodman Cob you miſtake me. 

_ * Gs Nay, I have my rheum, and k can be angry 
as well as another, ſir. 
Cab. Thy rheum, Ces? thy — thy hu- 
mour ; thou miſtakꝰ'ſt. 
« Cob. Humour ? mack, I think it be fo indeed ; 
what is that humour ? ſome rare thing 1 warrant. 
* Caſh. Marry PII tell thee, Cob It is a gentleman- 


like monſter, bred in the ſpecial gallantry.of our time, 
by affeQation; and fed by folly. 


+ Cob. How? mult it be fed? 


* Caſh. Ay, humour is nothing & it be not fed. 
Didſt thou never hear that? it's.a common phraſe, 


feed my humour. 
Cob. I'll none on it: humour, avant I know you 


not, be gone, let who will make hungry meals fer 
your monſter-ſhip, it ſhall not be I. Feed you, 
quoth he! 'Slid, 4 ha' much ado to feed myſelf.; 
eſpecially on theſe lean raſcally days too; an't had 
been any other day but faſting-day (a plague on 
them all for me) by this light, one might have done 
the common- wealth good ſervice, and have drown'd 
them all i' the flood two or three hundred thouſand 
years ago. O, I do ſtomach them hugely: I have 
a maw now, and 'twere for Sir Bevis his horſe, 


© againſt *em. 


Cab. I pray thee, good Cob, what makes thee 0 
out of love with faſting-days? 


Cob. Marry that which will make any man out of 


4 
C 


love with 'em, I think; their bad conditions, an” 
you will needs know. Firſt, they are of a F lemiſb 


bpreed J am ſure on't, for they raven up more butter 


« than 
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© than all the days of the week befide : next, they ſtink 
of fiſh and leek-porridge miſerably: thirdly, they'll 
keep a man devoutly hungry all day, and at night 
© ſend him ſupperleſs to bes, 

© Caſs. lated theſe are faults, Cob. 

* Cob. Nay, an' this were all, *twere ſomething ; 
© but they are the only known enemies to my gene- 

ration. A faſting-day no ſooner comes, but my 
lineage goes to wrack, poor Cobs, they ſmoak for 
it, they are made martyrs o'the gridiron, they melt 
in paſſion : and your maids too know this, and yet 
would have me turn Hannibal, and eat my own fleſh 
and blood. | He pulls out a Red Herring. ] My prince- 
coz, fear nothing ; I have not the heart to devour 
you, an' I might be made as rich as king Copbetua. 
O that I had room for my tears, I could weep ſalt- 
water enough now to preſerve the lives of ten thou- 
ſand of my kin. But I may curſe none but theſe 
filthy almanacks ; for an't were not for them, theſe 
days of perſecution would ne'er be known. Þ ll be 
hang'd an'ſome fiſh-monger's ſon do not make of 
*em, and puts in more faſting-days than he ſhould 
© do, becauſe he would utter his father's dried ſtock- 
© fiſh and ſtinking conger. | 

* Caſh. *Slight, peace, thou'lt be beaten like a 
© ſtock-fiſh elſe: Here is company. Now muſt I look 
out for a meſſenger to my maſter. [ Exit, 
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Enter Well-bred, E. Kno'well, Brain-worm, Boba- 
| dil azd Stephen. 


Wel. Beſhrew me, but it was an abſolute good jeft, 
and exceedingly well carried. 


E. Kno. Ay, and our ignorance maintain'd it as 
well, did it not? 


Wel. Yes faith; but was't poſſible thou ſhould*ſt not 


know him? I forgive Mr. Stephen, for he is ſtupidity 
itſelf. | 


E. Kno. *Fore Heaven, not I, © an'I might ha' been 


« join'd patten with one of the ſeven wiſe maſters for 
knowing him, He had fo writhen himſelf into the 


habit 
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habit of one of your poor infantry, your decay'd, 
ruinous, worm-eaten gentlemen of the round ; ſuch 
as have vowed to fit on the ſkirts of the city, let 
your provoſt and his half-dozen of halberdiers, do 
what they can ; and have tranſlated begging out of 
the old hackney-pace, to a fine eaſy amble, and 
made it run as ſmooth on the tongue as a ſhove- ' 
groat ſhilling. Into the likeneſs of one of theſe 
reformado's had he moulded himſelf fo perfectly, 
obſerving every trick of their action, as, varying 
the accent, ſwearihy with an emphaſis, indeed all 
*< with ſo ſpecial and — 5 a grace, that (hadſt thou 
© ſeen him) thou would'ſt have ſworn, he might have 
© been ſerjeant- major, if not lieutenant- colonel to the 
© regiment,” | 
Wel. Why Brain-worm, who would have thought 
thou hadſt been ſuch an artificer? 
E. Kno. An artificer? an architect! except a man 
had ſtudied begging all his life-time, and been a wea- 
ver of language from his infancy for the clothing of 
it, I never ſaw his rival. 
Wel. Where got'it thou this coat, I marvel ? 
Brain. Of a Houndſditch man, fir; one of the de- 
vil's near kinſmen, a broker. 
el. That cannot be, if the proverb hold; for 
HA crafty knave needs no broker. 
Brain. True, fir: but I did need a broker, ergo. 
Hel. (Well put off.) No crafty knave, you'll ſay.” 
E. Kno. Tut, he has more of theſe ſhifts. 
© Brain. And yet where I have one, the broker has 
© ten, fir.” . ä 
| Enter Caſh. 
Caſh. Francis, Martin: ne'er a one to be found 
now? What a ſpite's this? ns 
Wel. How now, Thomas? Is my brother K:zely 
within ? 

Caſo. No fir, my maſter went forth e'en now; but 
Mafter Down-right is within. Cob, what Cos ? Is he 
gone too ? ' 

Wel. Whither went your maſter, Thomas, canſt 
thou tell ? 
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Caſh. I know not; to juſtice Clement's, 1 think, 
fir. Cob. [ Ext. 

E. Kno. Juſtice Clement] what's he? 

Wel. Why, doſt thou not know him? He is a city 
magiſtrate, a juſtice here, an excellent good lawyer, 
and a great ſcholar; but the only mad and merry old 
fellow in Europe. I. ſhew'd him you the other day. 

E. Kno. Oh, is that he? I remember him now. 
Good faith, and he has a very ſtrange preſence, me- 
thinks; it ſhews as if he ſtood out of the rank from 
other men: I have heard many of his jeſts i'th' uni- 
verſity. They ſay, he will commit a man for taking 
the wall of his horſe. 

Wel. Ay, or wearing his cloak on one ſhoulder, or 
ro of God; any thing indeed, if it come in the 
way of his humour. 

Enter Calh again. 

Caſh. Gaſper, Martin, Cob: Heart where ſhould 
they be trow ? [ Caſh goes in and out, calling. 

Bob. Maſter K::ely's man, pr'ythee vouchſafe us the 
lighting of this match. 

Caſh. Fire on your match: no time but now to 
vouchſafe? Francis, Cob. bs [ Exit. 

Bob. Body o'me! Here's the remainder of ſeven 
pounds fince yeſterda _ was ſeven-night. Tis your 
right Trinidado : you never take any, Maſter 
Stephen ? 

Step. No truly, fir; but PII learn to take it now, 
ſince you commend it ſo. | x 

Beb. Sir, believe me (upon my relaticn) for what 
I Vell you, the world ſhall not reprove. I have been 
in the Indies (where this herb grows) where neither 
myſelf nor a dozen gentlemen more (cf my knowledge) 
have received the taſte of any other nutriment in the 
world, for the ſpace of one and twenty weeks, but 
the fume of this ſimple only. Therefore, it cannot 
be, but 'tis moſt divine. Further, take it in the 
© nature, in the true kind, ſo it makes an antidote, that 
had you taken the moſt deadly poiſonous plant in 
„all Hob, it ſhould expel it, and clarify you, with 
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< as much eaſe as I ſpeak. And for your green wound, 

© your Bal/amum and your St. Fohn's Wort are all 
meer gulleries and traſh to it,* eſpecially your Tr:- 
nidado; your Nicotian is good too. * I could fo y what 
* I know of the virtue of it, for the - | fo of 
< rheums, raw humours, credities. obſtructions, with 
a thouſand of this kind; but I profeſs myſelf no 
* quackſalver. Only thus much ; by Hercules,” I do 
hold it, and will affirm it (before any prince in EA- 
rope) to be the moſt ſovereign and precious weed that 
ever the earth tendered to the uſe of man. 

E. Kno. This ſpeech would ha' done decently in a 
tobacco-trader's mouth. 

Enter Caſh and Cob. 
Caſh. At juſtice Clement's he is, in the middle of 


Ccleman-ſtreet. 


Ceb. Oh, oh! 

Beb. Where's the match! gave thee, Maſter Kitely's 
man? 

Caſh. © Would his match and he, and pipe and all, 
* were at Santo Domingo. I had forgot it; Here it 
„ 

Cob. By gods me, I marvel what pleaſure or feli- 
city they have in taking this roguiſh tobacco! It's good 
for nothing but to choak a man, and fill him full of 
| ſmoke and embers: © there were four died out of one 
* houſe laſt week with taking of it, and two more the 
bell went for yeſternight; one of them (they ſay) 
* will ne'er ſcape it; he voided a buſhel of ſoot yeſter- 
day, upward and downward. By the ſtocks, an 
there were no wiſer men than I, I'd have it preſcht 
whipping, man or woman, that ſhould * deal 
with a tobacco-pipe; why, it will ſtifle them all in 
the end, as many as uſe it; its little better than 
ratsbane or roſaker.” 

: Bob. beats bim with a, cudgel, 
All. Oh, good captain ! hold ! hold! 
Bob. You baſe ſcullion, you. : 
Caſh. * Sir, here's your match.” Chis thou muſt 
needs be talking too, 2 5 well enough ſerv'd. ; 
2 Coe. 
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Cob. Nay, he will not meddle with his match, I 


* warrant you:“ well, it ſhall be a dear beating, an' 
I live. 


Bob. Do you prate? do you murm ur ? 


Bob. beats him off. 
EF. Ke. Nay, good capfain, will you regard the 


humour of a fool ? © away, Knave. 

Wel. Thomas, get him away.” 

Bob. A whoreſon filthy flave, a dung-worm, an 
exctement! Body o Cake. but that I ſcorn to let 
forth ſo mean a ſpirit, I'd ha' ſtabb'd him to the earth. 

Wel. Marry, the law forbid, fir. 

Bob. By Pharach's foot, I would ha' done it. [ Exit. 

Step. O, he ſwears moſt admirably! (by Pharaoh's 
foot, body o' Ce/ay) I ſhall never do it ſure, (upon 
mine honour, and by St. George) No, I ha” not _ 
right grace. 

* Mat. Maſter Stephen, will you any? by this air, 
© the moſt divine tobacco that ever I drunk! 

Step. None, I thank you, fir. O, this gentleman 
* does it _ too! but nothing like the other. By 
© this air, as Iam a gentleman: by | 

* Brain. Maſter, pony glance |! Maſter Well-bred. 

Step. As I have ſomewhat to be ſaved, I proteſt—- 

Mr. Stephen 7s pradifeng to the po 
© Fel. You nel fool, it needs 2 . 285 

E. Kno. Couſin, will you any tobacco? 

Step. Ay, fir! Upon my reputation 

© EF. Kno. How now, couſin ! 

© Step. I proteſt, as I am a gentlemen, but no ſol- 


dier, ü 


* Wil. No, Maſter Stephen ? as I remember, your 
© name is entered in the artillery garden. 


Step. Ay, fir, that's true. Couſin, may I ſwear, as 
” Tama older, by that? 


E. Kno. O yes, that you may; it's all you have 
for your money. 


i Step. Then, as I am a gentleman, and a ſoldier, 
© it is divine tobacco.“ 


el. But ſoft, where's Mr. Matthew gone ? 
* Brain. 
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Brain. No, fir, ; they went in here. 

Wel. O let's follow them: Maſter Matthew is gone 
to ſalute his miſtreſs in verſe; we ſhall ha' the happi- 
neſs to hear ſome of his poetry now ; he never comes - 
unfurniſh'd. Brainworm ? | 

Step. Brain-worm? where 1s this Brain-worm ? 

E. Kue. Ay Couſin; no words of it, upon your 
gentility. 

Step. Not I, body of me, by this air, St. George, 
and the foot of Pharaoh. 

Wel. Rare! Your couſin's diſcourſe is ſimply drawn 
out with oaths. | 

E. Kno. "Tis larded with em; a kind of Ranch 
drefling, if you love it: cone, let's in, come coufin. 

[ Excunts 


8 e E N E, 4 Hall ia Juſtice Clement's 
Hegſe. 


Enter Kitely and Cob. 


Kite. Ha! How many are there ſay'ſt thou? 
Cb. Marry, fir, your brother, Maſter Wglbdred—> 
Kite. Tut, beſide him: what ſtrangers are there, 
man? 

Cob. Strangers? Let me ſee, one, two; maſs I. 
know not well, there are ſo many. 

Kite. How? fo many? 

Cob. Ay, there's ſome five, or ſix of 4 at the 
moſt. N 

Kite. A ſwarm, a ſwarm! 
Spite of the devil, how they ſting my head 
With forked ings, thus wide and large! But, Cob, 
How long haſt thou been * hither, Cos? 

Cob. A little while, ſir. 

Kite. Didſt thou come running ? 

Cob. No, fir. 

Kite. Nay, then I am familiar with thy haſte ! 
Bane to my fortunes, what meant I to marry ? 
I, that before was rank'd 1 in ſuch content, 
My * at reſt too, in ſo ſoft a peace, a 
C3 Being 
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Being free maſter of mine own free thoughts, 
And now become a flave? What, never ſigh, 
Be of good cheer, man; for thou art a cuckold: 
Tis done, 'tis done! Nay, when ſuch flowing ſtore, 
Plenty itſelf, falls in my wife's lap, 
The Cornucopia will be mine, I know. But, Cob, 
What entertainment had they ? I am ſure 
My fiſter and my wife would bid them welcome! ha? 
Cb. Like enough, fir ; yet I heard not a word of it. 
Kite. No; their lips wee ſeal'd with kiſſes, and 
the voice 
Drown'd in a flood of joy, at their arrival, 
Had loſt her motien, ſtate, and faculty. 
Cob, which of them was't that firſt kiſs'd my wife? * 
(My ſiſter, I ſhould ſay) my wife, alas! 
fear not her. Ha? who was it, fay'ſt thou? 
Cob. By my troth, fir, will you have the truth of it? 
Kite. O! ay, goud Cob, I pray thee heartily. 
Cob. Then I am a vagabond, and fitter for Bride- 
well than your worſhip's company, if I ſaw any body 
to be kifs'd, unleſs they would have kiſs'd the poſt in 
the middle of the warehouſe; for there I left them all 
at their tobacco, with a pox. . 
Kite, How ? where they not gone in then e' er thou 
cam'ſt? | 
Cob. O no, fir. | 
Kite. Spite of the devil! what do J ſtay here then? 
Cob, follow me. [ Exit. 
Cob. Nay, ſoft and fair; I have eggs on the ſpit ; 
I cannot go yet, fir. Now am I, for ſome five and 
fifty reaſons, hammering, hammering revenge: O 
for three or four gallons of vinegar, to ſharpen my 
wits. Revenge, vinegar revenge, vinegar and muſ- 


'twould never have griev'd me; but being my gueſt, 
one that I'll be ſworn my wife has lent him her 
{mock off her back, while his own ſhirt has been at 
waſhing ; pawn'd her Neck-kerchers for clean bands 
for him; fold almoſt all my platters, to buy him 
tobacco ;* **one that I'll be ſworn I low'd and truſted; 
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and 


tard revenge! Nay, an' he had not lain in my houſe, 


| 


£- with me? 
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and he to turn monſter of ingratitude, and ſtrike his 


© Iawful hoſt; Well, I hope to raiſe up an hoſt of fury 
**for't.” ©* 7 It to Juſtice Clement for a warrant. Strike 
* bis lawful heſt. Here comes Juſtice Clement. 


© Enter Clement, Kno'well, and Formal. 


Cob. What's Maſter Kitely gone, Roger? 

Form. Ay, fir. =, 

Clem. Heart o' me! what made him leave us ſo 
*- abruptly! How now, firrah? what make you here? 
©. what would you have, ha? 


Cob. An't pleaſe your worſhip, Iam a poor neigh- 
© bour of your worſhip's —— N 

Clem. A poor neighbour of mine? Why, ſpeak 
poor neighbour. 

Cob. I dwell, ſir, at the ſign of the Water-tank- 
ard, hard by the Green Lattice; LI have paid ſcot and 
© lot there any time this eighteen years. 

Clem. To the Green Lattice? 


Cob. No, ſir, to the pariſh : marry, I have ſeldom 
ſcap'd ſcot- free at the Lattice. | 


* Clem. O, well! What buſineſs has my poor neigh- 
© Cob. An't like your worſhip, I am come to crave 
©: the peace of your worſhip. 
© Clem. Of me, knave? Peace of me, knave ? Did 
I ever hurt thee, or threaten thee, or wrong thee ? ha? 
Cob. No, fir; but your worthip's warrant for one 
that has wrong'd me, fir: his arms are at too much 
liberty, I would fain have them bound to a treaty 
of peace, an' my credit could compals it with your 
«worſhip. 488 | 
Clem. Tom goeſt far enough about for't, I am. 
ture. 
. © Kino. Why, doſt thou go in danger of thy life for 
© him, friend ? 
* Cob. No, fir; but IJ go in danger of my death 
every hour, by his means; an' I die within a twetve- 
month and a day, I may ſwear by the law of the 
land that he kill'd me. a 


PB | Clem. 


—  - — — —_ 


—  -- 
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© Clem. How ? how knave ? ſwear he kill'd thee ? 


and by the law? what pretence ? what colour haſt 
thou for that? | | 


6 


* Cob. Marry, an't pleaſe your worſhip, both black 


and blue; colour enough, I warrant you. I have 
it here to ſhew your worſhip. 


Clem. What is he that gave you this, firrah ? 
© Cob. A gentleman and a ſoldier, he ſays he is, 
o' the city here. 


Clem. A ſoldier o' the city? What call you him? 
© Cob. Captain Bobadil. 


© Clm. Bobadil? And why did he bob and beat 


a a «a „ 


you, firrah? How began the quarrel betwixt you, 
ha? ſpeak truly knave, I adviſe you. 

« Cob. Marry, indeed, an't pleafe your worſhip, + 
only becauſe I ſpake againſt their vagrant tobacco, 
as I came by *em when they were taking on't ; for 
nothing elſe, 

Clem. Ha! you ſpeak againſt tohacco * Formall, 
his name. | 

Cob. Oliver, fir, Oliver Cob, fir. 

© Clem. Tell Oliver Cob he ſhall go to the goal, 
Formall. | 

Form. Oliver Cob, my maſter, juſtice Clement, ſays, 
you ſhall go to the goal. | 

Cb. O, I beſeech your worſhip, for God's ſake, 
dear maſter juſtice, 

Clem. Nay, God's precious, an' ſuch drunkards 
and tankards as you are, come to diſpute of tobacce 


once, I have done! away with him. 


Cob. O, gocd maſter juſtice, ſweet old gentle- 
man. EP - 
* Kno. Sweet Oliver, would I could do thee any 
good. Juſtice Clement, let me intreat you, fir. 
© Clem. What? a thread-bare raſcal! a beggar! a 
ſlave, that never drunk out of better than piſs-pot 
metal in his life! and he to deprave and abuſe the 
virtue of an herb ſo generally receiv'd in the courts 
of princes, the chambers of nobles, the mow of 
| * iweet 
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* ſweet ladies, the cabbins of ſoldiers ! Roger, away 
* with him, my God's precious J ſay, go too. 

© Cob. Dear maſter juſtice, let me be beaten again, 
© I have deſerv'd it: but not the priſon, I beſeech you. 

* Kno. Alas poor Oliver / 4 

© Clem. Roger, make him a warrant, (he ſhall not 
© g0) I but fear the knave. | 

Ferm. Do not ſtink, ſweet Oliver, you ſhall not 
© go, my maſter will 2 you a warrant. 

© Cob. O, the Lord maintain his worſhip, his wor- 
* thy worſhip. 

© Clem. Away, diſpatch him. How now, maſter. 
© Kno'well, in dumps! in dumps? Come, this be- 
* comes not, 
© Kno. Sir, would I could not feel my cares 
© Clem. Your cares are nothing! they are like my 
cap, ſoon put on, and as ſoon put of, What? your 
ſon is old enough to govern himſelf; let him run 
his courſe, it's the only way to make him a ſtaid 
man. If he were an unthrift, a ruſſian, a drunk- 
ard, or a licentious liver, then you had reaſon ; you 
had reaſon to take care : But, being none of theſe, 
mirth's my witneſs, an' I had twice ſo many cares 
as you have, I'd drown them all in a cup of ſack. 
Come, come, let's try it: I muſe your parcel of a 
* ſoldier returns not all this while. [Exeunt.” 


FJ 3 QS HE on. So 
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SCENE à room in Kiteley's houſe. > 


Enter Down-right, and Dame Kiteley. 
ELL ſiſter, I tell you true; and you'll 


— 


Doaun. 


find it ſo in the end. f 

Dame. Alas, brother, what would you, have me to 
do? I cannot help it; you ſee my brother brings em 
in here; they are his friends. | 
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| Down. His friends? his friends!? *ſlud they do no- 
thing but haunt him up and down, like a fort of un- 


lucky ſpirits, and tempt him to all manner of villain 


that can be thought of. Well, by this light, a little 
thing would make me play the devil with ſome of 
'em; and 'twere not more for your hufband's ſake, 
than any thing elſe, I'd make the houſe too hot for 


the beſt on em: They ſhould ſay, and ſwear, hell 


were broken loofe, e'er they went hence. But, by 


God's will, *tis nobody's fault but yours; for an' you 
| had done as you. might have done, they ſhould have 


been 3 and bak'd too, every mother's ſon, eber 
ould ha' come in e'er a one of em. | 
Dame. God's my life ! did you ever hear the like ? 
what a ſtrange man is this! Could I keep cut all 
them, think you? I ſhould put myſelf againſt half a 
dozen men? ſhould I? Good faith you'd mad the 


patient'ſt bog in the world, to hear you talk fo, 
without any ſenſe or reaſon ! 


Enter Mrs. Bridget, Mr. Matthew, Well-bred, Ste- 
phen, Ed. Kno'well, Bobadil, Brainworm, and Calh. 


Brid. Servant (in troth) you are too prodigal 
Of your wit's treaſure, thus to pour it forth, 


| Upon ſo mean a ſubject as my worth. 


Mat. You ſay well miſtrets, and I mean as well. 
Down. Hey-day, here is ſtuff ! ; 
Will. O, now ſtand cloſe; pray heav'n, ſhe can 


get him to read: He fhould do it of his own natural 


impudency. 

Brid. Servant, what is this ſame, I pray you? 

Mat. Marry, an eleg y, an elegy, an odd toy 

* Down, To mock an ape withal: O, I could 
* few up his mouth, now. 

Dame. Siſter, I pray you let's hear it. 

« Down. Are you rlime-given too ? 

Mat. Miſtreſs,” I'll read it if you pleaſe. 

Brid. Pray you do, ſervant. 


Down, O, here's no foppery ! Death, I can endure 


130 
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E. Nu. 
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E. Kno. What ails thy brother? can he not hold his 
water at reading of a ballad 3 ? 

Wel. O, no; a rhime to him is worſe than cheeſe, 
or'a bag-pi ; Dat mark, you loſe the proteſtation. 
"0 Faith, I did it in a humour, I know not | 
© how it is; but, pleaſe you come near, Sir, This 

« -oentleman has judgment, he knows how to cenſure 

of a pray you, ſir, you can judge. 
' © Step. Not I, fir; upon my reputation, and by the 
foot of Pharaoh. | 

Mel. O, chide your couſin for ſwearing. 

E. Auo. Not I, fo long as he does not forſwear - 

* -himſelf.” 

Bob. Maſter Matthew, you abuſe the ion of 
your dear miſtreſs and her fair fiſter: Fye, whale you 
ve avoid this prolixity. 

Mar. I ſhall, fir; * well, incipere dulce. 

© E. Kno. How! In/ipere dulce? a ſweet thing to be 
6 a _ indeed, 

Vl. What, do you take zuſpere in that fenſe ? 

E. Kno. You do not ? you | This was your vile - 
* lainy, to gull him with a motto. 

Vel. O, the benchers ack Pauca verbs, pauca 

© verba. 

Mat. Rare creature, let me « ſpeak without offence, 
Would heav'n my rude <vords had the influence 

To rule thy thoughts, as thy fair looks do mine, 
T hen l oula ſt thou be his priſoner, who tis thine. 

E. Kno. This is in Hero and Leander. 

Vel. O Ay, peace, we ſhall have more of this. 

© Mat. Be not wnkind, and fair; miſhapen AY 


H behawiour boiſterous and rough. 
- $ Mel. How like you that, fir ?? 
[ Mafter Step. anſtuers with ſhaking his head. 
E. Kro. Slight, he ſhakes his head like a bottle, to 
feel an' there be any brain in it! 
Mat. But obſerve the cataſtrophe, now; 
Is Aud I in duty will exceed all ather, 
= As you in beauty do excel Lowe's mother. 
E. Xu. Well, Pll have him free of the wit- 
f TY © brokers, 


89 
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* brokers, for he utters nothing but ſtol'n remnants. 
© We. O, forgive it him. 

E. Mo. A bio tonne, hang him. And from 
© the dead? it's worſe than ſacrilege. 

Wil. Siſter, what ha' you here? Verſes? pray you 
— * : Who made theſe verſes ? they are excellent 
Mat. O, Maſter Well-bred, tis your diſpoſition to 
ſay ſo, fir. They were good i' the morning; I made 
'em ex tempore, this morning. 

Vel. How ? ex tempore? 

Mat. I, would I might be hang'd elſe; aſk Captain 
Bobadil He ſaw me write them, at the————(pox 
on it) the Star, yonder. 

© Brain. Can he find in his heart to curſe the ſtars ſo ? 

E. Kno. Faith, his are even with him; they ha' 
« curſt him enough already.” 


Steph. Couſin, how do you like this gentleman's 
verſes? 


A. Nuo. O, admirable ! the beſt that ever I heard, 
cox | 

Step. Body o' Cæſar, they are admirable ! 

The beſt that I ever heard, as I am a ſoldier. 

Down. I am vext, I can hold ne'er a bone of me 
AM : heart, I think they mean to build and breed 
hire! | 

Nel. © Siſter, you have a ſimple ſervant here, that 
© crowns your beauty with ſuch excomiums and devices; 
© you may ſee what it is to be the miſtreſs of a wit! 
© that can make your perfections ſo tranſparent, that 
every blear eye may look through them, and ſee him 
© drown'd over head and ears in the deep well of de- 
«* fire.” Siſter Kzteley, I marvel you get you not a 
ſervant that can rhime, and do tricks too. | 
Down. O monſter ! impudence itſelf ! tricks? 

* Dame, Tricks, brother ? what tricks ? 
* Brid. Nay, ſpeak, I pray you, what tricks ? 
* Dame. Ay, never ſpare any body here ;- but ſay, 


' © what tricks? 


* Brid, Paſſion of my heart! do tricks? 


el. 
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* Wel. *Slight, here's a trick vied and revied ! why, 
you monkies you, what a cater-wauling do you 
keep? ha's he not given you rhimes, and- verſes, 
and tricks? | 

* Down. O, the fiend ! 

© Wl. Nay, you lamp of virginity, that take it in 
ſnuff ſo! come and cheriſh this tame poetical fury, 
in your ſervant, you'll be begg'd elſe ſhortly for a 
concealment : Go to, reward his muſe. You can-- 
not give him leſs than a ſhilling in conſcience, for 
the book he had it out of coſt him a teſton at leaſt. 
How now, gallants? Mr. Matthew? Captain ? 
What, all ſons of filence ? no ſpirit ? 

'© Down." Come, you might practiſe your ruffian 
tricks ſomewhere elſe, and not here, I wuſs; this is 
no tavern nor drinking-ſchool, to vent your exploits 
in. a | 5 bs {ek 

Wel. How now | whoſe cow has caly'd? 

 _ Down. Marry, that has mine, fir. Nay, boy, ne- 
ver look aſkance at me for the matter; I'll tell you 
of it, ay, fir, you and your companions mend your- 
ſelves when I ha? done. W 
Nel. My compamions ? 0 


: Down. Ves, fir, your companions, ſo I ſay, I am 


not afraid of you, nor them neither; your hang-bys 


here. You mult have your poets and your potlings, 
your Soldado's and Foelado's to follow you up and 
down the city, and here they muſt come to domineer 
and ſwagger. Sirrah, you ballad-finger, and flops 
-your fellow there, get you out, get you home; or 
(by this ſteel) ll cut off your ears, and that pre- 
ſently. ; 13 

Wel. Slight, ſtay, let's ſee what he dare do; cut 
off his ears! cut a whetſtone. You are an aſs, do 
you ſee; touch any man here, and by this hand I'll 
run my rapier to the hilts in you. | 

Down. Yea that would I fain ſee, boy. 

[They all draw, and they of the houſe make out 10 

part them. : 
Dame. O Jeſu! Murder. Thomas, Gaſper “ 
Brid. 
3 
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Brid. Help, help, Thomas. | 

E. Kno. Gentlemen forbear, I pray you. 

Bob. Well, firrah, you Holofornes; by my hand, 
J will pink your fleſh full of holes with my rapier 
for this; I will by this good heav'n : Nay, let him 
come, let him come, gentlemen, by the body of St. 
George I'II not kill him. | 

T hey offer to again, and are paried. 

Caſh. Hala hold Food — F 

Down. You whorſon, bragging coyſtril! 

g 40 aha; Enter Kiteley. 

Kite. Why how now ?. what's the matter? what's 
the ſtir here? | 5 ar 

,* Whence ſprings the quarrel, Thamas ?. where is he? 

Put up your weapons, and put off. this rage: 

My wife and ſiſter, they are cauſe of this. 

What, Thomas ? where is this knave ? 

Caſo. Here, fir. „ . 
Mel. Come, let's go: This is one of my brother's 
ancient humours, this. 

[ Exeunt Wel. Mat. Bob. and E. Kno. 

Step. I am glad nobody was hurt, by his ancient 
humour. IT? ; _ x 

Kite. Why, how now; brother, who enforced this 
brawl ? N 
Down. A ſort of lewd rake-hells, that care neither 
for God, nor the devil! And they muſt come here to 

read ballads, and roguery, and traſh! I'll mar the 
knot of em e'er I ſleep perhaps; eſpecially Bz, 
there; he that's all manner of ſhapes! and /ozgs and 
Jennets, his fellow. But "I fo 'em. | 

Brid. Brother, indeed, you are too violent, 

Too ſudden in your humour; and you know 
My brother Mell bred's temper will not bear 
Any reproof, chiefly in ſuch a preſence, 
© Where every light diſgrace, he ſhould receive, 
„Might wound him in opinion, and ref; 
« Down. Reſpe&t? what talk you of reſpe&t *mong 
« ſuch, | 
© As ha? no ſpark of manhood, nor good manners? 
„ *&dains, I am aſham'd to hear you! Reſpect ?? Te 
; | « Brid 
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* Brid. Ves,“ there was one a civil gentleman, 
And very worthily demean'd himſelf ! 


Kite. O, that was ſome love of yours, ſiſter ! 


Brid. A love of mine? 1 would it were no worſe, 


brother, 
You'd pay my portion ſooner than you think for. 


Exit. 
Dame. Indeed, he ſeem to be a 
exceeding fair diſpoſition, and ef very excellent good 
parts! Nhat a coil and flir is here.” [ Exit. 
Kite. Her love, by heav'n !- my wife's rhinion, ! . 
Fair diſpeſition? excellent good parts ?” 
Death, theſe phraſes are intolerable! 
Good parts? how ſhould ſhe know his parts? 
© His parts ?? Well, well, well, well, well, well! 
It is too plain, too clear: 7. * dome hither. 
What, are they gone? | 
Cab. Ay, fr, they went in. 
My miftreſs, and your fiſter ———— 
Kite. Are any of the gallants wirhin ? - 
Caſb. No, fir, they are all gon 
Kite. Art then ſure of it? 
Caſh. I can affare you, fir. 


Kite. What gentleman was that they pad ſo, 
Thomas ? 


Cafh. One, they call him Maſter Kao well, a hand- 
ſome young — fir. 

Kite Ay, t ſo; my mind gave me a8 much: 
1 Il die, — they — hid him i the houſe 
Somewhere; PH go and ſearch; go with me, Thomas, 
Be true to me, and thou ſhalt find me a maſter. [Extane. 


© Enter Cob and Tib. 
Cob. What, Tib, Tib, I ſay. 


is. How now, what cuckold is that knocks ſo 


© hard? O, haſband, is't you ? what's the news? 

* Cob. Nay you have ſtun'd me, 1'faith ! you ha? 

giv'n me a knock o' the forehead will ſtick by me ! 
* cuckold? *Slid, cuckold? - | 

* Tib. Away you fool, did I know it was you that 
© knockt? Come, come, you may call me as bad 
© when you lift, 


Cob. 


gentleman of an 


2 
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Cob. May I? Tib, you are a whore. 

* T6. You lie in your throat, huſband. 
Cb. How, the lie? and in my throat too ? do 
«you long to be ſtab'd, ha ? 

* Tib. Why, you are no ſoldier, I hope? 
Cob. O, muſt you be ſtab'd by a ſoldier ? Maſs, 


that's true | when was Bobadil here ? your captain ? 


that rogue, that foiſt, that fencing Burgullian ? I'll 
tickle him, i' faith. 

© Tib. Why, what's the matter? trow! - 

© Cob. O, he has baſted me rarely, ſumptuouſiy! 
but I have it here in-black and white ; for his black 
and blue ſhall pay him. O, the juſtice! the honeft 
old brave Trojan in London 71 fb honour the very 
flea of his dog... A plague on him though, he put 
me once in a villanous filthy fear ; marry, it vaniſht 
away like the ſmoak of tobacco; but I was ſmoak' d 
ſoundly firſt. I thank the devil, and his good an- 
gel, my gueſt. Well, wife, or Tih (which you 
will) get you in, and lock the door, I charge you 
let no body in to you; wife, no body in to you; 
thoſe are my words. Not captain Bob —— nor 
the fiend in his likeneſs; you are a woman, you 


have fleſh and blood enough in you to be tempted ; 


therefore keep the door ſhut upon all comers. 


_- * T6. I warrant you there ſhall no body enter here 


without my conſent. 
Cob. Nor with your conſent, ſweet Tib, and fo I 


leave you. 


* T6. It's more than you know, whether you leave 
me 1o. 


Cob. How? 

© Tib. Why, ſweet. 

© Cob. Tut, ſweet or ſow'r, thou art a flower. 
Keep cloſe thy door, I aſk no more. [Exeunt.” 


SCENE Maorfieldi. 


Rater Ed. Kno'well, Well- bred, and Brainworm. 


E. Luo. Well, Brainworm, perform this buſineſs 
 " 


ſhalt have her, as I am 
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happily, and thou makeſt a-purchaſe of my love for 
ever. 

Mel. I' faith, now let my ſpirits uſe thy beſt fa- 
culties : But, at any hand, remember the meſſage 
" my brother; for there's no other means to ſtart 

im. 

Brai. I warrant you, fir, fear nothing; I have a 
nimble ſoul has wak'd all forces of my phant'ſy by 
this time, and put *em in true motion. What you 
have poſſeſt me withall, I'll diſcharge it amply, fir ; 
make it no queſtion. 

Vel. Forth, and proſper, Brainworm. Faith, 
Ned, how doſt thou approve of my abilities in this de- 
vice ? 

E. Kno. Troth, well, howſoever ; but it will come 
excellent, if it take. 

Wel. Take, man? why it cannot chuſe but take, 
if the circumſtances miſcarry not: But, tell me inge- 
— doſt thou affect my ſiſter Bridget as thou pre- 
tendꝰſt ? 

E. Kno. Friend, am I worth belief? 

Wel. Come, do not proteſt. In faith, ſhe is a maid 
of good ornament, and much 9 and except I 
conceiv'd very worthily of her, thou ſhouldſt not have 
her. 

E. Kno. Nay, that I am afraid will be a queſtion 
yet, whether I ſhall have her, or no ? 

Wel. 'Slid, thou ſhalt have her; by this light thou 
ſhalt. 

E. Kno. Nas: do not ſwear. 

Wel. By this hand thou ſhalt have her; I'll go fetch 


her preſently. Point but where to meet, and as I am 


an honeſt man Pl! bring her. 
E. Kno. Hold, hold, be temperate. 


Wel. Why, by what ſhall I ſwear by? thou 


IJ. Kine. Pr: ythee, be at peace, Iam ſatisfied ; and 
do believe thou wilt omit no offered occaſion to make 
my defires compleat. 


Nel. 
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Viel. Thou ſhalt ſee, and know, I will not. 
| | [ Excunt:. 
Eiter Formal, and Kno'well.. | 
Form. Was your man a ſoldier, fir, 
Kno. Ay, a knave, I took him begging o' th' way, 
This morning, as I came over Moorfields ! 
O, here he is! yo' have made fair ſpeed, believe me: 
Enter Brain-worm. M 
Where, i' name of ſloth, could you be thus ? 
Brai. Marry, peace be my comfort, where I thought. 
I ſhould have had little comfort of your worſhip's ſer- 
VICE. 


Kno. How ſo? 


Brai. O, fir, your _— to the city,. your enter- 


* 


tainment of me, and your ſendiug me to watch 
indeed, all the circumſtances either of your charge or 
my employment, are as open to your ſon, as to your 

Luo: How ſhould that be, unleſs that villain, Brain-- 
| XS cuorm, 

Have told him of the letter, and diſcover'd | 
All that I ſtrictly charg'd him to conceal ? *tis fo! 

Brai. I am partly o'that faith, tis ſo indeed. 

Kno. But how ſhould he know thee to be my man? 
" Brai, Nay, ſir, I cannot tell; unleſs it be by the- 
black art! Is not your ſon a ſcholar, fir? 

Luo. Yes, but I hope his ſoul is not allied. 
Unto ſuch helliſh practice: if it were, 

I had juſt cauſe to weep my part in him, 

And curſe the time of his creation. 

But, where didſt thou find them, F:tz-Swword ? 

Brai, You ſhould rather aſk where they found me, 
fir ; for, I'll be ſworn, I was going along in the ſtreet, 
thinking nothing, when of a fadden) a voice calls 
Mr. Kno'wwell's man; another cries, ſoldier : and thus. 
half a dozen of em, till they had call'd me within a 
houſe, where I no ſooner came, but: they ſeem'd 
men, and” out flew all their rapiers at my boſom, 
with ſome three or fourſcore oaths to accompany em; 
and all to tell me, I was but a dead man, if I did not 
confeſs where you were, and how Lwas employ'd, . 


and 2 


\ 


&- 


ſhape. I have another trick to att 
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and about what ; which, when they could not get out 
of me (as I proteſt, they muſt ha' diſſected, and made 
an anatomy o' me firſt, and ſo I told *em) they lockt me 
up into a room i' the top of a high houſe, whence by 
reat miracle (having a light heart) I ſlid down. by a 
ottom of packthread into the ſtreet, and ſo ſcaped. 
But, fir, thus much I can aſſure you, for I heard it 
while I was lockt up, there were a great many rich 
merchants and brave citizens wives with em at a 
feaſt ; and your ſon, Mr. Edward, withdrew with one 
of 'em, and has pointed to meet her anon at one Codb's 
houſe, a water-bearer, that dwells by the wall. 
Now, there your worſhip ſhall be ſure to take him, 
for there he preys, and fail he will not. 
E. Xe. Nor will I fail to break his match, I doubt 
not. 5 
Go thou along with Juſtice Clements man, a 
And ſtay there for me. At one Coò's houſe, ſay ' ſt 


thou? 


Brai. Ay fir, there you ſhall have him, [Exit 
Kno'well.] Yes? invifible much wench, or mach 
ſon ! *ſlight, when he has ſtaid there three or 
four hours, travellmg with the tion of won- 
ders, and at a length be deliver d of air; O, the 
ſport that I ſhould then take to look on him if I durſt ! 
Bat now IT mean to appear no more afore him in this 
O that I 
were ſo happy as to light on a nupſon now of this 
Juſtice's novice.” [de.] Sir, I make you ſtay ſome 
what long. | | 
Form. Not a whit, fir. © Pray 
mean ſir? ; 

* Bra:i. I was puttin ome papers — | 
_ Form." You be — lately in the wars, fir, it 

ms.” - | | 

Brai. Marry have I, fir, to my loſs; and expence- 
of all almoſt | 

Form. Troth fir, I would be glad to beſtow a bot- 
tle of wine o you, if it pleaſe you to acceptit— | 
- Brai. O, fir — FW | 35 


you what do you. 


Form. 


* 


68 EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 


Form. But to hear the manner of your ſervices, and 
your devices in the wars, they ſay they be very ſtrange, 
and not like thoſe a man reads ut the Roman hiſtories, 
or ſees at Mile-end. 

Brai. No I affure you, fir ; why at any time when 
it pleaſe you, I ſhall be ready to diſcourſe to you all 
I know: and more too ſomewhat. | a/ide. ] | 

Form. No better time than now, fir; we'll go to 
the Wind-mill : there we ſhall have a cup of neat 
griſt, we call it, I pray you, fir, let me requeſt you 
to the Wind-mill. 

Brai. I'Il follow you, fir, and make griſt of you, 
if I have good luck. [ {f4de] | [ Exeunt 
Enter Matthew, Ed. Kno'well, Bobadil, and Stephen. 

Mat. Sir, did your eyes ever taſte the like clown 
of him, where we were to day, Mr. Well-bred”s half- 
brother ? I-think the whole earth cannot ſhew his pa- 
rallel by this day-light. | . | 
EZ. Kno, We were now ſpeaking of him: Captain 
Bobadill tells me he is fallen foul o'you too. 

Mat. O, Ay, fir, he threatned me with the Baſti- 


- Bob. Ay, but I think, I taught you prevention this 
morning, for that— Fon! ſhall kill him beyond 


queſtion : if you be ſo generouſly minded. 

Mat. Indeed, it is a moſt excellent trick? | 
Bob. O, you do not give ſpirit enough to your 
motion, you are too tardy, too heavy! O, it muſt be 
done like lightning, hey? Ie pradi/es at a poſt; 
Mat. Rare captain! 
Bob. Tut, *tis nothing, an't be not done in a 
g 4, Captain, did elf open 
E. Aue. Captain, you ever prove yourſelf upon 
ae . | ww 
Mat. O good fir! yes I hope he has. 


Bos. I will tell you, fir. Upon my firſt coming 
to the city, after my long travel for knowledge (in 
_ © that myſtery only) there came three or four of em 
© to me, at a gentleman's houſe, where it was my 
chance to be reſident that time, to intreat * 
. | © lence 
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© ſence at their ſchools; and withal ſo much impor- 
* tun'd me, that (I proteſt to you, as I am a gentle- 
* man) I was aſham'd of their rude demeanour out of 
* all meaſure: well, I told em that to come to a pub- 
* lick ſchool, they ſhould pardon me, it was oppoſite 


* (in diameter) to my humour; but, if ſo be they 


* would give their attendance at my lodging, I pro- 
* teſted to do them what right or favour I could, as I 
© was a gentleman, and ſo forth, | 

E. Ano. So, fir, then you tried their ſkill ? 

© Bob. Alas, ſoon try'd! you ſhall hear fir. Within 
* two or three days after they came; and, by honeſty, 
* fair fir, believe me, I grac'd them exceedingly, 
* ſhewed them ſome two or three tricks of prevention, 
have purchas'd 'em fince a credit to admiration | 
* they cannot deny this: and yet now they hate me, 
© and why? becauſe I am excellent, and for no other 
vile reaſon on the earth. 

E. Kno. This is ſtrange and barbarous ! as ever I 
© heard. | 

* Bob. Nay, for a more inſtance of their prepoſte- 
* rous natures; but note, fir.” They have aſſaulted 
me ſome three, four, five, fix of them together, as 
I have walk'd alone in divers ſkirts of the town, © as 
* Turn-bull, White-chapel, Shoreditch, whach were 
© then my quarters; and fince, upon the Exchange, 
at my lodging, and at my ordinary :* where I have 
driven them . me the whole length of a ſtreet, in 
the open view of all our gallants, pitying to hurt them, 
believe me. Yet all this lenity will not o'ercome their 
ſpleen ; they will be doing with the piſmire, raiſing 


a hill a man may ſpurn abroad with his foot at pleaſure. 
By myſelf I could have ſlain them all, but I delight 


not in murder, I am loth to bear any other than this 
baſtinado for em: yet I hold it good policy not to go 
diſarm'd, for though I be ſkilful, I may be oppreſs'd 
with multitudes. 


E. Kno. Ay, believe me, may you fir: and (in my 


conceit) our whole nation ſhould ſuſtain the loſs by it, 
if it were fo, 


Bob. 
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Bob. Alas no: what's a peculiar man to a nation? 
not ſeen. 

E. Kno. O, but your ſkill, fir, 

Bob. Indeed, that might be ſome loſs; but who 
ref! it? I will tell you, tir, by the way of private, 
and under ſeal, I am a gent.eman, and live here ob- 
ſcure, and to myſelf; but, where I known to his ma- 

jeſty and the lords (obſerve me) I would undertake 
(upon this poor head and life) for the publick benefit 
of the ſtate, not only to ſpare the intire lives of his 
ſubjects in general; but to fave the one half, nay, 
three parts of his yearly charge in holding war, and 
againſt what enemy ſoever. And how would I do it, 
think you ? 

E. Kue. Nay, I know not, nor can I conceive. 

Bob. Why thus, fir, I weuld ſelect nineteen more, 
to myſelf, throughout the land; gentlemen they 
ſhould be of good ſpirit, ſtrong and able conſtitution, 
I would chuſe them by an inſtinct, a character that I 
have: and I would teach theſe nineteen the ſpecial 
rules, as your Punto, your Reverſo, your Stoccata, 
your Imbroccato, your Paſſado, your Montanto; till 
they could all play very near, or altogether as well as 
myſelf. This done, ſay the enemy were forty thou- 
ſand ſtrong, we twenty would come into the field the 
tenth of March, or thereabouts; and we would chal- 
lenge twenty of the enemy; they could not in their 
honour refuſe us; well, we would kill them; chal- 
lenge twenty more, kill them; twenty more, kill chem 
too; and thus would we kill every man his twenty a 
day, that's twenty ſcore; twenty ſcore, that's two 
hundred; two hundred a day, five days a thouſand; 
forty thouſand ; forty times five, five times forty, two 
hundred days kills them all up by computation. And 
this will I venture my poor gentleman-like carcaſs to 
perform (provided there be no treaſon practis'd upon 
us) by fair and diſcreet manhood ; chat! is, civilly by 
the ſword. 

E. Kno. Why are you ſo ſure of your hand, Cap- 
tain, at all times ? 


Bob. 
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Bob. Tut, never miſs thruſt upon my reputation 
with you. | 
E. Kno. I would not ſtand in Dows-right's ſtate 
then, an' you meet him, for the wealth of any one 
ſtreet in London. | 
Bob. Why, f:r, you miſtake me! if he were here 
now, by this welkin, I would not draw my weapon 
on him ! let this gentleman do his mind : but I will 
— him (by the bright ſun) where-ever I meet 
im. | 
Mat. Faith, and I'll have a fling at him at my 
diſtance. | | 
E. Kno. Gods fo, look where he is; yonder he goes. 
{Downright av over the age. 
Dow. What peeviſh luck have I, I cannot meet 
with theſe bragging raſcals? | 
Bob. It's not he? is it:? f 
E. Kno. Ves faith, it is he.“ 
Mat. I'll be hang'd then if that were he. 
E. Kno. Sir, keep you hanging good for ſome 
greater matter, for' T aſſure you that was he. 
Step. Upon my reputation it was he, ; 
Bob. Had I thought ic had been he, he muſt not 
have gone ſo: but I can hardly be induc'd to believe 
it was he yet. 5 „ 
E. Kno. That I think, fir. But ſee, he is come 
ain! | OS 
Deoxw. O, Pharaob's foot, have I found you? Come, 
draw vour tools.; draw gipſey, or 1'll threſh you. 
Bob. Gentleman of valour, I do believe in thee, 
hear me _ 
.Doww. Draw your weapon then. 
Bob. Tall man, I never thought on it. till now 
{body of me) I had a. warrant of the peace ſerved on 
me, even now as I came along, by a water-bearer ; 
this gentleman ſaw it, Mr. Matthew, 05 
Dow. Sdeath, you will not draw then? 
[ He beats and diſaras him, Matthew runs away. 
Bob. Hold, hold, under thy favour forbear. 
Dew. Prate again, as you like this, you W | 
O11 


. 
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foiſt you. You'll controul the point, you ? Your con- 
fort is gone? had he ſtaid he had ſhar'd with you, 
3 | | 
« F. Kno. Twenty and till em; twenty more, kill them 


too, ha! ha! ba!” 


Bob. Well gentlemen, bear witneſs, I was bound to 
the peace, by this good day. | 

E. Kno. No faith, its an ill day Captain, never 
reckon it other: but, ſay you were bound to the peace, 
the law allows 1 to defend yourſelf: that'll prove 
but a poor excuſe. | 

Bob. I cannot tell, fir. I defire good conſtruction, 
in fair ſort. I never ſuſtain'd the like diſgrace (by 
Heaven) ſure I was ſtruck with a planet thence, for 
I had no power to touch my weapon. 

E. Kno. Ay, like enough, I have heard of many 
that have been beaten under a planet: Go, get you 
to a ſurgeon. *Slid, an' theſe be your tricks, your 
paſſadoes, and your montanto's, I'll none of them. 

«© Bob. I was planet ftruck certainly.” '[ Exit. 

E. Kno. O, manners !. that this age ſhould bring 
forth ſuch creatures ! that nature ſhould be at leaſure 
to make'em ! Come Coz. | 

Step. Maſs I'll ha? this cloak. 
E. Kne. God's will, "tis Downright's. : 

Step. Nay, it's mine now, another might have ta'en 
it up as well as I, I'll wear it, fo I will. 

E. Me. How an' he fee it? he'll challenge it, aſ- 


ſure yourſelf. 


Step. Ay, but he ſhall not ha' it? Pll ſay, I bought it. 
E. Kno. Take heed you buy it not to dear, Coz. [ Ex. 
A chamber in Kitely's Houſe. 3 
Enter Kitely, Well-bred, Dame Kitely and Bridget. 
« Kite. Now, truſt me brother, you were much to 
blame, 2 OED 
T' incenſe his anger, and diſturb the peace 
Of my poor houſe, where there are ſentinels, 


That every minute watch to give alarm, 


Of civil war, without adjection 


of 
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Of your aſſiſtance or occaſion. . 3 

« Wl. No harm done, brother, I warrant you: 
« fince there is no harm done. Anger coſts a man no- 
thing; and a tall man is never his own man till he be 
angry. To keep his valour in obſcurity, is to keep 
e himſelf as it were in a cloak-bag. What's a muſician 
< unleſs he play? What's a tall man unleſs he fight? 
« For i all this my wiſe brother ſtands upon ab- 
< ſolutely.; and that made me fall in with him fo re- 
« ſolutely. 44 Þ 
Dame. Ay, but what harm might have come of it, 
brother? 


Vel. Might, ſiſter? ſo might the good warm clothes 


your huſband wears be poiſon'd, for any thing he 
« knows ; or the wholeſome wine he drunk, even now 
© at the table 

« Kite. Now, God forbid ; O me. Now I remember 
my wife drunk to me laſt; and chang'd the cup, 
and bade me wear this curſed ſuit to day. 
See, if Heav'n ſuffer murder undiſcover'd ! 
I feel me ill; give me ſome mithridate, 
Some mithridate and oil, good ſiſter, fetch me; 
V, I am ſick at heart! I burn, I burn. 
« If you will ſave my life, go, fetch it me. 

el. O ſtrange humour! my very breath has poi- 
« ſon'd him. 2 | 

© Brid. Good brother be content, what do you mean? 
< The ftrength of theſe extreme conceits will kill you. 

Dame. Beſhrew your heart-blood, brother Well. 
< bred, now, for putting ſuch a toy into his head. 

„Vel. Is a fit ſimile a toy ? will he be poiſon'd with 
« a ſimile? Brother Kiteiy, what a ſtrange and idle 
imagination is this? For Thame, be wiſer. O my 
5 ſoul there's no ſuch matter. 8 

« Kite. Am I not fick ? how am I then, not poiſqn'd'? 


am I not poiſon'd ? how am I then fo fick ? 
« 2 you be ſick, your own thoughts make you 
* fick. 


el. His jealouſy is the poiſon he has taken. 
5 Bruin. CE, OP maſter Juſtice Clement ſalutes 


* you, 


* — „% — O — — 
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: 2 and deſires to ſpeak with you with all poſſible 

4 P R 

* Enter Brainworm 4diſguis'd like Juſtice Clement's 

©. man. | 

Lite. No time but now? when I think I am fick ? 
very ſick! well, I will wait upon his worſhip. Themas, 
© Cob, I muſt ſeek them out, and ſet'em ſentinels till 
* I return. Thomas, Cab, Thomas. [ Exit calling. 
Viel. This is perfeQtly rare, Brainworm but how 
gotꝰſt thou this apparel of the Juſtice's man? 

* Brain. Marry ſir, my proper fine pen-man- would 
needs beſtow the griſt o' me, at the Wind-mill, to 
* hear ſome martial diſcourſe ; where. fo I marſhal'd 
him, that I made him drunk with admiration! and, 
© becauſe too much heat was the cauſe of his diſtemper, 

] ſtript him ſtark naked, as he lay along aſleep, and 
© borrowed his ſuit to deliver this counterfeit meffage 
in, leaving a ruſty armour, and an old brown bill to 
watch him till my return; which ſhall be, when 1 
_ © ha* pawn'd his apparel, and ſpent the better part 

* o the money, perhaps. | | 
Mel. Well, thou art a ſucceſsful merry knave, 
* Brainworm, his abſence will be a good ſubject for 
more mirth. I pray thee, return to thy young maf- 
ter, and will him to meet me and my ſiſter Bridget 
at the Tower inſtantly ; for, here tell him the houfe 
is ſo ſtor'd with jealouſy, there is no room for love to 
© ſtand upright in. We muſt get our fortunes com- 
* mitted to ſome large priſon, ſay; and than the 
Tower, I know no better air; no, where the liberty 
of the houſe may do us more preſent ſervice. Away. 
| | Exit Brainworm. 

5 Enter Kitely and Caſh. 

© Kite. Come hither, Thomas. Now my ſecret's ripg, 
And thou ſhalt have it: lay to both thine ears. 
Hark, what ſay to thee. I muſt go forth, Thomas, 
ge Careful of thy promiſe, keep good watch, 

Note every gallant, and obſerve him well, 

That enters in my abſence to thy miſtreſs: . 

If ſhe would ſhew him rooms, the jeſt is m__ a 
— Follow 
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© Follow 'em, Thomas, or elſe hang on him, 
And let him not go after; mark their looks ; 
Note if ſhe offer but to ſee his hand, 
Or any other amorous toy about him; 
But praiſe his leg, or foot; or if ſhe ſay 
The day is hot, and bid him feel her hand, 
© How hot it is; O, that's a monſtrous thing 
Note me all this, good Thomas, mark their ſighs, 
And, if they do but whiſper, break em off. 
© I'll bear thee out in it. Wilt thou do this? 
© Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? © 

* Caſh. As trath's ſelf, fir. 

Kite. Why, I believe thee ; where is Cob, now? 
Cob? [Exit Kitely. 

* Dame. He's ever calling for Cob, I wonder how 
© he imploys Cos ſo! | 

. We. Indeed ſiſter, to aſk how he employs Cob, is a 
* neceſſary queſtion, for you are his wife, and a thing 
not very eaſy for you to be ſatisfied in: but this I'll 
* aflure you,.Cob's wife is an excellent bawd, ſiſter, 
© and oftentimes your huſband haunts her houſe ; 
© marry, to what end ; I cannot altogether accuſe him, 
imagine you what you think convenient. But I 
l on known fair hides have foul hearts, e er now, 
* liter. | | 

* Dame. Never ſaid you truer than that, brother, ſa 
much I can tell you for your learning. Tc, 
fetch your cloak and go with me, Ill after him fre- 
* ſently: I would to fortune I could take him there, 
* Y faith, I'd return him his own, I warrant him. 

el. So let 'em go: this may make ſport anor, 
Now, my fair ſiſter-in-law, that you knew but how 
happy a thing it were to be fair and beautiful? 

| * [Exit with Cap. 


1 2 


i * 
— — — — 


N. B. This ſcene goes on again as it was winter by Jonſon, 
al line 22, page 82. 25 


The following ſcenes, between double c mmas, are the alterations 
of Mr. Garrick : The foregoing ones, between ſingle comaas, are 
23 they were originally written by the author Bea Jonſors 
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80 8 C'E NE A Chamber in Kitely's Hon. 
| Enter Kitely and Caſh. 
«« Kite. Art thou ſare, Thomas, we 
«« into all and every part throughout e have pry' ? Is 
40 — by- place, or dark CE has ſcapꝰd our 
«« ſearches ? 


«© Caſs. Indeed, Sir, none; there's not a hole or 


« nook unſearch'd a {candor g's, emp unto the 


« cellar. 


Kite. They have convey'd him then away, or hid 


« him 1 
« were 


owed privacy of their own-— Whilſt de 
of the dark cloſet by my ſiſter's 


4. chamber, 2 thou not think thou heard'ſt a ruſt- 


ling on the other ſide, and a ſoft tread of feet ? 

** Caſh. Upon my truth, I did not, Sir; or if you 
did it might be only the vermin in the wainſcot ; 
the houſe is old, and over-run with em. 

« Nite. It is, indeed, Tbomm— we ſhould bane 
r theſe rats doſt thou u nd me—we will— 
„they ſhall not harbour here; I'll cleanſe my houſe 
from 'em, if fire or poiſon: can eſſect it. Iwill not 
be tormented thus— They knaw my brain, and 
* burrow'in my heart -I catznot bear it. 

*« Caſs. I do not underſtand you fir! Good now, 
« what is't diſturbs you thus hs, be compos'd ; 
* theſe ſtarts of paſſion have ſotne us enn that 
© touches you more nearly. 

<< Kite. Sorely, ſorely, Thomas—it cleaves too cloſe 
« to me—Oh Wel lend me thy arm—ſo, 
*« good Cab. 3 
O_o Cab? You tremble and look pale! let me call 
«« aſſiſtance. 

#* Kire. Not for ten thouſand worlds—Alas! alas! 
£* *tis not in med'cine to give me eaſe—here, here it 
4. lies. 

« Cafp. What, fir? 

Kite. Why, —nothing, nothing—I am not fick, 

yet more chan dead; I have a burning fever in my 
rind, and long for that, which having, would de- 
* ſtroy me. 


cc cal. 
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* Cafe. Believe me, tis your fancy's impoſition ; 
* ſhut up your generous mind from ſuch intruders— 
I'll hazard alt my growing favour with you: Pll 
«« ſtake my preſent, my future welfare, that ſome baſe 
„ whiſpering knave, nay, (pardon me, fir) hath in 
the beſt and richeſt ſoil, ſown ſeeds of rank and 
evil nature! O, my maſter, ſhould they take root, 
[ Langhing within. 
Kite. Hark? hark! doſt thou not hear! what 
« think'ſt thou now? are they not laughing at me? 
They are, they are. They have deceiv'd the wit- 
*< tol, and thus they triumph in their infamy— This 
* vation 1s not to we; hav (Laughing again.) 
hark, again Ca, do thou unſeen ſteal in upon 
* dem and liſten to their wanton conference. 
* Cafp. I ſhall obey you, tho' againſt my Ar. 
| ; cc F- it. 
« Kite. Againſt his will? ha! it may be ſo— He's 
young, and. may be brib'd for them they ve 
1% various means to draw the unwary in; if it be ſo, 
« Pm. loſt, deceiv'd, betray'd, and my boſom, (my 
full fraught boſom) is unlock'd and open'd to mock- 
& ery and laughter! Heaven forbid! He cannot be 
© that viper; King the hand that rais'd and cheriſh'd 
him! was this ſtroke added, I ſhould be cure d 
* But it cannot be—no, tt cannot be. 
: | Enter Caſh. 


«« Caſh. Yoware muſing, fir. 1 
Kite. I aſk your pardon, Caſs, —afk me nat why— 
I have wrong'd you, and am forry—'tis gone. 

.** Cafe. If you-ſuſpet my faith— 3 

« Kite. I do not - fay no more —and for my ſake 
let it die and be forgotten —— Have you ſeen your 
« miſtreſs, and heard——whence was that noiſe ? 
Cas. Yau brother, Maſter Vell. red, is with 
ee m, and. I found em throwing out their mirth on 
« a very truly ridiculous ſubject; it is one Formal, 
« as he ſtiles himfelf, and he appertains (fo he phraſes 

it) to Juſtice Clement, and wou'd ſpeak with you. 
Kite. With me! art thou ſure it. is the. Juſtice's 
« clerk? where. is he? | 


x 


w 


„% eee Cpt 23 — — 


w 2 _ -- — —— —— 


78 EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 


«« Enter Brainworm (as Formal.) 
— Who are you, friend? 
% Brain. An appendix to Juſtice Clement, r 
** calPd his clerk. 


Kite. What are your wants with me? 

* Brain. None. 

Kite. Do you not want to ſpeak with me ? 

*« Brain. No. but my maſter does. 

** Kite. What are the Juſtice's commands ? 

*© Brain. He doth not command, but intreats Ma- 
e ſter Kitely to be with him direQly, having matters 


of ſome moment to communicate unto him. 


Kite. What can it be! ſay, I'll be with him in- 
«*« ftantly, and if your legs, friend, go no falter than 
your tongue, I Kall be there before you. 

** Brain. Iwill. Vale. [ Exit. 

« Kite. Tis a precious fool, indeed r muſt go 
* forth — But firſt, come hither, Thomas—lI have 


admitted thee into the cloſe receſſes of my heart, 


** and ſhew'd thee all my frailties, paſſions, every 


* raw. — he careful of thy promiſe, keep good 


| ke wa 


wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 
Cab. As truth's ſelf, —_ 

«« But be affur'd you're heaping care and trouble 

Upon a ſandy baſe ; ill-plac 7 ſuſpicion 


ys Recoils u n yourſel he's chaſte as comely ! 


«© Believ't af Fe 369 her not note your humour ; 
*« Diſperſe he gloom upon your brow, and be 


_ 1 as her unſullied honour. 


% Kite. I will then, Cafþ—thou comfort'ſt me 
„ I'll drive theſe 


„ Fiend-like fancies from me, and be myſelf again. 


% Think'ſt thou ſhe has perceiv'd my folly ?- "I were 
« Happy if ſhe had not—She has not— 


They who know no evil will ſuſpe& none. 


© Cafe. True, fir ! nor has your mind a blemiſh now. 


„This change has gladdened me—Here's my miſtreſs 


And the reſt, ſettle your reaſon to accoſt em. 
10 Kite. I will, Cafe, I will 


1 Enter 
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4% Enter Well-bred, Dame Kitely, and Bridget. 
Wel. What are you plotting, brother K:zely, 
** That thus of late you muſe alone, and bear | 
% Such weighty care upon your penfive brow? | Laughs. 
„Kite. My care is all for you, good ſneering brother, 
* And well wiſh you'd take ſome wholeſome counſel, 
And curb 2 headſtrong humours; truſt me, bro- 
ther, | 
1 You were to blame to raiſe commotions here, 
And hurt the peace and order of my houſe. 
* Fel. No harm done, brother, I warrant you, 
“ Since there is no harm done; anger coſts 
A man nothing, and a brave man is never 
His own man till he be angry To kee 
« His valour in obſcurity, is to keep himſelf, 
* As it were, in a cloak-bag: What's a brave 
* Mufician unleſs he play ? | 
« What's a brave man unleſs he fight? . 9 
% Dame. Ay, but what harm might have come of 
* it, brother ? | | : 
„Vel. What, ſchool'd on both fides! Prithee, 
« Bridget, ſave me from the rod and lecture. 
[Brid. and Wel. retire. 
1% Kite. With what a decent modeſty the rates him 
% My heart's at eaſe, and ſhe ſhall fee it i 
„% How art thou, wife? thou look'ſt both gay: and 
: t comely 
In troth thou doſt—I am ſent for ont, my dear, 
«« Bat I ſhall ſoon return—— Indeed, my lite, 
Buſineſs that forces me abroad grows irkſome, 
* I cou'd content me with leſs gain and vantage 
% To have the more at home, indeed I cou'd. 


« Dame. Your doubts, as well as love, may breed 
& theſe thoughts. 5 
Kite. That jar untunes me. | 
% What doſt thou ſay ? doubt thee ? [Ala 


7 I ſhou'd as ſoon ſuſpect myſelf Na, no, 

4 My confidence 1s rooted in thy merit, 

5 So fixt and ſettled, that, wert thou inclin'd | 
To maſks, to ſports, and balls, where luſty youth. 
| | D4 Leads 
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Leads up the wanton dance, and the rais'd pulſe 
* Beats quicker meaſures, yet I could with joy, 
«© With heart's eaſe and fecurity—not but 
«© I had rather thou ſhould'ſt prefer thy home 
And me, to toys and ſuch like vanities. ' 
«« Dame. But fure, my dear, 
A wife may moderately more uſe theſe Rleaſurer, 
Which numbers, and the time give ſanction to, 
*© Without the ſmalleſt blemiſh on her name. 
«« Kite. And Þ ſhe may —— And PH go with thee, 
* chal 
© I will indeed——PII lead thee there myſelf, _ 
And be the foremoſt reveller.— Pl fence 
The ſneers of envy, ſtop the tongue of ſlander ;_ 
Nor will I more be pointed at, as one 
PDiſturb'd with jealouſy—— 
Dame. Why, were you ever ſo? 
. Kite. What! — ba! never —ha, ha, hat 
She ſtabs me home. [Afar jealous of thee ! 
No, do not believe it—ſpeak low, my love, 
* Fhy brother will overhear w—No, no, my dear, 
It couꝰ' d not be, it couꝰd not befor for 
What is the time now ?—I ſhall be too late— 
«© No, no, thou may'ft be fatisfy'd 
«© There's not the farallef ark remaining 
<# Remaining! What do I ſay? there never was, 
Nor can, nor ever ſhall be—ſo be wr” to 
« Is Cob within there? Give me a kils, © © 
«« My dear, there, there, now we are reconciPd— 
I'll be back immediately—Good-by e, good-bye— 
«© Ha! ha, jealous, I ſhall burſt my fides with laoghing; 
« Ha, , was Cob, where are you, Cob ? Ha, ha: "Z 
, xit. 


[Well-bred and Bridget comes forward. 
„ el. What have you done ta make your huſband 
«+ part ſo merry from you ? He has of late been little 
given to laughter. 
„Dame. He laugh'd indeed, but ſeemingly without 
« mirth; his behaviour is new and ſtrange: he is 
much ies, and has fome whimſy in his head, 
chat puzzles mine to read it. | 
«Fell. 
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* « Wel. Tis jealouſy, good filter, and writ fo largely 
that the blind may read it; have you pep, 
« ix e | ae? nds <= 

„Dame. If I have, tis not always: t that 
my tongue ſhou'd betray my eyes, fo far my wiſ- 
% dom tends, brother, and little more I boaſt 
*© — But what makes him ever calling for Ces fo? I 
I wonder how he can employ him. 5 

„Vel. Indeed, fiſter, to aſk how he employs Cob, 


is a neceſſary queſtion for you, that are his wife, 


and a thing not very eaſy for you to be fatisfy'd in 
« But this, Fl] aſſure, Cob's wife is an excellent 
% bawd, fiſter, and oftentimes your huſband haunts 
* her houſe; marry to what end, I:cannotaltogether 
„ accuſe him; imagine you what you think conve- 
„ nient. But I have known fair hides have foul 


hearts, ere now, ſiſter. 


*—Dazie, Never ſaid you truer than that, brother ; 
„ ſo much I can tell you for your learning, O, ho! 
is this the fruit oſ's jealouſy? I thought ſome game 
was in the wind, he aQted ſo much tenderneſs but 
no, but I'll be quit with him.—Thomas / 

Enter Caſh. 


Fetch your hat, and go with me; Pll get my hood, 


and. out the backward way.—I would to fortune I 
** could take him there, Pd return him his own, I: 
« warrant him Pd fit him for his jealouſy! [Exi.. 

% hal. Ha; ha! fo, &en let em go; this may 

make ſport anon— What, Brain-worm # ay 
Euter Brain-worm. 

* Brain. I faw the merchant turn the corner, and 
came back to tell you, all goes well ; wind and 
* tide, my maſter, 

Vel. But how go'ſt thou this apparel of the 
«« juſticeꝰs man? hy "I * 

« Brain, Marry, Sir. proper fine penman 
«« wou'd 4 Ulle the gri 72 at the Wind- 
„ mill, to hear ſome martial diſcourſe, where I ſo 
<< marſhalled him, that I made him drunk with admi- 
ration: and becauſe 988 heat was the caulgof 
. 5 


% 
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his diſtemper, I ſtript him ſtark naked, as he lay 
along afleep,. and. borrow'd. his ſuit to deliver this 
*« counterfeit meſſage in, leaving a ruſty armour, and 
an old brown bill, to watch him till my return; 
„which ſhall be when I have pawn'd his apparel, and 
«« ſpent the better part of the money, perhaps. 
« Hel. Well thou art a ſucceſsful knave, 
% Brain-worm ; his abſence will be ſubject for more 
«© mirth. I pray thee return to thy young maſter, and 
«© will him to meet me and my ſiſter Bridget at the 
* Tower inſtantly ; for, here, tell. him, the houſe is ſo 
«« ſtor'd with jealouſy, there is no room for love to 
«« ſtand upright in. We muſt get our fortunes com- 
_ *© mitted to ſome large priſon, ſay, and than the 
„ Tower, I know no better air, nor where the liberty 
of the houſe may do us more preſent ſervice. Away. 
|  [ Exiz. Brain: 
% Brid. What, is this the engine that you told me 
* of ? What farther meaning have you in the plot? 


% Wal. That you may know, fair ſiſter-in-law, how 


* happy a thing it is to be fair and beautiful.“ 
Brid. That touches not me, brother. 
Wel. That's true; that's even the fault of it: for 


indeed, beauty ſtands a woman in no ſtead, unleſs it 


yrocure her touching— But, ſiſter, whether it touclr 
"you or no, it touches your beauties; and Lam ſure, 
they will abide the touch; an' they do not, a plague 
of all ceruſe, fay I; and it touches me too in part, 
though not in the'——Well, there's a dear re- 
ſpected friend of mine, ſiſter, ſtands very ſtrongly and 
worthily affected toward you, and hath vow'd to in- 
flame whole bonfires of zeal at his heart in honour of 


your perfections. I have already engag'd my promiſe _ 


to bring you, where you ſhall hear him confirm much 
more. Ned Kno'wel is the man, ſiſter. There's no 
exception againſt the + You are ripe for a huſ- 
band; and a minute's loſs to ſuch an occafion, is + 
great treſpaſs in a wiſe beauty. What ſay you, fiſter ? 
On my ſoul he loves you, will you give hun the meet- 
ing ? | 


Bridg. 


: — » — - 


gy — — — - 
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9 = I'm bruted by my wife, betray'd 


EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. j 


Brid. Faith I had very little confidence in mine 
own conſtancy, brother, if I durſt not meet a man: 
but this motion of yours ſavours of an old knight-ad- 
venturer's ſervant a little too much — 

8 What's — * ſiſter? 

rid. Marry, of go- between. 

Vel. No matter if it did, I would be ſuch an one 
for my friend. But ſee! who is return'd to hinder 
us? 


Enter Kitely. 

Kite. What villainy is this? call'd out on a falſe 
meſſage ? This was 2 plot! I was not ſent for. 
Bridget, where's your ſiſter ? 

Brid.” I think ſhe be gone forth, fir. 

Kite. How ! is my wife gone forth ? whither, for 
God's ſake? _ 

Brid. She's gone abroad with Thomas. 

Kite. . Oh, that villain cheats 
me 
He hath diſcover'd all unto my wife ; 

Beaſt that I was to truſt ham. Whither, I pray 
You, went ſhe? | 

Brid. I know not, fir. 

Mel. Fil tell you, brother, whither I ſuſpet ſhe's 
ne. 

Lie. Whither, good brother ? 

Mil. To Co's houſe, I believe: but beer my 

counſel. 

Lite. I will, I will. —To Cod's houſe! Doth ſhe 

haunt there? 
She s gone a purpoſe now to cuckold me 
With that lewd raſcal, who, to win her favour, 
Hath told her all— Why wou'd you let her go? 

% Val. Becauſe ſhe's not my wife; if ſhe-were, I'd 
keep her to her tether. 

66 \ Kite. So, ſo; now tis plain.—T ſhall go mad 
« With my misfortunes ; ; now ":y ur in torrents: 


my ſervant, 


'd at by my relations, pointed at by my neigh- 
DG 66+ Deſpis d 


* 


66 bours, 


— — 
— 
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*« Deſpis'd by myſelf.—There is nothing left now 
** Butto revenge myſelf firſt, next hang myſelf; 
And then—all my cares will be over. [Eri 


« Brid. He ſtorms moſt loudly ; fure you have 
gone too far in this. 


el. Twill all end right; depend upon't.— But 
« Jet us loſe no time; the coaſt is clear ; away, * 
the affair is worth it and cries haſte. 


« Brid. Ay truſt me to your guidance brother, and 
** ſo fortune for us. 


iel. Come, he's once more 


| gone, 
© Siſter, let's loſe no time; th' affair is worth it.“ 


| [ Exeunt. 
SCENE, Stocks Market. 


Enter Matthew and Bobadil. 


Mat. I wonder captain what they will fay of my 
away? ha? 


Bob. Why, what ſhould they ſay? but as of a diſ- 
creet gentleman ?: quick wary, reſpeatul of nature's 


fair lineaments? and that's all, 


Mat. Why ſo! but what can b 


ang? 


Beb. A rude part, a touch with ſoft wood, 2 kind 
of groſs battery us'd, laid on frongly, born moſt pe. 
tiently; and that's all. 


Me. Ay, but would any man have offered it in 
Venice] as you lay? 

« Bob. Tut, I aſſure you, no: you ſhall have there 
your nobilis, your gentelezza, come in bravely 
upon your reverſe, ſtand you cloſe, ſtand you firm, 
ſtand you fair, fave . left leg, 
come to the aſſalto with the right, thruſt with brave 
© ſteel, defy your baſe wood! But where ſore do I 
awake this remembrance ? I was faſcinated by Fapi- 
ter! faſcinated; bat I will be unwitch'd, and reveng d 


by law. 


Mar. Do you hear ? is not beſt to 


get a warrant, 


and have him arreſted and brought before Jaſtice Cle> 


mont ? 


B ob, 


_ ; $6. Hon. I 
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"4 | Baby l were not amiſs, would we had it. 


Mat. Why here comes his man, let's ſpeak to kim. 
Bod. * do you ſpeak. 
| Enter Brainworm as Formal. 
Mat, *Save you, fir. 


Brain. With all my heart, fir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Down-right hath abus'd this 
gentleman and myſelf, ad * to make 
our amends by law; now, if you would do us the fa- 
vour to procure a warrant, to bring him afore your 
"hh you ſhall be well confider'd of, I aſſure you, 

Brain. Sir, you know my ſervice is my living; ſuch 
—— — of my maſter is has only prefer- 


ment, and therefore you muſt confder me as I may 
make benefit of my place.- 


Mat. 3 far ? 
. Brain. Faith, fir, the thing is extraordinary, nd 
rhe gentleman may be of great account; yet, be what 
bewill, if you wall lay me down a brace of angels in 
my hand, you ſhall have at, otherwaſe not. 
JE... 2 ſhall we do captain ? He aſks a brace of 
go pn ET y? | 
a croſs by fortune. 
Wor Nor 1, as1 2 but two 
lefe of my two ſhillings in the morning for wine an 
radiſh : let's find him ſome pawn. 
. Bob. Pawn! we have none to the value of his 5 
mand. 
.. O, yes, ll pan his jewel in my xr, and 
wn your 
—— 22 
3 Well, .an* there be no remedy : FU fey ade 


and pull 'em off. 


A. Do you hear, fir ? we have no. ſtore A mo- 
* ney at this — but you ſhall have pawns 3 
look you, fir, this jewel, and that gentleman's ſilk- 
„ ftockings, becauſe we would have it diſpatch'd e' er 
* we went to our chambers. I can * 


« Bes. 


DoW. 
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« Bob. And harkee, he ſhall have my truſty Toledo 
too. I believe I ſhall have no ſervice for it to-day. 

Mat. Do you hear, fir? we have no ſtore of mo- 
« ney at this time, but you ſhall have good pawns ;. 
look you, fir, I will pledge this ring, and that 
«« gentleman his Toledo, becauſe we would have it diſ- 
«<> patch' d.“ | . 
Brain. I am content, fir; I will get you the war- 
rant preſently ; what's his name, ſay you? Down- 
right ? | 

Mat. Ay, ay, George Down-right. 

Brain. What manner of man is he? 

* Mat. A tall big man, fir; he goes in a eloak moſt 
* commonly of ſilk- ruſſet, laid about with ruſſet-lace. 

* Brain. "Tis very good, fir. 

* Mat. Here, fir, here's my jewel. 

* Bob. And here are my ftockings.” 
Brain. Well, gentlemen, PII procure you this war- 
rant preſently; but who will you have to ſerve it? 
Mar. That's true, captain, that muſt be conſider'd. 
Bab. Body &'me, I know not; tis ſervice of dan- 
eh Why, you were beſt get one o'the varlets 
2 city, a ſerjeant: Pll appoint you one, if you 
2 Mat. Will you, fir? Why, we can wiſh no better. 
Bob, We'll leave.it to. you, fir. 
NS OT [Exeunt Bob. and Mat. 

Brain. This is rare! Now will I go pawn this cloak 
of the juſtice's man's at the brokers, for a varlet's 
ſuit, and be the varlet my ſelf; © and get either more 
« pawns, or more money of Downright, for the ar- 
« reſt,” and ſo get money on all ſides. [Exit. 


- SCENE rhe Street before Cob's Houſe. 


Enter Kno'well. | 


Kno. Oh, here it is; I am glad I have found it 
Hoa ? who is within here ? 
1 [Tib appears at the wi Sons 
| 716. 


* 
' 
| 
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B. I am within, fir; what's your pleaſure ? 

Kno. To know who is within beſides yourſelf. 

Tib. Why, fir, you are no conſtable, I hope? 

Kno. O! fear you the conſtable ? then I doubt not, 
You have ſome gueſts within deſerve that fear ; 
I'll fetch him ſtraight. 

Tib. O for Heav*ns ſake, fir. 

Kno.. Go to. Come, tell me, is not young X 
well here? 

775. Young Kno'well ? 1 know none ſuch, fir, o' 
my "_ 

Kno.. Your honeſty! Dame, it flies too lightly: 
from you. There is no way but fetch the conſtable. 
776. The conſtable! The man is mad, I think. 
Enter Caſh ad Dame Kitely. 

Cafe. Hoa, who keeps houſe here? 
Kne. O, this is the female copeſmate of my ſon. 
Now ſhall I meet him ſtraight. LAlde. 
Dame. Knock, — or 
Caßb. Hoa, good wite? 
Tib. Why, what's the matter with you ? 
Dame. Why, woman, grieves it you to ope your 
door? belike you get ſomething to keep it ſhut.. 
Tib, What mean theſe queſtions, pray ye? ; 
Dame. So ſtrange you make i it? Is not my huſband: 
here ? 
Kno. Her huſband!. Lb. 
Dame. My tried and faithful huſband, Maſter K:zely.. 
715. I hope he needs not to be tried here. 
Dame. No, dame, he does it not for need, but 
« pleaſure. . 
7b. Neither for need nor pleaſure is he here.“ 
Dame. Come hither, Ca- ſee my turtle com- 
« ing to his haunts; let us retire. They retire.”? 
Kro. This is but a device to baulk me withal. 
Soft, who is this? *Tis not my fon ESE | 
os PU watch him, and ſurprize him. 
Eater Kitely muſſled in a cloak. 
« Kite. Tis truth, — there ſhe ſkulks. 
But I will fetch her from her hold—I will—- 


«© Ttrem-. 
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I tremble fo, 1 ſcarce have power to do the juſtice 


«« Her infamy demands. 
Is As Kiely goes Dame Kitely and Kno'- 
lay hald of him. | 


: £6 well | 
Nusa. Have I trapp'd you, nt you can't "ROY 


«© me now.” 
hone market, 


Dame. O, fir, haveT foreſtall'd your 
Found your cloſe walks? You 2 amaz d now, do 
Ah! hide, hide, your face for ſhame.” [you & 
Pfaith (Lam glad) 1 have ſmoake you at laſt. 
What is your jewel, trow? In, 1 let's ſee her ;. 
(Fetch forth the wanton dame) if ſhe be fairer, 
In any honeſt judgment than myſelf, 
PIL — — it: but, ſhe is change, 

She feeds you fat, ſhe ſooths your appetite, 

And you are well L your wife, an honeſt woman, 

Is meat twice ſod to you, - fir! O, teacher !. 

| Kuo. She cannot 1 thus palably.” 

© What mean you, woman? let 1 5 


] fee the counterfeit I am 
bim u my enn. | 
Nite. [diſcovering himſelf.] I am your cuckold, | 
, and claim my vengeance. | 
„Dame. What, do you wrong me, and inſult me 
. 1:5 rand: | 
4% Thou faithleſs man !” | 
Kite. Out on thy more than ſtrumpet _— 
Steal'ft thou thus to thy haunts? and have I taken 
Thy bawd, and thee, and thy companion, 
This boary- headed letcher, this old goat, 
| Pointin £4 to Old Kno'well. 
Cloſe ar your villainy, and would'tt thou ſcuſe i it 


With this tale harlot's jeſt, accuſing me? 


Q, old incontinent, doſt not thou ſhame, [Te Fray 
When all thy in chaſtity is ſpent,” 
To have a'mind ſo hot, and to entice, „ ra1 
And feed th'enticements of a luſtful woman? 
Dame. Out, I defy thee, thou difſembling TY 
Kite. .Defy me, firampet? aſk thy pander here, 


Can he deny it ? or that wicked elder ?. 


' Kno. Why, hear you, fir, 
CE, Kite, 


— 


ä —__ 
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Kite. Tut, tut, tut; never ſpeak. 

6 "Pp guilty conſcience will diſcover thee,” ** Ice 
*« thro' ev'ry 

Veil you caſt upon your treachery : but I have 

Done with you, and root you from my heart for ever. 
For you, ſir, thus I demand my honour's due; 
KReſolv d to cool your luſt, or end my ſhame. [ Draws. 

«© Kno. What lunacy is this, * that haunts this. man?” 
* put up your ſword, and nndeceive yourſelf no arm 
that e' er pois'd weapon can affright me. But I pity 
** folly, nor cope with madyeſs. 

Kite. I will have proofs—I will“ 


So you, 2 bawd, Col's wife, and you 
'T hat make your huſband ſuch a monſter ; ; : 
And you young patider, and old cuckold-maker ; 


III ha' you every one before the juſtice : 
Nay, you ſhall anfwer it, I charge you go. 
“ Come forth thou bawd. 
[**Goes into the houſe, and brings out Ti.” 
Kno. Marry, with all my heart, fir, I go willingly; 


Though I do taſte this as 4 trick pat on me, 


uniſh my-impertinent fearch, and juſtly, 
Aa Taff Er rgive my ſon for the device. 


te. Come, will you go? 

Dame. Go, ta thy ſhame believe i . 

« Kite. Tho? — and ſorrow both my heart he- 

te, 
*« Come on—lI muſt, and will be ſatisfy d.“ 2 
"© Enter Cob. 

© Cob. Why, what's the matter here? what's here 
to do? 

* Kite. O Cob, art thou came ? F have beck adit 
And i'thy houſe: never was man ſo wrong d! 


* Cob. Slid, in my houſe ? my Maſter " who 
wrongs you in m houſe ? * here: 


Kite. Marry, young luſt in old, and old in you 

© Thy wife's hel baws, here have I taken *em. * 
* Cob. How? bawd? is my houſe come to that? 

am I preferr'd thither? did I charge you to keep your 

doors ſhut, fel? and do you let em lie open for 


© all comers? {| He falls upon his wife, and beats pm 
: a * An0 
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Nuo. Friend, know ſome cauſe, before thou beat'ſt 
thy wife. This's madneſs in thee. | 
© Cob. Why, is there no cauſe ? 
Kite. Ves, I'll ſhew cauſe before the juſtice, Cob; 
* Come, let her go with me. ; 
Cob. Nay, ſhe ſhall go. g 1 
716. Nay, Iwill go. I'll ſee an' you may be al- 
* low'd to make a hundle o'hemp o'your right and 
* lawful wife thus, at every cuckoldy knave's pleaſure. 
* Why do you not go ? k 3 
* Azre. A bitter quean ! come we'll ha* you tam'd.” 
E [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, Stocks Market. 


f Enter Brain-worm. 

Brain. Well, of all my diſguiſes yet, now am 1 
molt like myſelf, being in this ſerjeants gown. A man 
of my preſent profeſſion never counterfeits, till he lays 
Hold upon. a debtor, and ſays, he reſts him; for then 
he brings him to all manner of unreſt. A kind of 
little kings we are, n diminutive of a mace, 
made like à young artichoke, that always carries pep- 
por and ſalt in itſelf. Well, I know not what danger 

undergo by this exploit; pray Heav'n I come well 


off. | 
EY Enter Bobadil and Mr. Matthew. 
Mat. See, I think, yonder is the varlet, by his 
Gown. : 
© Bob. Let's go in queſt of him. 
Mat. Save you, friend; are not you here by ap- 
pointment of Juſtice Clement 's man? 
Brain. Ves, an't pleaſe you, ſir; he told me, two 
tlemen had will'd him to procure a warrant from 
is maſter. (which J have about me) to be ſerv'd on 
one Down-right. | 7 
Mat. It is honeſtly done of you both; and ſee where 
the party comes you muſt arreſt ; ſerve it upon him 
' quickly, before he be aware 
Enter Mr. Stephen in Down-right”s cloak. 
| Seb. Bear back, Maſter Mattherv. ; 
Brain. Maſter Down-right, I arreſt you in the king”s 
| name, 
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name, and muſt carry you before a juſtice, by virtue 
of this warrant. 

Step. Me, friend? I am no Down-right, I: I am 
Maſter Stephen : you do not well to arreſt me, I tell 
you truly; I am in * s bonds or books, I would 
you ſhould know it. lague on you heartily, for 
making me thus afraid bell re my time. 

Brain. Why, now you are deceived, gentlemen. - 

Bob. He wears ſuch a cloak, and that deceiv'd us: 
But fee, here a comes indeed; this is he, officer. 

„ Down. right. 

Down. Why, how now, SigniorGull ! are you turn'd 
Alcher of Iate? Come, deliver my cloak. 

Scep. Your cloak, fir? I bought it even now, in open 
market. 

Brain. Maſter Down-right, I have a warrant I muſt 
ſerve upon you, procur' d by theſe two gentlemen. 

Down. Theſe gentlemen ? theſe raſcals ! 


Brain. Keep the peace, I charge you in his majeſty's 
name. | 
bey thee. What muſt I do, officer ? 


Down. I © 
. Brain. Go before Maſter uſtice Clement, to anſwer 
what th — a you, fir: I will uſe you 


Mat. Cakes, let's before, and make the juſtice, cap- 
Ln — [Exit „ 


Bob. The varlet's a tall man, afore Heav'n ! 
[ Exit. 


Down. Gull, you'll gi me my cloak ? 

Step. Sir, I bought it, and Pl keep it. 

Down. You will? | 

Step. Ay, that I will. - 

Down. Officer, there's thy fee, arreſt him. 

Brain. Maſter Stephen, I — arreſt you. | 

Step. Arreſt me! I. ſcorn it. There, take your 
cloak, Ill none on' t. 

Down. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn now, fir. 
0-4 Pl go with thee to the juſtice's; bring him 

on 

8405. Why, is not t here your cloak ? what would 


you have ? 
Don- 


kindly, 
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Down. VII ha? you anſwer it, fir. 


Brain. Sir; P'll take your word, and this gentle 
man's too, far his rance. 


Down. I'll ha* no words: bring him along. 1 
6 r Sir, I may chuſe to do that, F may take 
* D 

* Down. "Tis true, you may take bail, and chuſe, 
at another time; but hall not now. varlet: bring 


Fim along, or FI ſwinge you. 


Brain. Sir, I pity the gentleman's caſe; Here's. 
* your money again. 
Doron. *Sdains, tell not me of my money 3 bring 
* him away, I ſay. 
: © Brain. I'warrant you he will gp with you of kim- 
8 felf, fir. 
: © Down. Yet more ado?” 
Brain. I have made a fair maſh on't. 
Step. Muſt F pot 
Drain. Fknowno „Nader 
Down. ome gl along, 


your —_— ind, 


fir, E exynot hang me for it. 
Can 9 * 18 


e. Fthink not, ſir : i it 13 but a whipping matter, 


dez. Whiy then let him do his worſt, I am reſotute. * 


923 


aw 


2423 1 
— 


i CT. v. 
SCENE, £ hall in. Tuftice Clements boys 
Euter Clement, Kvo'well, Kigely, Dame Kitely,. 
Tib, Caſh; Cob, and Servants. 
Clem. AY, but flay, ſtay give me leave: my 
N chair, firrah. You, Maſter l, ſay 
went thither to meet your ſon ?. 
Kino. Ay, fir. 


Clem. But who directed you thither ? 
Lia. That. did mine own man, ſir. 


Clem. 


e me here I do not lr | 
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. Nay, I know not now; I left him with your 
clerk, and appointed him to fray kere for me. 
Clem. My clerk ? About xn Ax rep was this? 
- Kno. Marty, between one and two, as I take it. 
Clem. 2 what time came my man with the falſe 
meſſage » Maſter Liteſy? 
— her ewe, fir. 
Clem. Very good: but, Miftreſs Kitth, how chance 
it that you were at Ceb's ha! 
Dame. An' pleaſe you, fir, PII tell you: my bro- 
ther Neil. bre told me, that Cob's houſe was a ſuſ- 
— 4 — — 
Clem. 80 it methinks ; but on. 
2 And huſband us'd thither, daily. 
Clem. No matter, 15 he us d himſelf well, miſtreſs. 
Dame. True, ſir; but you know what grows by ſuch 
kaunts oftentimes. 
Clem. I fee rank fruits of a jealous brain, miſtreſs 


Kitely : but did you find your huſband ! in that 
par as you ſuſpected ? 


Kite. I found her there, fir- 


Clem. Did you o ? that alters the caſe. 
you know] 
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Who gave 
— of your wife's being there? oy 
Kite. Marry, that did my brother Well- bed. 5 
Clem. How ? Well-bred firft tell her; then tell you 
after? Where is Well-bred ? - 
Kite. Gone with my lifter, fir, I know not whither. 
Clem. Why, this is a meer trick, a device; you are 
gull'd in this moſt grofly all. Alas, poor wench, 
wert thou ſuſpected 6 this? 
Tib. Yes, moſt pitifully,* and't — you. 
Cob. And worthily, I hope, if it ſhall prove ſo.“ 
Cen- Ay, that's hke, and Shoe xllarence.* 
Enter Servant. 
How :now, ſir? what's the ma tter 
Ser. Sir, there's a gentleman i' the court without, 
deſires to ſpeak with your worſhip. 
Clem. A gentleman ? what's he? 
Ser. A ſoldier, fir, he fays. © 


Clem. A ſoldier? Take down my armour,” my 
9 5 ſword, 


ů—— —— ——— r* — ꝗ ꝗ ꝗœ —— — — 
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ſword, quickly. A ſoldier ſpeak with me! why, 
c when, knaves? Come on, come on. [ He arms him- 
« /elf.] hold my cap there, ſo; give me my gorget, 
my . and by, I will end matters anon 
— the ſoldier enter. Now, ür, what ha' you 
to ſay to me? | 

| Enter Bobadil and "Fl 

Bob. By your worſhip's favour: , 

Clem. Nay, keep out, dir; I know not your pre- 
tence. You ſend me word, fir, you are a ſoldier? 
why, ſir, you ſhall be nine'd * here be them 
have been amongſt ſoldiers. Sir, your pleaſure. 
Bob. Faith, fir, ſo it is, this gentleman and myſelf 
have been moſt uncivilly wrong d and beaten, by one 
Down-right, a coarſe fellow, about the town here; 
and for my own I proteſt, being a man in no fort 

given to this alchy humour of quarrelling, he hath 
aaulted me in the way of my peace, deſpoil'd me of 
mine honour, diſarm'd me of my weapons, and rudely 
lad me along in the open ſtreets, when I not ſo much 
as once offer'd to reſiſt him. 

Clem. O, God's precious! Is this the ſoldier ? 
© Here, take my — off quickly.” ©* Lie there my 
1% ſword,” *twill make him ſwoon, I fear; he is not 
ft to look on't, that will put up a blow. 

Mat. An't pleaſe your worſhip he was bound to the 
peace. 


Clem. Why, an' he were, fir, his hands were not 
bound, were they ? 

Ser. There's one of the varlets of the city, fir, has 
brought two gentlemen here; one, upon; yaur wor- 

ſhip's warrant. | 
Cen. My warrant? 

Ser. Yes, fir; the officer ſays, ed by theſe 
two. 
Clem. Bid him come in. Set by this picture. 

Enter Down- right, Stephen and Brain-worm. 

What, Mr, Down-right! are you brought at Mr. F reſh- 
water's ſuit here? 


Down. Ay faith, fir, And here's another brought 
at my ſuit. 


Chem. 
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Clem. What are you, fir? 

Step. A gentleman, fir. Q, uncle! 

Clem. Uncle! who? Maſter XKzo'wwell ? 

Kno. Ay, fir; this is a wiſe kinſman of mine. 
Step. God's my witneſs, uncle, I am wrong'd here 
monſtrouſly ; he charges me with ſtealing of his cloak, 
and would I might never ſtr, if I did not find it in 
the ſtreet by chance. 


Down. 6, did you find it now? you faid you er 
it e' er while. 

Step. And you faid, I fole it: nay, now my un- 
cle is here, I'll do well enough with you. 
. Clem. Well, let this breathe awhile 1 you that have 
cauſe to complain there, ſtand forth: had you my 
warrant for this gentleman' s apprehenſion ? 
Bob. Ay, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

Clem. Nay, do not ſpeak in paſſion ſo: where had 


you 1t ? 
Bob. Of your clerk, fir. 


Clem. That s well! an” my clerk can make war- 
rants, and my hand not at em! where is the warrant? 
officer, have you it? 

Brain. No, ſir, your worthip' s man, Maſter For- 
mal, bid me do it fo theſe gentlemen, and he would 
be my diſcharge. 
| Clem. Why, Maſter Down-right, are you ſuch a 

novice, to be ſerv'd and never ſee the warrant ? 

Down. Sir, he did not ſerve it on me. 

Clem. No? how then? 

Down. Marry, fir, he came to me, and ſaid he 
muſt ſerve it, and he would uſe me kindly, and ſo— 

Clem. O God's pity, was it ſo, ſir? + muſt ſerve 
it? Give me my long {word there, and help me off. 
s So, come on, fir varlet, I muſt cut off your legs, 
* firrah: nay, ſtand up, I'II uſe you kindly ; ; I muſt 
cut off your legs, I ſay. 

[ He flo wie over him ET! bis long ſword. 

« Braiz. O, good fir, I beſeech you; nay, good 
« maſter juſtice. 

Clem. I muſt do it, there is no remedy, I mult 
« cut off your legs, ſirrah, I muſt cut off your 7 

| © Taic 
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« raſcal, I muſt doit; I muſt cut off your noſe, I muſt 
cut off your head. - 

* Brain. O, your worſhip.  - 

Clem. Well, riſe, how doſt thou do now? doſt 
T thou feel thyſelf well? haſt thou no harm? 
Brain. No, I thank your good worſhip, fir. 

Clem. Why, ſo? I ſaid I muſt cut off thy legs, 
and I muſt cut off thy arms, and I muſt cut off thy 
head; but, I did not do it: ſo you ſaid muſt 
« ſerve this gentleman with my warrant, but you did 
* not ferve him. Give me a warrazt, I muſt ſerve 
<< one too. You knave, you ſlave, you rogue, do you 
ay you muſt, firrah? away with him to the goal, P11 
teach you a trick, for your muſt, fir. - | 

Brain. Good, fir, I beſeech you, be good to me. 
, K Tell him he ſhall to the goal, away with him, 
rain. Nay, fir, if you will commit me, it ſhall 
be for committing more than this; I will not loſe by 
my travel, any grain of my fame, certain. 
[Throws off his diſguiſe. 


Clem. How 1s this ? 

Kno. My man Brain-worm? | 
Step. O yes, uncle, Brain-worm has been with my 
couſin Edward and I all this day. | | : 

Clem. 1 told you all, there was ſome device. 

Brain. Nay, excellent juſtice, ſince I have laid my 
ſelf thus open to you, now ſtand ſtrong for me; both 
with your ſword and your balance. 

Clem. Body o'me, a merry knave! give me a bowl 
of ſack: if he belong to you Maſter KXn9'avell, I be- 
ſpeak your patience. 3 

Brain. That is it, I have moſt need of. Sir, if 

you'll pardon me only, Þ'll glory in all the res of my 
' exploits. | 

Kno. Sir, you know I love not to have my favours 
come hard from me. You have your pardon, though 
I ſuſpe& you ſhrewdly for being of counſel with-my 
ſon againſt me. - : | 

Brain. Yes, faith, I have, fir, though you retain'd 
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me doubly this morning for yourſelf : firſt as Hrain- 
worm ; after, as Fitz-Sword. I was your reform'd 
ſoldier, fir. .”I'was I ſent you to Cob's upon the er- 
rand without end. | 

Kno. Is it poflible! or that thou ſhonld'ſt diſguiſe 
thy language ſo as I ſhould not know thee ? 

Brain. O fir, this has been the day of my meta- 
morphoſis! it is not that ſhape alone that I have run 
through to-day. I brought this gentleman,” Mr. 
Kitely, a meſſage too, in the form of Mr, Juſtice's 
man here, to draw him out o' th' way, as well as your 
worſhip, while Maſter Vell bred might make a con- 
veyance of Miſtreſs Bridget to my young maſter. 

* Kite, How! my ſiſter ſtol'n away?“ 

Kno. My ſon 1s not married, I hope! 

Brain. Faith, fir, they are both as ſure as love, a 
prieſt, and three thouſand pounds (which is her por- 
tion) can make *em ; and by this time are ready to be- 
ſpeak their wedding ſupper at the Wind-mill, except 
ome friend here prevent 'em, and invite *em home. 

Clem. Marry that will I (I thank thee for putting 
me in mind on't) ſirrrah, go you and fetch 'em hither 
upon my warrant. Neither's friends have cauſe to be 
ſorry, if I know the young couple aright. © Here, I 
drink to thee for thy good news. But, I pray thee, 
what haſt thou done with my man Formal ? 
Brain. Faith, ſir, after ſome ceremony paſt, as 
making him drunk, firſt with ſtory, and then with 
wine (but all in kindneſs) and tripping him to his 
ſhirt, I left him in that cool vein ; departed, ſold 
your ' worſhip's warrant to theſe two, pawn'd his 
livery for that varlet's gown to ſerve it in; and thus 
have brought myſelf by my activity to your worſhip's 
confideration. | E 15 

Clem. And I will conſider thee in another cup of 
ſack. Here's to thee ; which having drunk off, this 
is my ſentence. Pledge me. Thou haſt done, or aſ- 
ſiſted to do nothing, in my judgment, but deſerves to 
be pardon'd for the wit o'the offence. Go into the 


„ next room; let maſter Kitely into this whimfical buſi- 


% neſs, and F be does not forgive thee, he has leſs mirth 
F | 
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in him, than an honeſt man ought to haue. If thy 
* maſter, or any man here, be angry with thee, I ſhall 
ſuſpect his engine while I know him for't. How 
* now, What noiſe 1 15 that ? 

Serv. Sir, it is Roger is come home. 

Clem. Bring him in, bring him in. What! drunk 
in arms againſt me ? your reaſon, your reaſon for this,” 

* Enter F ormal. 
* For. I beſeech your worſhip to pardon me ; I hap- 
* pen'd into ill company by chance that caſt me into 
a ſleep, and ſtript me of all my clothes — 

* Clem. Well, tell him I am juſtice Clement, and 
do pardon him-: but what is this to your armour ? 
* what may that that ſignify ? 

Form. An't pleaſe you, fir, it hung up 1'the room 
where I was ſtript; and I borrow'd it of one o'the 
* drawers to come home in, becauſe I was loth to do 

* penance through the ſtreet i' my ſhart.”? 

Clem. Well, ſtand by a while.“ How now, who 
are theſe ? | 

Enter Ed. Kno'well, Well-bred, and Bridget. 
O, the young company. W, — welcome. Give 

©« you joy. Nay, Mrs. Bridget, bluſh nat, you are not 
« /o freſh a bride, but the news of it is come hither be- 
fore you. Mafter bridegroom, I have made your peace, 
«© give me your hand. So will I for the reſt, ere you for- 
«« /ake my roof.” 

All. We are the more bound to your humanity, fir, 

Clem. Only theſe two have ſo little of man in 'em 
they are no part of my care. 

el. Ves, ſir, let me pray you for this gentleman, 
© he belongs to my ſiſter the bride. 

Clem. In what place, fir ? 

Fel. Of her delight, fir, below the ſtairs, and i in 

* publick : her poet, fir, 
Clem. A poet? I will challenge him myſelf pre- 
* {ently at extempore. 
Mount up the. Phlegon muſe, and teftify, 
» * How Saturn fititng in an eben cloud, 
© Dijrab'd his pedex white as ivory, 
And threugh the welkin thundred all aloud. S 


* 
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Fel. He is not for extempore, fir. He is all for 
© the'pocket-muſe: pleaſe you command a fight of it. 
Clem. Yes, yes, ſearch him for a taſte of his vein. 

Vel. You muſt not deny the king's juſtice, fir, 
© under a writ o' rebellion, 

Clem. What! all this verſe? body o' me, he car- 
* ries a whole realm, a common-wealth of paper in's 
© hoſe! let's ſee ſome of his ſubjects. 

© Unto the boundleſs ocean of thy face, 

© Runs this poor river charg'd with ſtreams of eyes. 

* How? this is ſtoln! 

E. Kno. A parody! a parody! with a kind of 
* miraculous gift, to make it abſurder than it was. 

* Clem. Is all the reſt of this batch? bring me a 
* torch ; lay it together, and give fire. Cleanſe the 
air. Here was enough to have infected the whole 
city, if it had not been taken in time! ſee, ſee, how 
our poet's glory ſhines ! brighter and brighter! till 
© it increaſes! O, now it's at the higheft : and now it 
* declines as faſt. You may ſee, fc tranfit gloria mundi. 


* Xno. There's an emblem for you ſon, and your 
« ſtudies! 


Clem. Nay, no ſpeech or act of mine be drawn 


© againſt ſuch as profeſs it worthily. They are not 
born every year, as an alderman. There goes more 
© to the making of a good poet, than a ſheriff. Mr. 
* Kitely, you look upon me! though I live i'the 
© city here, amongſt you, I will do more reverence 
© to him, when I meet him, than I will to the mayor 
© out of his year. But theſe paper-pedlers ! theſe 
* ink-dablers ! they cannot expect reprehenſion or re- 
© proach. They have it with the fact. 


E. Kno. Sir, you have ſav'd me the labonr of a 


defence. 
* Clem. It ſhall be diſcourſe for ſupper, between 
your father and me, if he dare undertake me. But 
* to diſpatch away theſe, you ſign o'the ſoldier, and 
picture o' the poet (but both ſo falſe, I will not ha” 
* you hang'd out at my door till midnight) while we 
are at ſupper, you two ſhall penitently faſt it out in 
| E 2 © there 


* 
— — 
——— — r . I 


100 EVERY MAN IN HIS HUMOUR. 


© my court without; and, if you will, you may pray 
© there that we may be ſo merry within as to forgive 
* or forget you, when we come out. Here's a third, 
* becauſe we tender your ſafety, ſhall watch you, he 
is provided for the purpoſe. Look to your charge, 
of  [Exeunt Bob. Math. and Brainworm.” 

Step. And what ſhall I do? | 

Clem. O! I had loſt a ſheep an' he had not bleat- 
ed! why, fir, you ſhall give Mr. Down-right his 
cloak, and I will intreat him to take it. A trencher 
and a napkin you ſhall have i'the buttery, and keep 
Cob and his wife company here; whom I will intreat 


firſt to be reconcil'd; and you to endeavour with your 
wit to keep em fo. 


Step. I'Il do my beſt. | | 
© Cob. Why, now I ſee thou art honeſt, Tb, I re- 
© ceive thee as my dear and mortal wife again. 
*T76. And J you, as my loving and obedient huſband. 
Clem. * Good complement ! it will be their bridal 
© night too. They are married anew. Come, I 
* conjure the reſt to put off all diſcontent. ** Call 
Mater Kitely, and his wife, there. 
« Enter Mr. Kitely and Dame Kitely. 
* Did not I tell you there was a plot againſt you? Did 7 
4 not ſmell it out, as a wiſe magiſtrate ought ? have not 
** you traced, have you not found it, eb, maſter Kitely ? 
« Kite. I Have -I confe/s my folly, and own I have 
4 deſerv'd what I have ſuffered for it. The trial has 
« been ſevere, but it is paſt, All I have to aſe now, 
*© ig, that as my folly is cured, and my perſecutors for- 
„given, my ſhame may be forgotten. 
© Kite. That will depend upon yourſelf, Maſter Kite- 
« ly; do not you yourſelf create the foed for miſchief, and 
«« the miſchievous will not prey upon you. But come, let a 
general reconciliation go round, and let all diſcontents 
*« be laid afide.” You, Mr. 2 your anger; 
you, maſter Kno cell, your cares; Maſter Kitely and 
his wife, their jealouſy, : 
« For, I muſt tell you both, while that is fed, 
Horns i'the mind are worſe than o'the _ 
Kite. 
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Kite. Sir, thus they go from me; kiſs me, ſweet wife. 


See what à drove of horns flie in the air, | 
Ving d with my cleanſed and my credulous breath ! 
Watch em ſuſpicious eyes, watch where they fall. 
See, ſee! on heads, that think th' have none at all! 
O, what a plenteous world of this will come ! 


When air rains horns, all may be ſure of ſome. 


© I ha' learn'd ſo much verſe out of a jealous man's 
part in a play. | a 
Clem. Tis well! *tis well! this night we'll dedi- 
* cate to friendſhip, love, and laughter. Maſter 
* bridegroom, take your bride and lead; every one a 
© fellow. Here is my miſtreſs, Brainworm / to whom 
all my addreſſes of courtſhip ſhall have their refer- 
* ence. Whoſe adventures this day, when our d- 
* children ſhall hear to be made a fable, I doubt not 
but it ſhall find both ſpectators and applauſe. 
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FAOLLOUDUTLRT 


13/2 EN ftrife diſturbs, or ſloth corrupts an age, 

Keen ſatyr is the buſt fineſe of the fage. | 
When the Plain Dealer writ, he laſh'd thoſe crimes 
Which then infeſted moſt—— the modiſh times 

But now when Faction ſleeps, and ſloth is fled, 

And all our youth in actiue fields are bred ; 

When thro! GREAT BRIT AIN's fair extenfeveround, 
The trumps of fame, the notes of UNION 2 

When ANNA's ſceptre points the dacus their courſe, 
And her example give her precepts force ; 

T here ſcarce 4s room for ſatyr ; all our lays 

Muft be, or ſongs of triumph, or of praiſe. 

But as in grounds beſt cultivated, tares 

And poppies riſe among the golden ears ; 

Our product fo, fit for the field or ſchool, 

Muſt mix with nature's favourite plant 
A weed that has to twenty ſummers ran, 
Shoots up in flalk, and vegetates to max. 
Simp ling our author goes from field to field ; 
And 2 fuch fools as may diverſion yield; 
And, thanks to nature, there's no want of theſe, 
For rain or ſhine, the thriwvi ung coxcomb grows. 
Fallies to-night we ſhew, nc er laſb d before, 
Zet ſuch as — Hout you ev'ry hour; 

Nor can the pictures give a juſt offence, 

For fools are made for jeſti to men of ſenſe. 


—a fool, 
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ACT I. SCENE, A: In. 
Enter Boniface running. [ Bay-bell rings. 


Bon. F NHamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daughter 
Cherry ; all aſleep? all dead ? 
Enter Cherry running. 


Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye bawl fo, father? 
d've think we have no ears ? 


Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young minx: 
he company of the Warrington coach has ſtood in 
the hall this hour, and no body to ſhew them to their 
chambers. | | 
Cher. And let 'em wait, father; there's neither 
red coat in the coach, nor footman behind it. 

Box. But they threaten to go to another inn te- 
— 8 

Cher. That they dare not, for fear the coachman 
ſhou'd . overturn them tv-morrow.—{ Ringing] Com- 
ing, coming: here's the London coach arriv'd. 


Enter ſeveral people with trunks, band-boxes, with other 
luggage, and croſs the flage. 

Bon. Welcome, ladies. | 

Cher. Very welcome, gentlemen—— Chamberlain, 
ſhew the Lien and the Roſe. [Exit avith the company. 
Enter Aimwell in a riding habit, Archer as footman 

| carrying a portmanteau. | 

Bon. This way, this way, gentlemen. 

Aim. Set down the things; go to the ſtable, and 
ſee my horſes well rubb'd. | 

Arch. I ſhall, fir, . [Exit 

Aim. You're my landlord, I ſuppoſe? 

Ben. Yes, fir, I'm old Vill. Boniface, pretty well 
known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 


" i Wo Aim. 
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Aim. O! Mr. Boniface, your ſervant. 

Bon. O! fir, ——what will your honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the ſaying is? 

Aim. I have heard your town of Litchfield mueh 
fam'd for ale, I think ; Ill taſte that. 

Bon. Sir, I have now in my cellar ten tun of the 
beſt ale in Staffordſhire ; tis — as oil, ſweet as 
milk, clear as amber, and ſtrong as brar dy, and will 
be juſt foarteen years old the 5th day of next March, 
old ſtyle. . 
| Aim. You're very exact, I find, in the age of your 
ale. 3 

Bon. As punctual, fir, as I am in the age of my 
children: I'll ſhew you ſuch ale — here, tapſter, 
broach number 1706, as the ſaving is; — fir, you 
ſhall taſte my Anno Domini — I have liv'd in Liteb- 
Feld, man and boy, above eight and fifty years, and 


believe have not conſum'd eight and fifty ounces of 


meat. 

Aim. At a meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
ſenſe by your bulk. i 5 

Bon. Not in my life, fir: I have fed purely upon 
ale; I have eat my ale, drank my ale, and I always 
ſleep upon ale. E | 
Enter Tapſter with a Tankard, ' 
Now, fir, you ſhall ſee, your Worſhip's health: ha.! 
delicious, delicious — fancy it Burgundy, only fan- 
cy it, and 'tis worth ten ſhillings a quart. | 

Aim. | Drinks.) *Tis confounded ſtrong. 

Bon. Strong! It muſt be ſo, or how wou'd we be 
ſtrong that drink it? | 

Aim. And have you liv'd ſo long upon this ale, 
landlord ? | 

Bon. Eight and fifty years, upon my credit, fir; 
but it kill'd my wife, poor woman, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. How came that to paſs ? 13 

Bon. I don't know how, ſir; ſhe would not let the 
ale take its natural courſe, fir ; ſhe was for qualify- 
ing it every now and then with a dram, as the ſaying 
is ; and an honeſt gentleman that came this way from 
Ireland, made her a preſent of of a dozen bottles of 


Uſquebaugh—— but the poor woman was never well 
ter 
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after: But, however, I was oblig'd to the gentleman, 
you know. 

. Aim. Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her ? 
Bon. My * Bountiful Taid fo- ſo—ſhe, good lady, 
did what could be done ; ſhe cur'd her of three tym- 
panies, but the fourth carry d her off; but ſhe's happy, 
and Pm contented, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. Who's that Lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? 

Bon. Ods my. life, fir, we'll drink her health. 
[ Drinks.) My Lady Bountiful i is one of the beſt of wo- 
men: her laſt huſband, Sir Charles Bountiful, leſt 
her worth a thouſand pounds a year ; and, I believe, 
ſhe lays out one half on't in charitable uſes for the 
good of her neighbours ; ſhe cures rheumatiſms, rup- 
tures, and broken ſhins in men; —— 
* obſtructions, and fits of the mother in women: 

The king's evil, chin-cough, and chilblains in chil- 
dren: in ſhort, ſhe has cured more people in and 
about Litchfield within ten years, than the have 
kill'd in twenty, and that's a bold ward. 

Aim. Has the lady been any other way uſeful in her 
eration ? 

Des. Yes, fir, ſhe has a daughter by Sir Charles, 
the fineſt woman in all our country, and the greateſt 

fortune: She has a ſon too, by her firſt huſband, 

. *Squire Sazllen, who marry'd a fine lady from London 
t'other day; if you pleaſe, fir, we'll drink his health. 

Aim. What ort of a man is he? | 

Bon. Why, fir, the man's well enough; ſays little, 
thinks leſs, and does—nothing at all, *faith : but he's 
a man of great eſtate and values nobody. 

Aim. A ſportſman, I ſuppoſe ? 

Bon. Yes, fir, he's a man of pleaſure ; he plays at 
whiſt, and ſmoaks his pipe eight and forty hours to- 
gether ſometimes. 

7 Aim. A ſine ſportſman, truly! and marry'd, you 
? 

"hows Ay, and to a curious woman, - bet he's 
a——He wants it here, fir. 

[ Pointing to his ferchead.. 
A 4 Aim. 


| one of em 


not arch. Þ 
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Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none of my buſineſs, he's my landlord, 
and ſo a man, you know, wou'd not — but I-cod, 
he's no better than—fir, my humble ſervice to you. 
[ Drinks.) Tho' I value a farthing what he can do 
to me; I pay him his rent at quarter-day ; I have a 
good running-trade ; I have but one daughter, and I 
can give her—but no matter for that. 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface; pray, 
what other company -have you in town ? 

Bon. A power of fine ladies; and then we have the 
French officers. 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of 
thoſe gentlemen : pray, how do you like their com- 
any? 
: Bon. So well, as the ſaying is, that I cou'd with we 
had as many more of em; they are full of money, 
and pay double for every thing they have; they know, 
fir, that we paid good round taxes for the taking-of 
'em, and ſo.they are willing to reimburſe us a little: 
em lodges in my houſe. 
Enter Archer. 
Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French Cane 


below, that aſk for you. 


Bon. I'll wait on em Does your maſter ſtay 
long in town, as the ſaying is. [To — 
Afrcb. I can't tell, as the ſaying is. 
Bon. Come from London # 
. Arch. No! 
Bon. Going to London, may hap: 
Arch. No! : 
Bon. An odd fellow this; [Bar-bell rings.) I beg 


your worlhip's pardon, I'll wait on you in half a mi- 
- NUTE,- [ Extt. 


Aim. The coaſt? s clear, I ſce——Now my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. - 
Arch. I thank thee, my dear brother i in iniquity. 

Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave canting ; you heed 
your ſtyle with your dreſs. 
on't miſtake my Aimwell, for tis ſtill my 
maxim, 


Arch 
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maxim, that there's no ſcandal like rags, nor any 
crunes ſo ſhameful as poverty. 

Aim. The world confeſſes it every day in its prac- 
* tice,. tho' men won't own it for their opinion: who 
did that worthy lord, my brother, ſingle out of the 
* ſide-box to ſup with him t' other night? F 

* Arch. Tack Handicraft, a handſome, well-dreſs'd, 
mannerly, ſharping rogue, who keeps the belt com- 
« pany in town. . , 3 

Ain. Right; and , who marry'd 
# Melb t'other f the great * 4 

Arch. Why, Nick Marrowbone, a profeſs'd pick- 
pocket, and a good bowler ; but he makes a hand- 
* ſome figure, and rides in his coach that he formerly 
* uſed to ride behind. 

Aim. But did obſerve ack Generous in 
the Park laſt = gy —_— x 

© Arch. Yes, with his autumnal periwig, ſhading 
* his melancholy face, his coat older than any thing 
but its faſhion, with one hand idle in his pocket, 
and with the other picking his uſeleſs teeth; and tho? 
* the Mall was crowded with company, yet was poor 
Fact as ſingle and ſolitary as a lion in a deſart. 

Aim. And as much avoided, for no crime upon 
earth but the want of money. 

* Arch. And that's enough; men muſt not be poor; 
idleneſs is the root of all evil; the world's wide 
enough, let em buſtle: fortune has taken the weak 
under her protection, but men of ſenſe are left to their 
induſtry. 

Aim. Upon which topick we proceed, and, I think, 
luckily hitherto: wou'd not any man ſwear now that 
Jam a man of quality, and you my ſervant, when if 
our intrinfick value were known : 

Arch. Come, come, we are the men. of intrinſick 
value, who can ſtrike our fortunes out of ourſelves, 
whoſe worth is independent of accidents in life, or 
revolutions in' government: we have heads to get 
money, and hearts to ſpend it. | ; 

Aim. As to our hearts, I grant ye, they are as wil- 
ling tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can 


A 5 have 


 ſhew'd no ſigns of want either in word or 
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have no, great opinion of our heads from the ſervice 
they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought 
us from London hither to Litchfield, made me a Lord, 
and you my ſervant. Er ih 

Arch: That's more than you cou'd expect already. 
But what money have we left ? £ 

Aim. But two hundred pounds. 

Arch. And our horſes, cloaths, rings, &c. why 
we have very good fortunes now for moderate people; 
and let me tell you, that this two hundred pounds 
with the experience that we are now. maſters of, is à 
better eſtate than the ten thoufand. we have ſpent 
— Our friends indeed began to ſuſpect that our 
kets were low, but we came off with flying colours, 
Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruſſeli was a good pre- 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, I War- 
rant you, our friends imagine, that we are gone a: 
volunteering. . 

Arch. Why, faith if this project fails, it muſt een 
come to that. I am for venturing one of the hundreds, 
if you will, upon this knight errantry ; but in caſe it 
ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to c us. to ſome: 
counterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, in a blaze. 

Aim. With all my heart, and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Archer ; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our fortunes, . 
but that we have enjoy'd em. = | 

Arch. Right; ſo much pleaſure for ſo much money; 
we have had our penny-worths ; and had I millions, I 
wou'd go to the ſame market again, O London, London /. 
well, we have had our ſhare, and let us be thankful : 

alt pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt, ſuch we are 

2 of; thoſe to come may diſappoint us. 

Ain. It has often griev'd the heart of me, to ſee how 
« ſome inhuman wretchcs murder their kind fortunes ; 
© thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
* all thereſt—You ſhall have ſome that liveonly in their 
* palates,and in theirſenſe of taſtingſhalldrown the other 
E — others are only epicures in appearances, ſuch who 
* ſhalFflatve their nights to make a figure a * 

* 


2 
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* famiſk their own, to feed the eyes ofothers: a contrary 
* ſort confine their pleaſures to the dark, and contract 
© their ſpacious acres to the circuit of a muff- ſtring. 

* Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that ſpot 
* where they conſume *em, and, I think, your kind 

1 _—_— have much the beſt on'*t ; for they indulge the 
- © moſt ſenſes by one expence, there's the ſeeing, hear- 
ing and feeling, amply gratify'd ; and ſome philo- 
* ſophers will tell you, that from ſuch a commerce, 
* there ariſes a fixth ſenſe, that gives infinitely more 
© pleaſure than the other ſive put together. 

Aim. And to paſs to the other extremity, of all 
© keepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their money. 

* Arch. Thoſe are the moſt miſerable wights in being: 
© they deſtroy the rights of nature, and diſappoint the 
* bleflings of Providence: give me a man that keeps his 
five ſenſes keen and bright as his ſword, that has em, 
always drawn out in their juſt order and ſtrength, 
© with his reaſon, as commander at the head of em, 
that detaches em by turns upon whatever party of plea- 
* ſure agreeably offers, and commands em to retreat 
upon the leaſt appearance of diſadvantage, or danger: 
© For my part, I can ſtick to my bottle, while my wine, 
© my company, and my reaſon, hold good; I can be 
© charm'd with Sappho's ſinging, without falling in love 
* with her face: I love hunting, but would not, like 
© Aeon, be eaten up by my own dogs; I love a fine 
© houſe, but let another keep it; and juſt ſo I love a 
« fine woman. | : 3-31 Ne 

Aim. In that laſt particular you have the better of me. 

© Arch. Ay, you're ſuch an amourous puppy, that I'm 
© afraid you'll ſpoil our ſport; you can't counterfeit the 
© paſſion without feeling it. | 
Ain. Tho” the whining part be out of doors in 
© town, *tis ſtill in force with the country ladies ;— 
© And let me tell you, Frank, the fool in that paſſion 
* ſhall outdo the knave at any time. 

© Arch, Well, I won't diſpute it now ;* but you 
command for the day, and fo I ſubmit ;—At Notting- 
bam, you know, I am to be maſter, 1 

im. 
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+ 


Aim. And at Lincoln, I again. 
Arch. Then, at NoravichI mount, which, Ithink, ſhall 


be our laſt ſtage ; for, if we fail there, we'll embark 


* 


for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mars. 
Aim. A match! [Eater Boniface.] Mum. 
Bon. What will your worſhip pleaſe to have for 


ſupper ? 


Aim. What have you 


ot ? | 
Bon. Sir, we have a . piece of beef in the pot, 


and a pig at the fire. 

Aim. Good ſupper- meat, I muſt confeſs 
eat beef, landlord. 

Arch. And I hate pig. 

Aim. Hold your prating, firrah ! do you know who 
you are? [ Apat. 

Iv. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe ; I bave every 
thing in the houſe. 
Aim. Have you any veal? — 
Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate loin of veal on 


I can't 


" 


Weane/day laſt. 


Ain. Have you got any fiſh, or wild-fowl ? 
Bon. As for fiſh, truly, fir, we are an inland town, 


and indifferently provided with fiſh, that's the truth 


- 


on't ; but then for wild-fow!l ! e have a delicate 


couple of rabbets. 
Aim. Get me the rabbets fricaſſeed. 
Bon. Fricafſeed ! Lard, fir, they'll eat much better 


ſmother'd with onions. | 


Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your onions. 
Ain. Again firrah ;—Well, Landlord, what you 
. pleaſe ; but hold, I have a ſmall charge of money, 
and your houſe is fo full of ſtrangers, that I believe it 
may be ſafer in your cuſtody than mine; for when this 
fellow of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing 
Here, firrab, reach me the ſtrong box. 
Arb. Yes, fir, — this will give us reputation. 
| » [ 4 de. Brings the box 
Aim. Here, landlord, the locks are ſealed down 
both for your. ſecurity and mine; it holds ſomewhat 
above two hundred pounds; if you doubt it, I'Il count 
it to you after ſupper : But be ſure you lay it where I 
may 
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may have it at a minute's warning; for my affairs are 
a little dubious at preſent ; perhaps I may be gone in 
half an hour, perhaps I may be your gueſt till the 
beſt part of that be ſpent ; and pray order your oſtler 
to keep my horſes ready ſaddled: but one thing above 
the reft I muſt beg, that you would let this fellow 
have none of your Anno Domini, as you call it ;—— 
for he's the moſt inſufferable fot————Here, firrah, 
light me to my chamber. | | 

Arch. Yes, Sir! [Exit, /ighted by Archer. 

Bon. Cherry, Daughter Cherry. AE. 

Enter Cherry. — 
Cher. D'ye call, father ? 


Bon. Ay, child, you muſt lay by this box for the 
. gentleman, *tis full of money. : 

Cher. Money ! all that money! why ſure, father, 
the gentleman comes to be choſen parliament-man. 
Who is he? JIE | 

Ben, I don't know what to make of him; he talks 
of keeping his horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- 
haps at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till 
the beſt part of this be ſpent. * o 

Cher. Ay! ten to one, father, he's a hi 


Bon. A high life 8 ; 
Bon. ighwayman! m „girl, ave 
hit it, and this box is „ 
Now, cou'd we find him out, the money were ours. 

Cher. He don't belong to our gang. 

Bon. What horſes have they ? 

Cher. The maſter rides upon a black. 

Ben. A black! ten to one the man upon the black 
mare; and fince he don't belong to our fraternity, we 
may betray him with a ſafe conſcience : I don't think 
it lawful to harbour any rogues but my own. Look'e 
child, as the faying is, we muſt go cunningly to work; 
proofs we muſt have; the gentleman's ſervant loves 
drink, Pl! ply him that way, and ten to one he loves 
a wench ; you muſt work him t'other way. 

Cher. Father, wou'd you have me give my ſecret 
for hs! CTR | | 

Box, Conſider, child, there's two hundred pounds 


to 


* 
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to boot. [ Ringing without. ] Coming, coming 
child, mind your buſineſs. 

Cher, What a rogue is my father My father! T 
deny it My mother was a nerous, free- 
hearted woman, and I can't tell how far her good na- 
ture might have extended for the of her children. 
'This landlord of mine, for I think I can call him no 
more, would betray his gueſt, and debauch his daugh- 
ter into the bargain, by a footman too! ; 

Enter 1 4 

Arch. What footman, pray, miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the ſubject of your contem lation? 

Cher. Whoever he is, friend, he'll be but little 
the better for't. 

 frch. I hopeſo, for, I'm ſure, you did not think of me. 

Cher. Suppoſe I had? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me ; for the 
minute I came in, I was conſidering i in wane manner 


I ſhould make love to you. - |. 
Cher. Love to me, fiend ! | 
Arch. Yes, child. 
Cher. Child! manners; if you kept a little more 
diftance, friend, it would * you much better, 
Arch. Diſtance ! night, ſaurebox. [ Going. 
Cher. A pretty ; I ike his pride, —Sir, pray, 


fir, you lee, fir, * returns] I have the it to 
be intruſted with your maſter's fortune here, which ſets 
me a degree above his footman ;. I hope, fir, you an't 
aa - 

Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and J'II tell 
you whether you can affront me or no. 'Sdeath 
child, you have a pair of delicate eyes, and you don't 
know what to do with em. 

Cher. Why fir, don't I ſee every body? - 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome women had — they would 
kill every body.—Prithee inſtrut me, I wou'd fain 
make love to you, but I don't know what to ſay. 

Cher. Why, did you never make love to any body 

before? 
Arch, Never to a perſon of your figure, I can aſſure 
YOU,, 
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you, madam ; my addreſſes have been always confin'd - 
o people within wy "Or ſphere, I never aſpir'd ſo 


Ng before. 
Archer fngs. 
But you lool fo bri 257 . 
Aud, are dreſs d ſo Fight, 
That a man wou'd.ſavear you're right, 
As arm was e er laid over. 


Such an air 
You freely wear 
To en ſuare, 


As mates each gueſt a lover : 


Since then, my dear, Pm your gueff. 
Prithee give me of the beft 

Of what is ready 15 

Since then my dear, &c 


Cher. © What can I think of this man ? 1 , 
Will you give me that ſong, fr? 
Arch. Ay, my dear, take it while it is warm. 
E Ki/es ber] Death and fire! her lips are honey-combs. 
Cher. And I wiſh there had been a ſwarm of bees 
too, to have ſtung you for your impudence. 
Arch. There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 
that has done the buſineſs much better. 
Cher. This fellow is miſbegotten as well as I. [ Afde.] 
What's your name, fir ? 
Arch. Name! egad I have forgot it, Aldi. Oh? 
Martin. 
Cher. Where were you born ? 
Arch. In St. Martin's pari 
Cher. What was your father ? 


Arch. Of—of ——St. Martin's pariſh. 
Cher. Then friend, good-night, 
Arch. 1 hope not. 
Cher. You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what ? 

That you're very — 


Cher, 
Arch. 
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Arch. That you're very handſome, 

Cher. That you're a footman. 

Arch. That you're an angel. 

Cher. I ſhall be rude. 

Arch. So ſhall J. 

Cher. Let go my hand. _ 

Arch. Give me a kiſs. 

[Kiſſes her. Boniface calls without Cherry, Cherry. 

Cher. P'm—— My father calls; you plaguy devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my breath ſo?— Offer to follow me 
one ſtep, if you dare. Hh [Fxit. 

Arch. A fair challenge, by this light; this is a pretty 
fair opening of an adventure; but we are knight- 
errants, and ſo fortune be our guide. [Exit. 


© 0 DM: 
SCENE à Gallery ia Lady Bountiful's Houſe, 


Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. | 


Dor. Orrow, my dear ſiſter; are you for church 
this morning ? | | 4 
Mrs. Sal. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone 
can help me: but I think, Dorinda, there's no form 
of prayer in the Liturzy againſt bad hnſbands. 
Dor. But there's a form of law at Doctors Commons; 
and I ſwear, ſiſter Cullen, rather than ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to apply to 
that: for beſides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
broils, as being fiſter to the huſband, and friend to 
the wife, your examples give me ſuch an impreſſion of 
matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to condemn my perſon 
to a long vacation all its life But ſuppoſing, madam, 
that you brought it to a caſe of ſeparation, what can 
you urge againſt your huſband? my brother is, firſt, 
the moſt conſtant man alive. 
Mrs. Sal. The moſt conſtant huſband, I grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſleeps from you. . 1 
ors 
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Mrs. Sal. No, he always ſleeps with me. 

Dor. He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
quality. . 

Mrs. Sul. A maintenance! do you take me, madam, 
for an hoſpital child, that I muſt ſit down, and bleſs 
-> benefactors, for meat, drink, and cloaths? As I. 
take it, madam, I brought your brother ten thouſand 
pounds, out of which I might expect ſome pretty 
things, calld pleaſures, B 

Dor. You ſhare in all the pleaſures that the country 
afFords. | 
Mrs. Sal. Country pleaſures ! racks and torments ! 
doſt think, child, that my limbs were made for leaping 
of ditches, and elambring over ſtiles; or that my 
parents wiſely foreſeeing my future happineſs in coun- 
try pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in rural accom- 
pliſhments of drinking fat ale, playing at whiſt, an 
imoaking tobacco with my huſband ; or of ſpreadin 
of plaiſters, brewing of diet-drinks, and filling roſe- 
mary-water, with the good old gentlewoman my mother- | 
in-law? , * | 

Dor. I'm ſorry, madam, that it is not more in our 
power to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
. entertainments were a little more polite, or your taſte 
a little leſs refin'd : but pray, madam, how.came the 
poets and philoſophers, chat labour'd ſo much in hunt- 
ing after pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a country life? 

Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted money, child, to 
find out the pleaſures of the town: Did you ever hear 
of a pget or philoſopher-worth ten thouſand pounds ?af 
you can ſhew me ſuch a man, I'II lay you w_ pounds 
you'll find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. 
Not that I diſapprove rural pleaſures, as the poets 
have painted them in their landſcapes; every Phy/lis 
has her Cerydon, every murmuring ſtream, and every 
flow'ry mead give freſh alarms to love—Befides, you'll 
find, that their couples were never marry'd :—But 

vonder, I ſee my Corydon, and a ſweet ſwain it is, 
Heaven knows Come, Dorinda, don't be angry, he's 
my huſband, and your brother, and between both, is 

he not a ſad brute ? 
Dor. 
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Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 
you're the beſt judge. 

Mrs. Sul. O ſiſter, ſiſter! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, ſilent ſot, one that's always muſing, but 
never thinks. — There's ſome diverſion in a 0 
blockhead; and ſince a woman muſt wear chains, 
wou'd have the pleaſure of hearing em rattle a little. 
-— Now you ſhall ſee; but take this by the way, he 
came home this morning at his uſual kour of four, 
waken'd me out of a ſweet dream of ſomething elſe, 
by tumbling over the tea-table, which he broke all to 
pieces; after his man and he has rowl'd about the 
room like fick paſſengers in a ſtorm, he comes flounce 
into bed, dead as a ſalmon into a iſhmonger's baſket ; 
his feet cold. as ice, his breath hot as a furnace, and 
his hands aud his face as greaſy as his flannel night- 
cap—— Oh matrimony | matrimony !— He: toſſes 
. up the cloaths with a barbarous ſwing over his ſhoul- 
ders, diſorders the whole oeconomy of my bed, leaves 
me half naked, and my whole night's comfort is the 
tuneable ſerenade of that wakeful nightingale, his 
noſe. O the pleaſure of counting the melancholy 
clock by a ſnoring huſband !——But now, ſiſter, you 
ſhall ſee how handſomely, being a well-bred man, he 
will beg my pardon, | 


Enter Sullen 


Sul. My head akes conſumedly. 
Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleaſed, my dear, to drink 
tea with us this morning ? it may do your head good. 

Sul. No. 
Dor. Coffee, brother ? 
Sul. Pſhaw! 
Mrs. Sal. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to church 
with me? the air may help you. 


Sal. Scr ub. 
| Enter Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir! 

Sal. What day o'th' week is this? 
Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 


Sul. 


P Wilts mg. 


as his? O ſiſter, ſiſter! I ſhall never ha- 
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Sul. Sunday ! bring me a dram; and d'ye hear, ſet 


out the veniton-paſty, and a tankard of ſtrong beer 


upon the hall - table, I' go to breakfaft, Going. 
Dor. Stay, ſtay, brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; you 
were very naught laſt night, and muſt make your wife 
reparation : come, come, brother, won't you aſk pardon ? 
Sul. For what ? 
Dor. For being drunk laſt night. 
Sul. I can afford it, can't I? : 
Mrs. Sul. But J can't, fir. 
Sul. Then you may let it alone. 
Mrs. Sl. But I muſt tell you, fir, that this is not 
to be borne. | | 
Sul, I'm glad on't. | 
Mrs. Sal. What is the reaſon, fir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly ? | 
Sul, Scrub! 
| Serub. Sir! | | 
Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my head. [ Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming near his temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething Ars that may turn 


the edge of your razor. [ Exit. Serub.] Inveterate ſtupi- 


dity ! did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a ſpleen 
good of the 
beaſt till I get him to town; London, dear London is 
the place for managing and breaking a huſband. 

Dor. And has not a huſband the ſame opportunities 
there for humbling a wife ? FOE ; 

Mrs. Sal. No, no, child, 'tis a ſtanding maxim in 
conjugal diſcipline, that when a man wou'd enſlave his 
wife, he hurries her into the country; and when a lady 
would be arbitrary with her huſband, ſhe wheedles her 
booby up to town——A man dare not play the tyrant 
in London, becauſe there are ſo many examples to en- 
courage the ſubject to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda / 
a fine woman may do any thing in London O' my 
conſcience, ſhe may raiſe an army of forty thouſand 
men. 

Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, you have a mind to be trying 
your power that way here in Litchfield; you have drawn 
the French Count to your colours already. 1 

18. 
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. Mrs. Sul. The Frexch are a people that can't live 
without their gallantries. 

Dcr. And 65 ome Eugliſb that I know, ſiſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch amuſements. 

Mrs. Sul. Well, fiſter, ſince the truth muſt out, it 

may do as well now as hereafter ; I think, one way to 
rouſe my lethargick, ſottiſh huſband, is to give him a 
rival ; ſecurity * negligence in all people, and 
men muſt be alarm'd to make em alert in their duty: 
women are like pictures, of no value in the hands 
of a fool, till he hears men of ſenſe bid high for the 
purchaſe. 
Dior. This might do, fiſter, if my brother's under- 
ſanding were to be convinc'd into a paſlion for you ; 
but, I believe, there's a natural averſion of his fide, 
and I fancy, ſiſter, that you don't come much behind 
him, if you dealt fairly, 

Mrs. Sul. I own it; we are united roncratliQions, 
fire and water. But I cou'd be contented with a. great 
many other wives, to humour the cenſorious vulgar, 
and give the world an appearance of living well with 

my huſband, cou'd I bring him hut to ble a 
little kindneſs to keep me in countenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, ſiſter, but that inftead 
of rouſing your . by this arttfice to a counter- 
feit kindneſs, he ſhould — oy in a real fury ? | 

Mrs. Sal. Let him: —If I can't entice him to the 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. 

Dor. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye ? 

Mrs. Sul. You muſt aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own brother? 

Mrs, Sul. He is but a half brother, and I'm your en- 
tire friend: If I go a ſtep beyond the bounds of ho- 
nour, leave me; 1 ra Lex you ſhauld go along 
with me in every thing; while I truſt my honour in 
your hands, you may truſt your brother's in mine — 
The count is to dine here to-day. 

Der. Tis a ſtrange thing, filter, that I can't like 
that man. 

Mrs. Sul. You like nothing, your time is not come ; 
love and death have their nes. and ſtrike home 
one 
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one time or other: You'll pay for all one day, I 
warrant ye—But come, my lady' 's tea is ready, and 
tis almoſt church-time. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Ius. 


Enter Aimwell dreſs'd, and Archer. 


Aim. And was ſhe the daughter of the houſe ? 
Arch. The landlord is ſo blind as to think ſo; but 

I dare ſwear ſhe has better blood in her veins. 
Aim. Why doſt think ſo ? 


Arch. Becauſe the baggage has a pert Je- ne: ſſai-guoi, 
ſhe reads plays, keeps a monkey, and is troubled with 


vapours. 


Aim. By which diſcoveries, I gueſs that you know. 


more of her. 


Arch. Not yet, faith; the lady gives herſelf airs, 
for ſooth, nothing under a gentleman. 
Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

Arch. Say one word more o' that, and I'Nl Wehre 
myſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, and every where elſe; 
look ye, Aimwell, every man in his own ſphere. 


Aim. Right, and therefore * muſt pimp for your 
maſter. 


Arch. In the uſual forms, good fir, after I have 
ſerv'd myſel But to our buſineſs—You are ſo well 
dreſs'd, Tom, and make ſo hindfome a figure, that I 
fancy you may do execution in a country church; the 
exterior part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to 
make that impreſſion favourable. 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
advantage: the appearance of a ftranger in a coun- 

try church, draws as many gazers as a blazing ſtar; 
no ſooner he comes into the cathedral, but a train of 
whiſpers runs buzzing round the congregation in a 
moment:—— Who is he? whence comes he? do 
you know him— Then, I, fir, tips the verger half 
a crown; he pockets the fimony, and inducts me into 
the beſt _ in the church, I pull out my ſnuff- box, 
turn myſelf round, bow to the Biſhop, or the Dean, 


I if 
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if he be the commanding officer ; fingle out a beauty. 
rivet both my eyes to hers, ſet my noſe a bleeding by 
the ſtrength of imagination, and ſhew the whole 
church my concern, by my endeavouring to hide it: 
after the ſermon, the whole town gives me to her for a 
lover, and, by perſuading the lady that I am a dyin 
for her, the cables s are turn'd, and ſhe in — . 
falls in love with me. 

Arch. There's nothing in this, 7 om, without a pre- 
cedent; but inſtead of riveting your eyes to a beauty, 
try to fix em upon a fortune; that's our buſineſs at 
preſent. 

Aim. Pſhaw, no woman can be a beauty without 
a fortune.—Let me alone for a mark's-man. 

Arch. Tom. | 

Aim. Ay! 

Arch. When were you at-church befare, pray ? 

Aim. Um—T1 was there at the coronation. 


Arch. And how can you expect a dieſing by going 
to church now? 


Ain. Blefling ? nay Frank, I aſk but for a wife! 


Exit. 
Arch. Truly, the man is not very unreaſonable in 
his demands. [ Exit at the oppoſite door. 


Enter Boniface a Cherry. 

Bor. Well, daughter, as the ſaying is, have you 
brought Martin to confeſs? 

Cher. Pray, father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a man; I'm but young, you know, fa- 
thir” and don't underſtand wheedling. 

Bon. Young! why you jade, as the ſaying is, can 
any woman wheedle that 1s not young ? Your mother 
was uſeleſs at five and twenty! Would you make your 
mother a whore, and me a cuckold, as the ſaying is? 
I tell you, filence confeſſes it, and his maſter ſpends 
his money ſo freely, and is ſo much a gentleman every 
manner of way, that he muſt be a highway-man. 

Enter Gibbet in a Chak. 
| Gib, Landlord, landlord, is the coaſt clear ? 
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Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the news ? 

Gib. No matter, aſk no queſtions, all fair and ho- 
nqurable ; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her a bag: ] | 
Two hundred ſterling pounds, as good as ever hang' 
or ſav'd a rogue; lay em by with the reſt, and here 
—'Three wedding—or mourning rings, tis much the 


ſame you know Here, two filver-hilted ſwords ; 

I took thoſe from fellows that never ſhew any part of 
their ſwords but the hilts: here is a diamond necklace 
which the lady hid in the privateſt place in the coach, 


but I found it out: this gold watch I took from a 


 pawnbroker's wife, it was left in her hands by a per- 
ſon of quality, there's the arms upon the caſe. 

-Cher. But who had you the money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor woman! I pitied her; — From a 
poor lady juſt eloped from her huſband, ſhe had made 
up her cargo, and was bound for [relazd, as hard as 


ſhe cou'd drive; ſhe told me of her huſband's barba- 


rous uſage, and ſo farth I left her half a crown. But 
I had almoſt forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a preſent 


for you. | 
Cher. What 1s't? 


Gib. A pot of ceruſe, my child, that I took out of 


a Jady's under petticoat 1 et. | 
Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint! 


Gib. Why, you jade, your betters do; I'm ſure the 


lady that I took it from had a coronet upon her hand- 


kerchief.— Here, take my cloak, and go, ſecure the 


premiſes. | 5 
Cher. I will ſecure em. [ Exit. 
Bon. But heark'e, where's Hounſlow and Bag hot ? 
ib. They'll be here to-night. 

Bon. D'ye know of any other gentlemen o'the pad 
on this road? 

Gib. No. | 

Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the houſe 
juſt now. 

Gib. The devil! how d'ye ſmoak em? 

| Bon. Why, the one is gone to church. 


Gib. 


2 
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Gib. To church! that's ſuſpicious, I muſt confefs. 
Bon. And the other is now in his maſter's chamber; 


he pretends to be a ſervant to the other, we'll. call him 
out and pump him a little. 


Gib. With all my heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin A Mr. Martin! 

Enter Archer combing a Periwis, and fin 

G1. The roads are — . A dirty 
as Old Brentford at Chriſtmas —— A good pretty fel- 
low; who's ſervant are you, friend? 

Arch. My maſter's. 

Gib. Really? 

Arch. Really. 

Gib. That's much—The fellow has been at the bar 
by his evaſions:—But, pray, fir, what is your maſter's 
name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall; ¶ Sings and combs the Periwig.] 
'This 1s the moſt obſtinate eur 

Grb. I aſk you his name? : 

Arch. Name, fir—Tall, all, dall—I never aſk'd 
him his name in my life. T all, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? _ 

Gb. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he were be- 


fore a judge : but pray, 1255. which way does your 
maſter travel ? 


Arch. A horſeback. +» 

Gib. Very well again, an old offender right 
But, I mean, D upwards or downwards? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, ſir! Tall, all. 

Gib. I'm afraid ty fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch— 
This gentleman is only travelling towards Chefter, and 

hd be glad of 'your company, that's all—Come, 

ca 3 you'll ftay to night, I ſuppoſe; PI ſhew you 
a chamber Come, captain. 

Gib. Farewel friend  [ Exit. 

Arch. Captain, your ſervant Captain! a pretty 
fellow! 'Sdeath, I wonder that the officers of the 


army don't conſpire to beat all ſcoundrels in red but 


Ne 


Enter 
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Enter Cherry. 
Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not 
liſten; I wou'd have the merit of the diſcovery all my 
own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me. [ Afade.] 
Mr. Martin, who was that man with my father? 

Arch. Some recruiting ſearjeant, or whip'd out 
trooper, I ſuppoſe. 

Cher. All's ſafe, I find. [Alt. 
Asch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the 

catechize I taught you laſt night? 

Cher. Come, queſtion me. 

Arch. What 1s love? 

Cher. Eove is I know not what, it comes I know 
not how, and goes I know not when. 

Arch. Very well, an apt ſcholar. [| Chucks her under 
the chin.] Where does love enter? 

Cher. Into the eyes. 

Arch. And where go out. 

Cher. I won't tell you. 3 

Arch. What are the object of that paſſion ? 

Cher. Youth, beauty, and clean linen. 

Arch. The reaſon ? 

Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable in nature, and 
the third at court. 

Arch. That's my dear : What are the ſigns and to- 
ken of that paſſion? | 

Cher. A ſtealing look, a ſtammering tongue, words 
improbable, defigns impoſſible, and actions imprac- 
ticable. : 

Arch. That's my good child, kiſs me.—— What 
muſt a lover do to obtain his miſtreſs? * 

Cher. He muſt adore the perſon that diſdains him, 
he muſt bribe the chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the footman that laughs at him He muſt, 
he muſt | 

Arch. Nay, child, I muſt whip 'you if you don't 
mind your leſſon ; he muſt treat his | 

Cher. O! ay, he muſt treat his enemies with re- 
ſpe&, his friends with indifference, and all the world 
with contempt; he muſt _ much, and fear _ R 

| S 
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he muſt defire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he 
muſt embrace his ruin, and throw himſelf away. 
Arch. Had ever man ſo hopeful a pupil as mine-? 
Come, my Dear, why as love. call'd a riddle? 
Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee ; 
and tho? a child, he governs a man. | 
Arch. Mighty well——Arcd why is love piftur'd 
blind ? | 
Cher. Becauſe the painters out of their weakneſs, 
or privilege of their art, choſe to hide thoſe eyes they 
could not draw. x 
Arch. That's my dear little ſcholar, kiſs me again. 
And why ſhou'd love, that's a child, govern a man? 
Cher. Becauſe that a child is the end of love. 
Arch. And ſo ends love's catechiſm And now, 
my dear, we'll go in and make my maſter's bed. 
Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin — You have taken 


a great deal of pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye 


think I have learn'd by it? 

Arth. What? | 

Cher. That your diſcourſe and your habit are con- 
tradictions, and it wou'd be nonſenſe in me to be- 
lieve you a footman any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a witch it is! 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that garb 
hall ever tempt me; for tho* I was born to ſervitude, 
1 hate it : Own your condition, {wear you love 
me, and then 

Arch. And then we ſhall go make my maſter's 
bed ? | | | 


Cher. Yes. EK 
Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a gen- 


tleman, my education was liberal; but I went to 
Lendon a ng 4 brother, fell into the hands of 
ſharpers, who ſtript me of my money, my friends 
difown'd me, and now my necelfity brings me to 
what you ſee. | 
| Cher. Then take my hand——promiſe to marry 
ne before you ſleep, and I'll make you maſter of two 


nouſand pounds. 
: F A; <<. 
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Arch. How! 


Cher. Two thouſand pounds that I have this mi- 
nute in my own cuſtody ; ſo throw off your liyery 
this inftant, and I'll go find a parſon? 

Arch. What ſaid you? a parſon. 

Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? 

Arch. Scruple! No, no, but—two thouſand ponnds 
you ſay ? 

Cher. And better. 


Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do ?———But heark'e, 
child, what need you make me maſter of yourſelf 
and money, when vou may have the ſame pleaſure 
out of me, and ſt. I keep your fortune in your own 
Hands ? | 

.Cher. Then you won't m me ? 

Arch. I would marry you, but—— 


Cher. O ſweet Sir, I'm your humble ſervant, you're 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any gen- 
tleman who cou'd bear the ſcandal of wearing a 
livery, wou d refuſe two thouſand pounds, let the 
condition be what it  wou'd—no, no, Sir;—but I 
hope you'll pardon the freedom I have taken, fince it 
was only to inform myſelf of the reſpect that I 
ought to pay you, [ Going. 

Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter Hold, hold! and have 
you actually two thouſand pounds? 

Cyber. Sir, I have my ſecrets as well as you. when 

u pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free, and 

aſſur d that I have diſcoveries that will match 
yours, be they what they will—In the mean while be 
ſatisfied that no diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you, 
but beware of my father [ Exit. 

Arch. So—we're like to have as many adventures 
in our inn, as Don Quixote had in his Let me ſee 
two thouſand pounds! if the wench wou'd promiſe to 
die when the money were ſpent, egad, one wou'd 
marry her; but the. fortune may go off in a year or 
two, and the wife may live——Lord knows how 
long! then an inn-keeper's daughter; ay, that's the 
devil—there my pride brings me off. 


B 2 For 


27 


28 THE BEAUX STRATAGEM. 


For whatſee'er the ſages charge on pride, 
The angels fall, and twenty faults beſfde, 
On Fa. /7 [m ſure, mong us of mortal calling, 
Pri de faves | man oft, and woman too from falling. 


[Exit, 


— — 


5 ACT It. 
SCENE, Lady Bountiful's Hou/e. 


Euter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. A, ha, ha! my dear Siſter, let me em- 

brace thee, now we are friends in- 
4 for I ſhall have a ſecret of yours, as a pledge 
for mine now you'll be good for ſomething, 1 ſhall 
have you converſable in the ſubjects of the ſex. 

Dor. But dv you think that I am ſo weak as to fall 
in love with a fellow at firſt ſight ? 

Mrs. Sal. Pſhaw! now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd 
not we be as free in our friendſhips as the men ? I 
warrant you the gentleman has — to his confident 
already, has avow'd his paſſion, toaſted your health, 
call'd you ten thouſand angels, has run over your rs, 
eyes, neck, ſhape, air, = every thing, in a deſcrip- 
tion that warms their mirth to a ſecond enjoyment. 

Der. Your Hand, Siſter, I an't well. 

Mrs. Sul. Se—ſhe's breeding already—come, child, 
up with it—hem a little—fo—now tell me, don't you 
like the gentleman that we ſaw at church juſt now? | 

Dor. The man's well enough. a 

Mrs. Sal. Well enough! Is he not a Demi-God, a 
Narciſſus, a ſtar, the man i' the moon? 

Der. O ſiſter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mrs. Sul. Shall I fend to your mother, child, for a 
little of her cephalick plaiſter to put to the ſoles of 
your feet? or ſhall I ſend to the gentleman for ſome- 
thing for you. Come, * unlace your ſtays,“ un- 
boſom yourſelſ— the man is perfectly a pretty fellow, 
1 ſaw him when he firſt came into church. 

Dior. I ſaw him too, ſiſter, and with an air that 
ſhone, methought, like rays about has perſon. 


»„— ? 
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Mrs. Sul. Well ſaid, up with it. 


Dor. No forward coquet behaviour, no airs to ſet 
him off, no ſtudy'd looks, nor artful poſture, but 
nature did it all 


Mrs. Sal. Better and better One touch more 
come — — / 
Dor. But then his looks - did you-obſerve his eygs ? 
Mrs. Sal. Ves, yes, I did his eyes; well, what 
of his eyes? | Wee 

Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring ; they Teem'd to 
view, but never gaz'd on any thing Put me—and then 
his looks ſo humble were, and ct ſo noble, that they 
aim'd to tell me that he cou'd with pride die at my 
feet, tho' he ſcorn'd flavpry any where elle. 

Mrs. Sal. The phyſic works purely —— How d'ye 
find yourſelf now, my gear ? 

Dor. Hem | much better, my dear—O here comes 
our Mercury! [ Enter Scrub.] Well, Scrub, what news 
of the gentleman } 


rem, I have brought you a whole packet 


of news. 
Dor. Open it quickly, come. 
Scrub. In the firſt place I enquir'd who the gentle, 
man was? They told me he was a ſtranger. Secondly, 
I aſk'd what the gentleman was? They anſwer'd and 
ſaid, That they never ſaw him before. Thirdly, I 
enquir'd what countryman he was? They reply'd, 
'twas more than they knew. Fourtbiy, I demanded 
whence he came? Their anſwer was, they cou'd not 
tell. And Fifehly, I aſk'd whither he went? And they 
reply'd, they knew nothing of the matter. —And this 
is all 1 cou'd learn. | 


Mrs. Sal. But what do the people ſay ? can't they 
gueſs ? | 


Scrub. Why ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gueſs he's 
a mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another; 
but for my own part, believe he's a jeſuit? 

Dor. A jeſuit! Why a jeſuit ? | | 
Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his horſes always ready 
ſaddled, and his footman talks French. 


$3: Mrs, 


I 


— —  —— - 
————— 


30 THE BEAUX STRATAGEN: 


Mrs. Sul. His footman ! | Hon gy 
Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's footman were gab- 
bering French like two intriguing ducks in a mill- 
punt and I believe they talk'd of me, for they 
ugh'd conſumedly. | 

Der. What ſort of livery has the footman? 
Scrub. Livery! Lord, madam, I took him for a 
captain, he's ſo bedizen'd with lace, and then he has 
tops to his ſhoes, up to his mid leg, a filver-headed 
cane dangling at his knuckles—he carries his hands 
in his pockets and walks juſt ſo—[ Walks in a French 
air.] and has a fine long periwig ty'd up in a bag 
Lord, madam, he's clear another ſort of man 


than I. 
Mrs. Sal. That may eafily be—but what ſhall we 


do now, ſiſter ! 


Dor. I have it This fellow has a world of 
fimplicity, and ſome cunning, the firſt hides the 
latter by abundance—— crab. 

Scrab. Madam. 3 
Dor. We have a great mind to know who this gen- 
tleman 1s, only for our ſatis faction. 

a — Yes, madam, it would be a ſatis faction, no 

oudt, ET 
Dor. Vou muaſt go and get acquainted. with his foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 
ale, becauſe you're butler to-day. 

| Serub. Yes, madam, I am butler every Sunday. 
Mrs. Sal. O brave ſiſter! of my cenſcience, you 
underſtand the mathematicks already—*Tis the beſt 
plot in the world ; your mother, you know, will be 

one to church, my ſpouſe will be got to the ale- 
houſe with his ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be our 
own ſo we drop in by accident, and aſk the fel- 
tow ſome queſtions ourſelves. In the country, you 
know, any ftranger is company, and we're glad to 
take up with the backs in a country dance, and hap- 
py if he'll do us the favour. 

Scrub. Oh! madam, you wrong me; I never re- 
fus'd your ladyſhip the favour in my life. 


Enter 
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Enter Gipſy. 
p. Ladies, dinner's upon table. 
Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe your waiting————-Go 
where we order'd you. 
Scrub. I hall. [ Exeunt. 


S C E N E changes to the Inu. 


Enter Aimwell and Archie, 


"4 Well, Tom, I find you're a markſman. 
Ain. A markſman | who ſo blind cou'd be as not 
diſcern a ſwan among the ravens ? 

* Arch. Well, but heark'e, - Aimawell. 

. dinreell ! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, Amadis, 
all that romance can in a lover paint, and then I'll an- 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her thouſands i in her looks, 
ſhe * m— windy in her harveſt, corn, wine and 
oil, milk and hon gardens, ves and purlin 
fireams, - play'd on — plenteous fa he — 

Arch. Her face b her pocket, you mean: the corn, 
wine and oil, lies there. In ſhort, the has twenty thou- 
ſand pounds, that's the Exgliſb on't. 

Aim. Her eyes————— 

Arch. Are demi-cannons, to 'be ſure; fo I won't 
ſtand cheir battery [ Going. 
Aim. Pray — me, my paſſion muſt have vent. 
Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe ro- 
mantick airs will do your bufineſs ? Were my temper 


as extravagant as 28 my adventures have ſomething 
more romantick by half. 


Aim. Your adventures 
Arch. Yes. 


' The nymph, that with ber twice ten bundred pounds, 
. With brazen engine hot, and coif clear ftarch'd, 


Can fire the gueſt in warming of the bed 


There* $2 touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 
ſubje& but an inn-keeper's daughter: I can play with 
a girl as an angler does with his fiſh ; he keeps it at 
the end of his line, runs it up the ſtream, and down 
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the ſtream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the 
trout, and ſo whips it into his baſket. 
. 5 Enter Boniface. | 
Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying 15——yonder's an 
honeſt fellow below, my Lady Bountiful's butler, who 
begs the honour that you wou'd go home with him and 
ſee his cellar. TIP; 
Arch. Do my Baſſemains to the gentleman, and tell 
him I will do myſelf the honour to wait on him im- 


mediately, as the ſaying is. 


Ben. I ſhall do your worſhip's commands, as the 


ſaying is. [ Exit, bowing cb/equiouſly, 
Aim. What do I hear ? ſoft Orpheus play, and fair 
T oftida ſing ? 


Arch. Pſhaw ! damn your raptures ; I tell you here's 
a pump going to be put into the veſſel, and the ſhip 
will get into harbour, my life on't. You ſay, there's 
another lady very handſome there. 

Aim. Yes faith. 

Arch. I'm in love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me a bill upon Cherry in the 
mean time. — 

Arch. No, no, friend, all her. corn, wine and oil, is 
ingroſs'd to my market — And once more I warn 
you, to keep your anchorage clear of mine; for if you 


_ fall foul on me, by this light, you ſhall go to the bot- 


tom. What! make prize of my little f:igate, 
while I am upon the cruiſe for you. [ Exit, 
Enter Boniface. | | 
Aim. Well, well, I won't——Landlord ; have you 
any tolerable company in the houſe ? I don't care for 
dining alone. | : 
Ben. Yes, ſir, there's a captain below, as the ſaying 
is, that arriv'd about an hour ago. | 
Aim. Gentlemen of his coat are welcome every- 
where; will you make him a complement from me, 
and tell him I ſhould be glad of his company ? 
Bon. Who ſhall I tell him. fir, wou'd 
Aim. Hal that ſtroke was well thrown in 
I'm only a traveller, like himſelf, and wou'd be glad 
of his company, that's all. | FEY 
on. 
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Bon. I obey your commands, as the ſaying is. [ Exit. 
Enter Archer. 

Arch. Sdeath! I had forgot; what title will you 
give yourſelf ? 
| Aim. My brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never give 
me any thing elſe, fo I'll make bold with his FIR 
this bout you know the reſt of your cue. 

Arch. Ay, zy. [ Exit, 

Enter Gibbet. 
Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 
Aim. Tis more than I deſerve, fir, for I don't know 


you. 
Gib. I don't wonder at that, fir, for you never ſaw 
me before— I hope. | Afeae. 


Aim. And pray, ſir, how came 1 by *  hanour of 
ſeeing you now ? 
Si. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any 3 
but my landlord 
Aim. O, fir, I aſk you're pardon, youre the cap- 
tain he told me of. 
Gib. At your ſervice, ſir. 
Aim. What regiment? may I be ſo bold! | 
Gib. A marching regiment, fir, an old corps. 
Aim. Very old, if your coat be regimental. . ] 
You have ſery'd abroad, r 
Gi6. Ves, ſir, in the plantations, twas my lot to 
be ſent into the worſt fervice ; I wou'd have quitted it 
indeed, but a man of honour, you know Beſides, 
'twas for the good of my country that I ſhou'd be 
abroad ——Any thing for the good of one's cquntry 
'm a Roman for that. 
Aim. One of the firſt, I'll lay my life [Hide ] You 
found the M eſñt-Indies very hot, fir. k 
Gib. Ay, ir, too hot for me. 
Aim. Pray, fir, han't I ſeen your face at Will's 
Coffee- houſe ? - 1 
Gib. Ves, fir, and at White $ too. 
Aim. And where is your company now, Captain d. 
Gib. They an't come vet. a . 
Ain. Why, d'ye expect 'em here? 1 
B 5 G:b, 
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G15. They'll be here to night, fir. 

Aim. Which way do they march ? 

Gib. A-croſs the country—— The devil's in't, if I 
han't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare—but 
I'm afraid he's not right, I maſt tack about [ Afar. 


Ain. Is your company to quarter at Litchfield ? 
Gib. In this houſe, fr. 


Aim. What! all? , 

Gib. My cempany's but thin, ha, ha, ha! we are 
but three, ha, ha, ha | | 

Aim. You're merry, fir. | 

Gib. Ay, fir, you muſt excuſe me, fir, I underſtand 
the world, eſpecially the art of travelling: I don't 
care, fir, for anſwering queſtions directly upon the 
road— for I generally ride with a charge about me. 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. =_F: 7 
_ Gib. I am credibly inform'd that there are highway- 
men _ this quarter; not, fir, that I cou'd ſuſpet 
a gentleman of your figure——But truly, ſir, I have 
got ſuch a way of evaſion upon the road, that I don't 
care for ſpeaking truth to any man. 

Aim. Your caution may be neceſſary 
preſume you're no captain. | 

Gib. Not I, fir; captain ts a good travelling name, 
and fo I take it; it ſtops a great many fcoliſh inqui- 
Ties that are generally made about gentlemen that tra- 
vel; it gives a man an air of ſomething, and makes 
the drawers obedient—— And thus far I am a captain, 
and no farther. | 

Aim. And pray, fir, what is your true profeſſion ?- 

Gib, O, ſir, you muſt excuſe me—upon my word, 
fir, I don't think it ſafe to tell ye. 


Aim. Ha, ha, ha! upon my word, I commend 
you. 


then I 


Enter Boniface. | 

Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the news? | 
Ben. There's another gentleman below, as th 

ſaying is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be 

glad to make the third man, if you'd give him leave. 


Aim. 
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Aim. What is he? 

Bon. A clergyman, as the ſaying is. | 

Aim. A clergyman ! is he really a clergyman ? or, 
is it only his travelling name, as * friend the cap- 
tain has it ? 

Bon. Q, fir, he's a prieſt,” and chaplain to the 
French officers in town. 

Aim. Is he a Frenchman ? 

" Bon. Yes, fir, born at Bruſſels. 

Gib. A Frenchman, and a prieſt ! I won't be ſeen 
5 his company, fir, I have a value for my reputation, 

Aim. Nay, but captain, ſince we are by ourſelves— 
can he ſpeak Exgliſb, landlord ? 

Ben. Vary m—_ fir ; you may know him, as the 
x as 1s, to be a foreigner by his accent, and that's 
al 

Aim. Then he has been in England before? 

Bon. Never, ſir, but he's — of languages, as 
the ſaying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 
him talk Latin. 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface. 

Ben. Not I, fir, as the ſaying is; but he talks it ſo 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 

Aim. Pray deſire him to walk up. 
Ben. Here he is, as the ſaying is. 
Enter Foigard. 

Fer. Save you, gentlemens bote. 

Ain. A Frenchman! fit, your moſt humble ſer- 
vant. 

Foig. Och, dear joy, I am your moſt faithful ſher- 
vant, and yours alſho. 

Gib. DoRor, you talk very good Engliſb, but you 
have a mighty twang of the foreigner. 

Foig. My Engliſp is very well for the vords, but we 
foreigners, you know, cannot bring our. "ag 
about the pronunciation ſo ſoon. 

Ain. A foreigner! a downright teague, by this 
* [ L/ede. 1 Were you — in France, * 

oi. 
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Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned at 
Bruſſels : I am a ſubje& of the King of Spain, joy. 
Gib. What King of Spain, fir? ſpeak. 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Aim. Nay, captain, that was too hard upon the 
doctor, he's a ſtranger. | 
Foig. O let him alone, dear joy, I am of a nation 
| that is not eaſily put out of countenance. 
Aim. Come, gentlemen, I'Il end the diſpute—— 
Here, landlord, is dinner ready ? 
Bon. Upon the table, as the ſaying is. 
Aim. Gentlemen—pray— that door. 
Feig. No, no, fait, the captain muſt lead. 
Aim. No, doctor, the church is our guide. 
Ci. Ay, ay, ſoit is . 
© [ Exit Foigard foremoſt, they follow. 


- 


SCENE changes to a gallery in Lady Bountiful's houſe. 


Enter Archer and Scrub finging and hugging one another ; 
Scrub wzith a tankard in his hand, Gipſey liftening 
at a d'ftance. ; | 8 


Scrub. Tal, all, dall — come, my dear boy 
let us have that ſong once more. 

Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the family: — But 
will you be ſure to keep the ſecret ? 

Scrub. Pho! upon my honour, as I'm a gentleman. 

Arch. *Tis enough—you muſt know then, that my 
maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimabell; he fought a 
duel t'other day in London, wounded his man ſo dan- 
gerouſly, that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears 
whether the gentleman's wounds be mortal or not : 
He never was in this part of Exgland before, ſo he 
choſe to retire to this place; that's all. 1 

Gip. And that's enough for me. [Exit. 

Scrub, And whe e were you when ycur maſter 
fought ? | 

Arch, We never know of our maſters quarrels. 

Scrub. No! if our maſters in the country here re- 
ceive a challenge, the firſt thing they do, 1s to = 

eir 
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their wives; the wife tells the ſervants, the ſervants 
alarm the tenants, and in half an hour, you ſhall have 
the whole country up in arms. 
Arch. To hinder two men from doing what they 
have no mind for—but if you ſhould chance to talk 
now of this buſineſs ? | 
Scrub, Talk! ah, fir, had I not learn'd the knack 
of holding my tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a 
great family. 
Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are ſecrets in all 
families. 
Scrub. Secrets, O lud! but PII ſay no more 
hat fit down, we'll make an end of our tankard : 
ere : 
Arch. With all my heart; who knows but you and 
I may come to be better acquainted, eh ? Here's 
your ladies health; you have three, I think, and to 
be ſure there muit be fecrets among 'em. | 
Scrub. Secrets! ah! friend, friend, I wiſh I had a 
friend. 
Arch. Am not I your friend? Come, you and I 
will be ſworn brothers. | : 
Scrub. Shall we ? 
Arch. From this minute 
And now brother Scrub. 
Scrub, And now brother Martin, I will tell you a 
ſecret that will make your hair ſtand an end. 
You muſt know that I am conſumedly in love. 
Arch. That's a terrible ſecret, that's the truth on't. 
Scrub. That jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt now 
in the cellar, is the arranteſt whore that ever wore a 
petticoat, and I'm dying for love of her. 
' Arch. Ha, ha, ha !—are you in love with her per- 
ſon, or her virtue, brother Scrub ? | 
Scrub. I ſhould like virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 
durable than beauty ; for virtue holds good with ſome 
women long, and many a day after they have loſt it. 
Arch. In the country, I grant ye, where no wo- 
man's virtue is loſt, till a baſtard be found. 
Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a baſtard, I gy aka 
| ve 


give me a kiſs - 


— ]—ͥ—— ¶ ͤ ͤ 25 a oO. 
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have her all to myſelf; but I dare not put it upon that 
lay for fear of being ſent for a ſoldier. —Pray, bro- 
ther, how do you gentlemen in London like that ſame 
preſſing- act. . 

Arch. Very ill, brother Serub; “tis the worſt 
that ever was made for us; — formerly I remember 
the good days when we cou'd dun our maſters for our 
wages, and if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have 
a warrant to carry *em before a juſtice ; but now if we 
talk of eating, they have a warrant for us, and carry 
us before three juſtices. 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; 
for the juſtices won't give their own ſervants a bad 
example. Now this is my misfortune I dare not 
ſpeak in the houſe, while that jade, Gip/ey, dings 
_ like a fury—once I had the better end of the 

aff. a 

Arch. And how comes the change now? 

Scrub. Why, the mother of all this miſchief is a 

Arch. A prieſt! 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd ſon of a whore of Babylon, 
that came over hither to ſay grace to the French officers, 
and eat up our proviſions —— There's not a day goes 
oyer his head without 'a dinner or ſupper in this 
houſe. | | 1 . 

* Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family ? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Exgliſb as if he had liv'd 
here all his life, and tells lies as if he had been a tra- 
veller from his cradle. 

Arch. And this prieft, I'm afraid, has converted 

the affection of your Gip/cy. 
* Scrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear 
friend—for, I'm afraid, he has made her a whore 
and a papiſt—but this is not all; there the French 
Count and Mrs. Sullen, they're in the confederacy, 
and for ſome private ends of their own too, to be 
ſure. 

Arch. A very hopeful family yours, brother Scrub; 
I ſuppoſe the maiden lady has her lover too. 


Scrub. 
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- Scrub. Not that I know—She's the beſt on em, 
that's the truth on't : but they take care to prevent 
my curioſity, by giving me ſo much buſineſs, that 
I'm a perfect flave—What d'ye think is my place in 
this family ? 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, lord help you—PT'll tell you—Of a Mon- 
day I drive the coach, of a T ze/day I drive the plough, 
on Wedneſday I follow the hounds, a Thur/zay I dun 
the tenants, on Friday I go to market, on Saturday 
I draw warrants, and a Sunday I draw beer. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in life, 
you have enough on't, my dear brother but what 
ladies are thoſe? _ 

Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right hand is 
Mrs. Sullen, and the other Mrs. Dorinda don't 
mind 'em, ſit ſtill man 

Euter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 3 

Mrs. Sul. | have heard my brother talk of my Lord 
Ainmxwell, but they ſay that his brother is the finer gen- 
tleman. . Zh fs 

Dor. That's impoſſible, ſiſter, 

Mrs. Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe they ſay. 

Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his 
heart, I'Il open his breaft, I warrant him: I have 
heard ſay, that people may be gueſs'd at by the be- 
haviour of their ſervants ; I cou'd wiſh we might talk 
to that fellow. 

Mrs. Sul. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty 
fellow : come this way, I'll throw out 2 lure for him 
preſently. | | 

[They walk a turn towards the oppoſite ſide of the tage, 

Mrs. Sullen drops her fan, Archer runs, takes it 
up, and gives it to ber.] | 

Arch. Corn, wine and oil indeed — but, I think, 
the wife has the greateſt plenty of fleſh and blood; ſhe 
ſhould be my choice—Ay, ay, ſay you ſo— madam, 
your ladyſhip's fan. 

Mrs. Sul. O tir, I thank you—What a handſome 
bow the fellow made ! 8 | | 


1 | Dor. 
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Dor. Bow ! why I have known ſeveral footmen come 
down from London ſet up here for 1 . 
and carry off the beſt fortunes in the count 

Arch. [ Afide.] That project, for * 1 know, 
had been better than ours — Brother Scru why don't 
you introduce me ? 

Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange gentleman's fer- 
vant that you ſaw at church to-day; I underſtood he 
came from London, and ſo I invited him to the cellar, 
that he might ſhew me the neweſt flouriſh in whetting 
my knives. 

Dor. And I hope you have made much of him? 

Arch. O yes, madam, but the ftrength of your la- 
dyſhip's liquor 1s a little to potent for the conſtitution 
of your humble ſervant. 

Mrs. Sul. What, then you don't uſually drink ale? 

Arch. No, madam, my conſtant drink 1s tea, or 
a little wine and water ; tis preſcribed me by the phy- 
ſician for a men 1 the ſpleen. 

Scrub. O la! O la!—A footman have the ſpleen 

Mrs. Sal. I thought that diſtemper had been only 
proper to people of quality. 

Arch. Madam, like all other faſhiens i it wears out, 
and ſo deſcends to their ſervants ;. thoꝰ in a great man 
of us, I believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy 
particles in nne bios, occaſioned by the ſtagnation of 
wa | 
Thu How affectedly the fellow talks— How long, 
pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent maſter ? . 

Arch. Not long; my life has been moſtly ſpent in 
the ſervice of the ladies. 

Mrs. Sal. And pray, which ſervice do you like beſt ? 

Arch. Madam, the ladies pay beſt; the honour of 
| ſerving them is ſufficient wages; there is a charm in 
their looks that; delivers a pleaſure with their com- 
mands, and gives our duty the wings of inclination. 

Mrs. Sal. That flight was above the * of a li- 
very; and fir, wou'd not you be ſatisfy d to ſerve a 
lady again? 


Arch. As groom of the chambers, madam, but not 
AS a footman, b 


Mrs. 
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- Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as footman before? 
Arch. For that reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that poſt- 
again; for my memory is tao weak for the load of 
meſſages that the ladies lay upon their ſervants in 
London: my Lady Howd'ye, the laſt miſtreſs I ſerv'd, 
call'd me up one morning, and told me, Martin, go. 
to my Lady A!/ni2ht with my humble ſervice ; tell her 
J was to wait on her ladyſhip yeſterday, and left word 
with Mrs. Rebecca, that the preliminaries of the affair 
ſhe knows of, are ſtopt till we know the concurrence 
of the perſon that I know of, for which there are cir- 
cumſtances wanting Which we ſhall accommodate at 
the old place; but that in the mean time there is a 
perſon about her ladyſhip, that from ſeveral hints and 
ſurmiſes, was acceſlary at a certain time to the diſa 


8 that naturally attend things, that to her 
nowledge are of more importance. 


7155. . J Ha, ha! where are you going, fir? 
Arch. Why, I han't half done The whole 
howd'ye was about half an hour long; ſo happen'd to 
miſplace two ſyllables, and was turn'd off, and ren- 

detd incapable ——e .. 
Der. The pleaſanteſt fellow, ſiſter, I. ever ſaw.—: 
But, friend, if your maſter be marry'd, -I preſume 
you ſtill ſerve a lady. | EET wo 
Arch. No, madam, I take care never to come into 
a marry'd family; the commands of. the maſter and 
miſtreſs are always ſo contrary, that *tis impoſſible to 
pleaſe both. ; _ A 
Dor. There's a main point gain'd, —My lord is 
not marry'd, I find. | „ 
Mrs. Fal. But I wonder, friend, that in fo many 
good ſervices, you had not a better proviſion made for 
ou. 
a Arch. I don't know how, madam.—“ I had a lieu - 
© tenancy offer'd me three or four times; but that is 
not bread, madam—lI am very well as I am! live 
© much better as I do. | | 
Scrub. Madam, he fings rarely I was thought * 
| gy 
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do pretty well here in the country till he came; but 
* alack a-day, I'm nothing to my brother Martix. 
Dor. Does he? pray fir, will you oblige us with 

Ea ſong? 

© Arch. Are you for paſhon or humour? 
Scrub. Ola! He has the pureſt ballad about a 

” trifle 
Mrs. Sel. A trifle!. pray,. fir, let's have it. 

' © Frch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a trifle, madam :- 

but ſince you command me. 


[ Sings to the tune of Sir Simon the King. 


4 Trifling Jong you ſhall bear, 
Begun with a trifle and ended : 


* All wihes eople draw near, 
© And 7 fall be wb) attended. 


* Were it not for trifies, 4 « few, 
” That lately have coms.into play; 
© The men wwou'd want ſomething to de, 
0 Aud the women want Jomething 40 ſay. 


* What ale aw trifle in dreſſing ? 


* Becau/e the ladies { they knew} 


Admire, by often poſſeſſing, 


8 * That eminent trifle a beau. * Fe 


* When the lover his moments has 2 
* The trifle of trifles to gain: 

* No ſooner the virgin is Med, 

© But a trifle ſhall part em again. 


> Fhat mertal man n be abli 
„At White's half an hour to fit ? 
Or who cou d bear a tea-table, 

* Without talking of trifles for wit * 


© The court is from trifles ſecure, 
Gold keys are no trifles,. wwe ſee : 

© White rods are no trifles,, I'm ſure; 
© Whatever their bearers may be. 


* But 
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Fut if yeu will go to the place, 
* Where trifles abundantly breed, 
* The levee will eau you his grace 


* Aakes promiſes trifles indeed. 


* { coach with fix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifle nor fin. 

* But, ye gods! how oft do ae find 
* 4 12 a trifle within ? 


* A flaſk of Champaign, people think it 
A trifle, or Something as bad : 
© But if youll contrive how to drink it, 


Yeu ll find it no trifle egad. 


A parſcn's no trifle at ſea, 
« Awidew's a trifle in ſorrow :. 
« 4 peace is a trifle to- day ö 


ho knows what may bappen t0-marrow. 


© A Black coat a trifle may cloak, 
. Or to hide it, the red may endeavour : : 

© But if once the army is broke, 

Ve ſball bawue more trifles than euer. 


* The ſtage is atrifle, they ſay, 
Fe reaſon, pray carry along, 
* Becauſe at ex'ry new play, 


* The houſe they with trifles ſo throng. 


© But with people's malice to trifle, 
© And to ſet us all on a foot : 

* The author of this is a trifle, 

© And his ſong is a trifle to boot.” 


Mrs, Sul. Very well, fir, we're oblig'd to you'— 
ſomething for a pair of gloves. 


[ Offering bim money. 
| Arch. 1 humbly beg eave to be excuſed: my mal- 
ter, 2 pays me; nor dare r take money from 2 

other 
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other hand, without injuring his honour, and diſo- 
beying his commands. | EDN > 

« Scrub. Brother Martin, brother Martin. 

« Arch. What do you ſay, brotber Scrub? 

„ Scrub. Tale the money, and give it to me. 

5-4 [ Exeunt Arch. and Scrub. 

Dor. This is ſurprizing: did you ever ſee ſo pretty 
a well-bred fellow ? | | 

Mrs. Sal. The devil take him for wearing that li- 
very. | 

Dor. I fancy, fiſter, he may be ſome gentleman, a 
friend of my lord's, that his lordſhip has pitch'd upon 
for his courage, fidelity, and diſcretion, to bear him 
company in this dreſs, and who, ten to one, was his 
ſecond. | | ] 

Mrs. Sal. It is ſo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be ſo 
For I like him. | | 1 

Der. What! better than the count? 

Mrs. Sul. The count happen'd to be the moſt agree- 
able man upon the place; and ſo I choſe him to ſerve 
me in my deſign upon my huſband — But I ſhou'd 


like this fellow better in a defign upon myſelf. 


Dor. But now, ſiſter, for an interview with this 
lord, and this gentleman ; how ſhall we bring that 
about? . N 

Mrs. Sal. Patience | you country ladies give no quar- 
ter, * if once you be enter'd” Wou'd you prevent 
their deſires, and give the fellows no wiſhing time.— 
Look'e, Dorinda, if my Lord Aimwell loves you or 
deſerves you, he'll find a way to ſee you, and there 
we muſt leave it. My bufineſs comes now upon the 
tapis—Have you prepar'd your brother? 

1 | | 

Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it? 

Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 
ſelf, and promis'd ty be guided by me: but here he 
comes. | 


= | Enter Sullen. 
Sul. What ſinging was that I heard juſt now? 
Mrs. Sul. The ſinging in your head, my dear, you 
complain'd of it all dax. COSI: 1 
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Sul. Vou're impertinent. 


- Mrs. Sal. IL was ever ſo; ſince I became one fleſh 
with you. x | Fo: 


Sul. One fleſh! rather two carcaſſes join'd unnatu- 
rally together. 


Mrs. Sul. Or rather a living ſoul coupled to a dead 
body. 1 | 
Dor. So, this is fine encouragement for me! 

Sul. Yes, my wife ſhews you what you muſt do! 


Mrs. Sul. And my huſband ſhews you what you muſt 
ſuffer. 


Sul. *Sdeath, why can't you be ſilent? 
Mrs. Sul. Sdeath, why can't you talk? 
Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 

Mrs. Sul. Do you think to any purpoſe? | 

Sul. Siſter, heark'e - ¶ I biſpers.] I ſhan't be home 
till it be late. = 

Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to ye? 

Dor. That he wou'd go round the back-way, come 
into the cloſet, and liſten as I directed him. —But let 
me beg once more, dear ſiſter, to drop this project; for, 
as I told you before, inſtead of es him to kind- 


'neſs, you may provoke him to rage; and then wo 
knows how far his brutality may carry him ? 

Mrs. Sul. Pm provided to receive him, I warrant 
you. away. 


1 IV. 
SCENE continues. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen. 


Mrs, Sul. E R E born an humble Turk, where 


women have no ſoul nor property, 
© there I muſt fit contented ——— But in England, a 


country whoſe women are its glory, muſt women be 
© abus'd ? where women rule, muſt women be enſlav'd? 
* nay, cheated into ſazery ?.mock'd by a promiſe of 
3 com- 
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comfortable ſociety into a wilderneſs of ſolitude ? 
I dare not keep the thought about me——0O ! here 


comes ſomething to divert me 
* Enter a Country Woman. 

Vom. | come, an'tpleaſe your ladyſhip—you're my 
Lady Bountiful, an't ye? | 

Mrs. Sul. Well, good woman, go on. 

Vom. I come ſeventeen long mail to have a cure 
for my huſband's ſore leg. | 
Mrs. Sul. Your huſband ! what, woman, cure your 
'* huſband ! | 

Mom. Ay, poor man, for his fore leg won't let him 
< ſtir from home. | 

Mrs. Sul. There, I confeſs, you have given me a 
< reaſon. Well, good woman, I'll tell you what you 
* muſt do—You muſt lay your huſband's leg upon a 
table, and with a chopping-knife you muſt lay it 
open as broad as you can, then you muſt take out the 
bone, and beat the fleſh ſoundly with a rowling- pin, 
then take ſalt, pepper, cloves, mace and ginger, ſome 
ſweet - herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, then roll it up 
like brawn, and putat into the oven for two hours. 

Vom. Heaven reward. your ladyſhip—I have two 
little babies toot hat are pitious bad with the graips, 
« an't pleaſe ye | 

Mrs. Sul. Put a little pepper and ſalt in their bellies, 
„good woman. [Eater Lady Bountiful] I beg your 
© ladyſhip's pardon for taking your buſineſs out of your 
© hands, I have been a tampering here a little with-oge 
of your patients. | 

L. Bows. Come, good woman, don't mind this 
mad creature; I am the perfon that you want, I ſup- 
* poſe— What wou'd you have, woman ? 

Mrs. Sal. She wants ſomething for her huſ- 
© band's ſore leg. | 

L. Boun. What's the matter with his leg, goody. 

Vom. It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a fort of 
« dizzineſs in his foot, then he had a Lind of lazinefs 
in his joints, and then his leg broke out, and then it 
ſwell' d, and then it closꝰd again, and then it broke out 


* again, 
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again, and then it feſter'd, and then it grew better, 
and then it grew worle again. 


Mrs. Sul. Ha, ha, ha 


L. Bous. How can you be merry with the mis for- 
tunes of other people ? ; 

© Mrs. Sal. Becauſe my own make me ſad, madam. 

L. Bonn. The worſt reaſon in.the world, daughten; 
your own misfortunes ſhou'd.teach you to pity others. 

Mrs. Sul. But the woman's misfortunes and mine 
are nothing alike; her huſband is fick, and mine, 
alas! is in Nealch. 

L. Baus. What! wou'd you wiſh your huſband ſick ? 

Mrs. Sul. Not of a ſore leg of all things. | 

L. Boun. Well, good woman, go tothe pantry, get 
your belly full of victuals, then I Il give you a receipt 
of diet drink for your huſband But, d'ye hear, 
© goody, you muſt not let your huſband move too 
much. : 

* Wom. No, no, madam, the poor man's inclinable 
enough to he fill. Exit. 
I. Baus. Well, Daughter Cullen, tho' you laugh, I 
have done miracles about the country here with my 
receipts. 

Mrs. Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
body; but I believe, madam, the patient's faith goes 
+« farther towards the miracle than your preſcription. 

L. Baur. Fancy helps in ſome caſes ; but there's 
your huſband, who has as little fancy as any body, I 
brought him from death's door. 

Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe, madam, you made him drink 
* plentifully of aſs's milk.” 


Enter Dorinda, un to Mrs. Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear ſiſter, news, news! 


Euler Archer running. 


- Arch. Where, where is my Lady Boun/ifal ?—— 
Pray, which is the old Lady of you three? 
IL. Sean. -1l am. - £0 

Arch. O madam, the fame of your Ladyſhips cha- 
rity, goodneſs, benevolence, ſcill and ability, have 
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drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's help in 
behalf of my unfortunate maſter, whois at this moment 
a his laſt. 

L. Bean. Your maſter ! where 1s he? 

Arch. At your gate, madam, drawn by the ap- 
pearance of your handſome houſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the avenue within five paces of the court- 

/ard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a fort of T 
now not What; but down he fell, and there he lies. 

L. Beun. Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my eaſy- 
chair down ſtairs, put the Gentleman in it, ad bring 
him in quickly, quickly. 

Arch. Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this 
charitable act. 

L. Boun. Is your matter us'd to theſe fits ? 

Arch. O yes, madam, frequently I have known 
him have five or ſix of a night. 

L. Boun. What's his name, 

. Arch. Lord, madam, he's a dying; a minute scare 
or neglect may ſave or deſtroy his li 3 

L. Beur. Ah, poor gentleman ! come, friend, ew 
me the way; I Il * — nd in myſelf. 

[Ex with Archer. 

Dor. Oo, filter, my heart futters about ſtrangely, 
IT can hardly forbear running to his aſſiſtance. 
Mrs. Sul. And I'll- lay my life he deſerves your af- 
ſiſtance more than he wants it: did not I tell you that 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you? Love's 
his diſtemper, and you muſt be the phyſician; put on 
all you charms, ſummon all your fire into your eyes, 
plant the whole artillery of your looks againſt his 
breaſt, and down with him. 

Der. O, fiſter, I'm but a young gunner, 1 ſhall be 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhould recoil, and 
hurt myſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 
you, if you will. 

Der. No, no, dear ſiſter, you have miſs'd your 
mark ſo unfortunately, that I ſhan't care for being in- 
ſtructed by you. 


Enter 


—_-— 
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Enter Aimwell in a chair, carry'd by Archer and Scrub, 

Lady Bountiful, Gipley. — 2 

- ſwoon. 

L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the hartſhorn 9 
Gipſey, a glaſs of fair water, his fit's very ſtrong.— 
Bleſs me, how his hands are clinch'd! : 

Arch. For ſhame, ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
you help us? Pray, madam, [To Dorinda] take 
his hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold his 
head. [Dorinda rates hrs hand. 

Dor, Poor gentleman—Oh—he has got my hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully 

L. Bean. Tis the violence of his convulſion, child. 

Arch. O, madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs d in theſe 
caſes—he'll bite you if yo you don't have a care. 

Dor. Oh, my hand! my hand! | 

L. Bonn. What s the — with the fooliſh. girl ? 
I * got this hand open you fee with a great deal of 
eaſe 

Arch. Ay, but, madam, your daughter's hand is 
{ſomewhat warmer than your ladyſuip's, and the heat 
of 1t draws the force of the ſpirits that way. 

Mrs. Sul. I find, friend, you're very learned in 
theſe ſort of fits. 

Arch. *Tis no wonder, madam, for Pm often trou- 
bled with them my ſelf; I find myſelf extreamly ul. 
at this minute. Looking haed. at Ms. Sullen. 

Mrs. Sul. LAlde.] I fancy r cou'd find a way to 
Cure you. 

L. Boun. His fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, — Fray, young 
lady, open his breaſt and give him air.“ 

L. Boun. Where did his illneſs take him ſirſt, pray 

Arch. To day at church, madam. - 

I. Boun. In what manner was he taken? 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my lady. He was of a ſud- 
den touch'd with ſomething in his eyes, which at the 
firit he only felt, but cou'd not tell whether twas pain 
or pleaſure. 

L. Baus. Wind, » _—_ but wind. 


© {rb 
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* Arch. By ſoft degrees it grew and mounted to his- 
brain, there his fancy. caught it: there form'd it ſo 
beautiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing 
colours, that his tranſported appetite ſeiz d the fair 
idea, and ftraight convey'd it to his heart. That 
© ' hoſpitable ſeat of life ſent all its ſanguine ſpirits - 
forth to meet it, ard open'd all it's ſluicy gates to 
© take the ſtranger in.” | 

L. Baun. Your maſter ſhou'd never go without a 
bottle to ſmell to- Oh! — he recovers 
the the lavender- water — ſome feathers to burn 
under his noſe—Hungary-water to rub his temples / 
—— —|(), he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, fir, 
hem—— Gip/ey, bring the cordial-water, 

[Aimwell ſeems to awake in amaze. 

Dor. How do you, -fir ? 

Aim. Where am 17 [Ri fing. 

Sure T have paſs'd the gulph of ſilent death, 
And now am landed on the Fan ſhore— 
Behold: the goddeſs of thoſe happy plains, 

Fair Pro/ſerpine—let me adore thy bright divinity. 

. | Kneels:to Dorinda, and kifſes her band. 

Mrs. Sul. So, fo, fo, I knew where the fit wou'd 

end. ap | 

- Aim. ( Burydice perhaps 

How cou'd thy Orpheus keep his word, 

And not look back u thee ; | 

No treaſure but thyſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd him 

To look one minnte off thee. 

L. Boun. Deliricus, poor.gentleman. 

- Arch. Very delirious, madam, very delirious. 

Aim. Martis's voice, I think. | 

Arch. Yes, my lord—How does your lordſhip? 

L. Bous. Lord | did you mind that, girls? 

Aim. Where am I? | 

Arch. In very hands, fir—You were taken 

juſt now with one of your old fits, under the trees, 

juſt by this good lady's houſe ; her ladyſhip had you 

taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you to your- 

ſelf, as you ſeew———_ * 
im. 
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Aim. I am ſo confounded with ſhame, madam, that 
I can now only beg pardon———Aqnd refer my ac- 
knowledgments for your ladyſhip's care till an op- 
portunity offers of making ſome amends—1 dare be 
no longer troubleſome—Martin, give two guineas to 
the ſervants. . [ Going. 

Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo. ſoon into 
the air; you don't look, fir, as if you were perfectly 
recover'd. | 

Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in dumb Spes. 

Aim. 'That I ſhall never be, madam; my preſent 
illneſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to 
my grave. oo 

© Mrs. Sal. Don't deſpair, fir ; I have known ſe- 
* yeral in your diſtemper Bake it off, with a fortnight's 
© phyſick.” 

* Come, ſir, your ſervant has been telling 
me that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the air 
Your good manners ſhan't get the better of ours—- 
You ſhall fit down again, fir :>— Come, fir, we don't 
mind ceremonies in the country—*"* Here Gipſey 
« bring the cordial water.” Here, fir, my ſervice t'ye 
—— You ſhall taſte my water; tis a cordial I can 
aſſure you, and of my own making—Drink it off, 
fir : [Aimwell drizks.] And how d'ye find yourſelf 
now, fir: | : 
Ain. Somewhat better tho very faint till. 

L. Bona. Ay, ay, people are always faint after 
theſe fits. Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the gentle- 
man the houſe ; tis but an old family-buildiog, fir; 
but you had better walk about, and cool by de . 
than venture immediately into the air —— —You'll. 
find ſome tolerable pictures Dorinda, ſhew the gen- 
tleman the way. I muſt go to the poor woman below. 


Dor. This way, fir. _ 

Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my ſervant to 

wait on you, for he underſtands pictures very well. 

Mrs. Sal. Sir, we underftand originals, as well as 

he does pictares, ſo he may come along. | 

 [ Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sull. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor. 
C 2 Enter 
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Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 
 Foig. Save you, maſter Scrub. | 
Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way——T hare 2 
rieſt, I abhor the French, and I defy the devil—Sir, 
'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of my 
blood to keep out popery we ſlavery. 

Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in 
politicks, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. 
Gip/ey. | 
Scrub, Good Mr. Prieft, you can't ſpeak with her ; 
ſhe's ſick, fir; ſhe's gone abroad, fir; ſhe's —dead 
two months ago, fir. 

he en ak Euter Gipſey. 
Gip. How now, impudence! How dare you talk 
ſo ſaucly to the doctor? Pray, fir, don't take it ill; 
for the common people of England are not fo civil 


to ſtrangers, as- 
Scrub. You lie, you lie ;—'tis the common people, 
ſuch as you are, that are civilleſt to ſtrangers. 


Ws... Sirrah, I have a good mind to—Get you out, 
ay : | | 


Scrub. I won't! | 

ip. You won't, ſauce- box - Pray, doctor, what 
is — captain's name that came to your inn laf 
night? * 1 

Sers. The captain! ah, the devil, there ſhe ham- 
pers me again; — the captain has me on one fide, and 
the prieſt on t'other:— So between the gown and 
ſword, I have a fine time on't— But, cedant arma 
togæ. A FRE: [ Going. 

ip. What, ſirrah, won't you march? 

| Scrub, No, my dear, I won't march—but I'll walk: 
—And I'll make bold to liſten a little too. 

x [ Goes bebind the fide-/cane, and liſtens. 

ip. Indeed, doctor, the count has been barbarouſly 
treated, that's the truth ont. 772 

Foigt Ah, Mrs. Gigſey, my ſhoul, now Gra, 

his complainings would möllißy the marrow in your 


bones, and move the bowels of your commiſeration; 
h cveeps, and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he n. 
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and he laughs, and he ſtamps, and he ſings : in con- 
cluſion, joy, he's afflicted, à Ja Frangois, and a ſtranger 
wou'd not know whider to cry, or to laugh with him. 
Gip. What wou'd you have me do, doctor? 
Foig: Nothing, joy, but only hide the count in 
Mrs. Sulleu's clofet, when it js dark. | 
Gip. Nothing ! Is that nothing ? it won'd be both 
a ſin and a ſhame, doctor. | f 
Foig. Here is twenty leuisdores, joy, for your 
ſhame ; and I will give you an abſolution for the ſhin. 
Gip. But won't Nas money look like a bribe ? 
Feoig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it—If von 
receive the money before hand, *twill be /ogice, a 
bribe ; but if yoo ſtay till afterwards, 'twill be only 
a gratification, | 
Gip. Well, doctor, I'll take it /ogice 
mult I do with my conſcience, ſir? | 
Foig. Leave dat wid me, joy; I am your prieſt, 
Gra ; and your confcience is under my hands. 
Gip. But ſhou'd I put the count into the cloſet—— 
Fotg. Vell, is dere any ſhin for a man's being in a 
cloſhet? one may 7 to prayers in a cloſtiet. | 
lad 


But what 


Grip. But if the lady ſhou d come into her chamber 
„% Coe 
; er. Wel, and is dere any flitn in going to bed, 
oy | "I 


Ay, but if the parties ſhou'd meet, door ? 
Foig. Va den che parties muſt be reſpon- 
fible.—Do you be gone after putting the count in the 
* cloſhet; and leave the ſhins wid themſelves—I will 
come with the count to inſtru you in your chamber. 
Si. Well, doctor, your religion is ſo pure, me- 
* thinks I'm ſo eaſy aftef un abſolution, and can fin 
* afreſh with, ſo much ſecurity, that I'm reſolved to 
die a martyr to't=—Here's the key of the garden- 
door; come in the back-way, when *tis late—IIl be 
ready to receive you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, 
only take hold of my hand; I'Il lead you, and do you 
the count, and follow me. [Exeunt« 


i 4 
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Scrub. What witchcraft now have theſe two imps of 

the devil been a hatching here ?—There's twenty 

louisdores ; | heard that, and ſaw the purſe: but I 

mult give room to my betters. : „ ' 

Enter Aimwell leading Dorinda, and making love in 
dumb ſhew. Mrs. Sullen and Archer. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, fir, [to Archer] how d'ye like that 

tece ? 
8 Arch. O, 'tis Leda—You find, madam, how Ju- 
piter came diſguis'd to make love 
Ms. Sul. But what think you there of Alexander's 
* battles? | ; 

* Arch. We want only a Le Bran, madam, to draw 
greater battles, and a greater general of our own— 
© The Danube, madam, wou'd make a greater figure 
in a picture than the Granicus; and we have our 
* Ramelies to match their Arbela. | 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, fir, what head is that in the cor- 
ner there ? | | 
Arch. O, madam, tis poor Ovid in his exile. 
Mrs. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for 5 
Arch. His ambitious love, madam, [Boxwing,] His 
-* misfoxtune _touthes le.. 
- Mrs, Sul. Was he fucceſsful in his amourg? - 1 
* Arch, There he has left us in 2 dark — He was 
too muth a gentleman to tell. „ 
Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. | 

Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, Fes hum. 
- Mrs. Sal. How d'ye like that Venus over the chim- 

ney ? | Bs | ; 

' Arch. Venus! I proteſt, madam, I took it for your 

picture; but now. I look gain, tis not handſome 

enough. ae Aſs 
| Mrs. Sul. Oh, what a charm is flatfery ! if you 
wou'd ſee my picture, there it is over chat cabinet. 

How d've like it? 9 6 . | 

Arch. I muſt admire any thing, madam, that hag 

the leaſt reſemblance of you——But methinks, ma- 

dam, [He looks at the piftugs and Mr.. Sullen three or 


«4 89 four 
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Fur times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it? 
Mrs. Sul. A famous hand, ſir. 


Here Aim well and Dorinda go off. 

Arch. A famous hand, madam :—Your eyes, indeed, 
are ſeatur'd chere; but where s the ſparkling moiſture, 
thining fluid, in which they ſwim? the picture, 
indeed, has your dimples ; but where's the ſwarm of 
killing Cupids that ſhou'd ambuſh there? The lips too 
are figur'd out: but where's the carnation dew, the 
pouting ripeneſs that tempts the taſte in the original? 

Mrs. Sal. Had it been my lot to have match'd with 
ſuch a man! ; Ale, 

Arch. Vour breaſts too; preſumptuous man! what! 
paint heaven ! Apropos madam, in the very next pic- 
ture is Salmoneus, that was ſtruck dead with lightning, 
for offering to imitate Jove's thunder; I hope you 
ſerv'd the painter ſo, madam. 

Mrs. Sul. Had my eyes_the power of thugder, ey 
ſhou'd employ their lightning better. 

Arch. There's the fineſt bed in that room, madam 
I ſuppoſe tis your ladyſhip's bed-chamber . 
Mxs. Sul. And what then, fir? 

Areb. Lthink te quilt is the richeſt that ever I ſaw 
I can't at this diſtance, madam," Rn the 
figuref of the embgoidery : vill you give me 9 
madam? , 

Mrs Sul. The devil take Ge iipudence—Sure, if I 
gave him an opportunity, he durſt not offer it— I have 
a great mind to try. Going. Returns.) Sdeath, what 
am I doing? — And alone too.!——Siiter, ſiſter. (Exit. 
Arch. PII follow her cloſe—— 


For wherea F rench-man dur attempt to ſtorm, . | 

A Briton, re, may well th word perform. [ Going, 
+ Enter Scrub. a 

Scrub. Marti: Brother Martin. 


Arch. O brother Scrub, I beg your tins I was 
not a going: here's a guinea my maſter order'd you. 


+ 


Scrub. A guinea ; hi, hi, hi, a guinea! eb——by_ 
this light it ia Juiges but 1 ſuppoſe you expect one 


- and'twenty ſhillings in change. 


** 
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Arch, Not at all; I have another for Gip/ey. 
Scrub. A guinea for her! Fire and faggot for the 
kr Sir, give me that guinea, and PII diſcover 
A plot. | e ' 
Ted: A plot? | 

Scrub. Ay, fir, a plot, a horrid plot Firſt, it muſt 
be a plot becauſe there's a woman in't: ſecondly, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's a prieſt in't: thirdly, 
it muſt be a plot, becauſè there's French gold in't: 


** 


and ery, it muſt be a plot, becauſe I don't know 


* 


what to make on't. i . 
Arch. Nor any body elſe, Pm afraid, brother Scrub. 
Scrub. Truly I'm afraid fo too; for Where's there's a 

prieſt and a woman, there's, always a myſt and a 

riddle — This, I know, that here has been the doctor 

with a temptation in one hand, and an abſolution in the 
other, and Gipſey has ſold herſelf to "fo ; I ſaw the 


price paid down, my eyes ſhall take their oath onft. _ _- 
Arch. And js all this buſtlt about Gip/ey.? ons 
Scrub. That's not all; I cot'd hear, but a word here 
and there; but I remember they mefition'd a count, a 
cloſet, a back-door, and a key. © 
Arch. The count! did you hear nothing of Mrs. Sullen? 
Scrub. I did hear ſome word that ſounded that way ; 
but whethsr it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd not diſ- 
tinguiſh. | ” 
Arth. You have told this matter to no body, brother? 
Scrub. Told ! no, fir, I thank you for that ; I'm re- 
ſolv'd never to ſpeak one word, fro nor coz. till we 
have a peace. | 15 | 
Arch. You're i'th' right, brother Scrub ; here's a 
treaty a-foot between the count and the lady.— The 
rieſt and the chamber-maid are plenipotentiaries — 
ſhall go ag, "but Pl ind a way to be included in 
the treaty. re's the doctor, now > 
Scrub. He and 4255 are this moment devouring 
my lady's marmalade in the cloſet. 
Aim. | From without] Martin, Martin! * 
Arch. I come, ſir, I come. . 


Scrub. But you forget the other guinea, brother 


Martin. 
Arch. 


* 
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Arch. Here I give it with all my heart. [Exit Archer, 

Scrub. And I take it with all my foul. I'cod, PU 
ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gigſey; and if you ſhou'd 
et — captain upon me, theſe two guineas will buy 
me o 


- Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda; mecting. 


Mrs. Sul. Well, ſiſter. * K * - , 
Der. And well, ſiſter, 8 8 
— Sul. What” s becùmè of my lord? 


or. What's become of his ſervant ? 
"Mi. Sul. Servant! he's a prettier fellow and a finer 
_ gentleman hy fifty degrees than his maſter. 

Dor. O' my eonſcience, I fancy you-cgu'd begthat 
fellow at th#&gallows foot 


Mrs. Sul. O my conſtience, I « could. provided, 2 


gou'd put a friend of yours in his room. 


TOE You deſig d me, ſiſter, to leave you, when you- 


tranſgreſs 5d ti Bounds of honour. 

Mrs. Sul. Fhou dear tenſorious country virl— 
What doſt mean? Yon can 't think of the man without 
the bedfellow, I find. 

Dor. I don't find any ching onaturalin that thought ; 
while the mind is cnverſant with fleſh and blood, it 
muſt con form. to the humours of the company. 

Mrs. Sul. How a little love 1 im- 
prove a woman? 
you never ſpoke before. * 


Dor. Becauſe I: was never ſpo ke to before: my lord 


y, child, Jen begin to live 


— 


has told me, that Ihave more — beanty than any 


of my ſex; and truly begin to think the man is ſincere. 


Mrs. Su You're an the right, Dorinda; pride is the 
life of a woman, and flattery is our daily bread, * and 
© ſhe's a foolthat won't believe a man there, as much as 


© the believes him in any thing elſe— Aut Tl lay you 
a-guinea thatThad A s ſaid to mè than yo had. : 


Dor. Done What did your fellow ſay to ye? 


Mrs. Sal. My fellow took the picture of Venus for 


mine. 
Dor. But my lover took me for Venus herſelf. 


Mrs. Sal. Common cant! had my ſpark call'd me 
a Venus directly, I ſhou'd have believ'd him a footman 


. good earneſt. C 5 Dex. 


* 


* * 
- * 
- . 
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1 = * my 8 was upon his knees to me. 
rs. Sal. And mine was @pon. his tiptoes to me. 
© Dor. Mine vo d to die for me. wt 
Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 


* 
= 


Dor. Mine kiſs'd my hand ten thouſand times. = SS 


Mrs. Sal. Mine has all that pleaſure to come. 
Der, Mine ſpope the ſofteſt moving things. 
* Mys Sub. Ayr ay, mine hid his moying things W 
Dor. Mine offer'd magiage. © =» 


— Why, my twenty R 
noth 


my ſex, a gentle, ge 
Tpaciou hearg, where love and all 
his train might lodge: and muſt the fair apartment 
of my breaſt be made a ſtable for a brute to lie in? 
Dor. Meaning your huſband, I ſuppoſe F 


Mrs. Sul. Huſband ! No, Even huſband is too ſoft” 


a name for him. —But come, I expect my brother here 
to-night or E-morrow ; he was abroad when my father 
marry'd me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 
Dor. Will you promiſe not to.make yourſelf eaſy in 

the mean time with my lord's friend? 
Mrs Sul. You miſtake me, fifter—It happens with 
us as among the men, the greateſt talkers are the greateſt 
* © cowards; 


— 


= 
- 


4 
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cowards: and there's a reaſon, for it ; thoſe ſpirit? 
evaporate in prattle, Which might do more miſchief if 
they took another courſe Tho”, to confeſs the 
truth, I do love that fellow; —-and if I met him 
dreſt as he ſhoald be, and I undreſt as I ſhou'd be 
Look'e, ſiſter, have no ſupernatural gifts DD —I 
can't ſwear I cou'd reſiſt the temptation, — on 
I can fafely promiſe to avoid it; and that's as much 
as the belt of us can do. ® " [ Exeunt. 
Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. * 

Arch. And the awkward kindneſs of the good mo- 
therly old gentle woman.— 

Aim, And the coming eaſineſs of the young one — 
'Sdeath, tis pity to decezye her. 
- Arch. Nay, if 
where you are. DO 
Aim. I cau' © Hop for I love her to diſtraction. 
Arb. *SdEth, if you love her a hair's breadth be- 
yond diſcretioh, you muſt go no farther. 2 

Aim. Well, well, anything to deliver us from ſaun- 
tering away vur idle evenings at White's, Tom's, or 
Will's, and be ſtinted to bare looking at our old ac- 
quaintance, the cards, becauſe our impotent pockets. 
can't afford us a guinea for the mercenary drabs. 
© Arch. Or be obliged to ſome purſe- proud coxbomb 
for a ſcandalous boktle, where we muſt not pretend to 
dur ſhare of the diſcoyrſe; becauſe we can't pay our 
club oꝰth' reckoning: Dama it, I had rather 
ſpunge open Morris, and ſup upon a diſh of bohea 
* {cor*d behind the door. | 

Ain And tt ere expoſe our want of ſenſe by talking 
* criticiſms, as we ſhould our want of money by railing 
at the government. | | 

* Arch. Or be oblig'd to ſneakinto the ſide- box, and 
between both houſes ſteal two acts of a play; and be- 
* cauſe we han't money to ſee the other three, we come 
* away diſcontented, and damn the whole five. * 

Aim. And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally tricks Had 
wie out-liv'd our fortunes among our acquaintance.— 
But now | 


you-adhere to thoſe principles, ſtop 


| EI Arch, 
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Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this—Strike 
while the iron is hot — The prieſt is the luckieſt part 
of our adventure; he ſhalf marry yon, andpimp for me. 

© Aim. But I ſhould not like a woman that can be ſo 
© fond of a Frenchman. | ; 

© Arch. Alas, fir, neceſſity has no law; the lady may 
© be in diſtreſs ; perhaps ſhe has a confounded hulband, 
and her revenge may carry her farther than her love 
© —Egad, I have ſo good an opinion of her, and of my- 
« ſelf, that I begin to fancy ſtrange things! and we muſt 
© ſay this for the honour of our women, and indeed of 
- obfclves, that they do ſtick. to their men, as they do 
to their Magna Charta, If the plot lies asI ſuſpect 
I muſt put on the gentleman—— But here comes the 
doctor: I ſhall be ready. . [Exit. 

Enter Foigard.. © ; 

Foig. Saave you, noble friend, 

Aim. O fir, your ſervant : Pray, doctor, may I 
crave your name ? ; 1 

Foig. Fat naam is upon me? My naam is Foigard, joy. 

Aims Foigard! a very good name for a clergyman: 
Pray, doctor Foigard, were youever in Ireland? 
Fog. treland! No, joy; — Fat ſort of plaace it dat 
ſaam Ireland Dey ſay de people are catch'd dere when. 
dey are young. 

Aim. And ſome of em here when they are old ;— 
as for example Take: Foignard by tbe. Shoulder | 71 
I. arreſt you as a traytor againſt the government; 
your'e a ſabje& of. Exgland, and this morning ſhew'd: 
me a commiſſion by which you ſerv'd as chaplain in. 
the French army : This is death by our. law, and. 
your reverence muſt one fort.. 

Feig. Upon my ſhoul, noble friend, dis is ſtrange 
news you tell me, Fader Foigard a ſubject of England! 
de ſon of a Burgomaſter of Bruſſels, a ſubject of Eng- 
land ! Ubooboo——. th 


Aim. The ſon of a Bog-trotter in Ireland; fir, your 
tongue will condemn you before any bench in the 
kingdom. 

Foig. And is my tongue all your evidenſh, joy? 


Aim. 
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Him. That's enough. 
Foy. No, no, joy, for I will never ſpaakd Engliſh 


no more. 
Ain. Sir, I have other evidence Here Martin, 
you know this fellow. 
Enter Archer. 


Arch. [Ir a brogue) Saave you my dear cuſſen, how 
does your health ? . 

Foie. Ah! upon my ſhoul dere is my 8 
and his brogue will hang mine. [ Afde.] Mynbere, ick 


avet neat watt hey acht, ick wniverfion ewe neat, ſacra» 
anent. 5 


Ain. 


face. 


Poig. Faaſh.! fey, his dere brogue upon. my faaſh 
too | 

Arch. Upon my ſoulvation dere iſn joy But, 
Cuſſen Mackfpane, vil you not put a remembrance up- 
on me. 


Foig. Maciſbane ! by St. Patrick, (dat is my naam 
ſhure enough. [ L/ae.. 
Aim. I fancy Archer, you have 3 it. 


Foig.. The devil hang you, joy. By fat acquain- 
tance are you my culſlen ? 


Arch. O, de devil hang your ſhelf, jay; you know 
we were little boys togeder upon de ſchool, and your 


foſter-moder's. ſon was marry'd upon my nurſe's. 


chiſter, joy, and ſo we are [r:;þ cuſſens. 


Foig. De devil taake de relation l Vel, joy, and fat 
{hook was It ? | 

Arch. I think it vas—aay.—' Twas Tipperary. 

Foig. Now, upon my ſhoul, joy, it was Kilkenny. 

Aim. That's enough for aus—ſelf-confefion——— 
come, fir, we muſt deliver you into the hands of the 
next magiſtrate.. 

Arch. He ſends you to goal, you're try'd next 
aþzes, and away you.go ſwing into purgatory. 
 Foig. And is it ſho wid you, cuſſen ? 

Arch. It wil be ſho wid you, cuſſen, if you don't 


imme- 


Altering your. langua won't do, fir, this 
fellow knows your perſon, and will ſwear to your 


_— - 
— — — : 
— — —— - — ðñ — — * - 
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immediately confeſs the ſecret between you and Mrs. 
+ CGep/ey—Look'e, fir, the yallows or the ſecret} take 
your choice. 

Foig. The gallows ! upon my ſhoul J hate, that 
ſhame gallows, for it is a diſcaſh dat is fatal to our 
family. —Vel, den, there is nothing, ſhentlſemens, 

but. Mrs. Sullex wou'd ſpaak wid \ Odunt in her 
. chamber at midnight, and dere is no harm, joy, for 
| I am to conduct the Count to the plaaſh my elt. 
7 Arch. As I gueſs'd.— Have you communigated the 
matter to the Count! 
Foig. I have not ſheen him ſince. 
« Arch. Right again; why then, doctor; — you ſhall 
conduct me to the lady inſtead of the Count. 
Freig. Fat my cuſſen to the NA upon my ſhoul, 
gra; dat's too much upon the hyog tie. 
Arch. Come, come, doctor; conſider we have 
rope about your neck, and if you offer to — 
e' Il ſtop your wind-pipe, moſt certainly; we ſhall 

5 _ another job for you in a day or two, I hope. 
Aim. Here's company coming this way, let's into 
my chamber, and there concert our affairs further. 

Arch. Come, my dear cuſſen, come along. 

Foig. Arra the devil taake our relaſhion. | Excunt. 
Enter Bonifage, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one _; 
q Gibbet at the oppoſite. 

q Gib. Well, gentlemen, 'tis a fine night for our en- 
terprize. | 
Hounſ. Dark as hell. og; 
Bag. And blows like the devil; our landlord here 
has thewn us the window where we muſt break in, and 
2 tells us the plate ſtands in the wainſcoat cupboard | in 
the parlour. e 
Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag hot, as the faying i is, knives. 
and forks, cups, and cans, tumblers and tankards.— * 
The one tankard, as the ſaying is, that's near 
upon as big as me; it was a preſent to the ſquire 
from his god-mother, and ſmells of nutmeg and aſs : 
like an Faft-India ſhip. 
. Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the aa 
head. 
Bon. 


- 
. 
* 0 4 
»” 4 — ® - 
* 
* 
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Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſlow, as the ſaying is at 
one end of the gallery lies my Lady Bownriful and her 
daughter, and at the other, Mrs. Sullen—as for the 
ure 

* He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, 
and he's more than half ſeas over already But ſuch 
a parcel of ſcoundrels are got about him there, that 
egal I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their company. 

Bon. Tis now. twelve, as the ſaying is—gentle- 


men, you muſt ſet out at one. 
Gib. Hounſtoao, you and Bag bt ſee our arm 


fix d, and I'll come to you preſently. +» | 

Houn/. and Bag. We. will. [ Exeunt. 

Gib. Well, my dear Bowny, you aſſure me that 
Scrub is a coward. 

Ben. A chicken, as the ſaying is—you'll have no 
creature to deal with but the ladies. 

Gib. And I can affure you, Friend, there's a great 
deal of addreſs and good manners in robbing a lady; 
Jam the moſt a gentleman that way that ever travelled 
the road—but, my dear Sen, this prize will be a 

leon, ,a' Vigo bufineſs——Jg warrant you we ſhall 

bring off three or four thouſand pound. 5 
Bon. In plate, jewels, and money, as the ſaying is, 
_yau-Wax.: >: | A Fr 
Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thee : I'll get up 

tg town, ſell off my horſe and arms, buy my ſelf ſome 

pretty employment in the law, and be as ſnug and as 
honeſtas e're a long gown of 'em all. 

Ber? And» what think you then of my daughter 
Cherry for a wife? | 

Gib. Look'e, my dear Bonny— Cherry is the Goddeſs 
J adore; as the ſeng goes; but it is a maxim, that 
man and wife mould never have it in their power to 
hang one another; for if they ſhou'd, the Lord have 


mercy upon em both. * F 7h 


* 


ACT, 
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SCENE continues. Knocking ith; 
Exter Boniface. * 
Bon. Oming, comipg—a coach and fix foaming 


horſes at this time o'night! ſome great 


man, as the ſaying is, for he Horns to travel with 
other people. 


Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 


Sir Ch, What, fellow !. a public ban. and a-bed: 
when other people ſleep ? 


Bon. Sir, I an't a-bed, as the ſayin 


Sir Ch. I ſee that, as the ſaying Ying is is Mr. Sallen' 8 
family a-bed, thinkye ? 


Bon. All but the I ſir, as s the foying 


* 


1s, he's in the houſe. 

Sir Cb. What compaiy has he ? 7 
Ben. Why, fir, there's the conſtable, Mr. Gage the 
exciſeman, the hunch · back d barber, and two or "three 
other gentlemen. ** 

Sir Ch. I find my fiſter's lettèrs gave me the true” 
picture of her Goa 

in Enter Sullen drunk. 

Bon. Sir, here's the *ſquire 

Sul. The puppies left. me afleep——fir. « 

Sir Ch. Well, fir. * 

Saul. Sir, Lam unfortunate 8 have three 
thouſand pounds à year, and I can't get a man to 
drink a c fbf als with me. 4 

Sir Ch. That's very hard. 
Sul. 8 unleſs you have pity upon me, 


=_ one pipe i peavith me} Lmuſt e'en go home to- 
and I had rather go the devil by half. 


* C4; But I preſume, ſir, you won't ſee your 


= 


wife to-night, ſhe'll be gone to- bed you don't, uſe 
to lie with your wife 1 in that pickle ? | | 


4 Js $ 2 Sal. : 


CY 
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Sul. What! not lie with my wife! Why, fir, do 

u take me for an atheiſt, or a rake ? 

F. Ch. If you hate her, fir, I think you had better 
lie from her, 

Sul. I think fo too, friend but I am a juſtice of 
peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the law. - 

Sir Ch, Law! as I take it, Mr. Juftice, no body 
obſerves law for law's ſake, only for the good of thoſe 
for whom it was made. 

Sul. But if the lawwgrders me to ſend you to goal, 
you muſt lie there my friend. 

Sir CH. Not unleſs | commit a crime to deſerve i it. 

Sul. A crime! cons, an't L marry d? 

Sir Ch, Nay, fir, if you call marriage a crime, you 
mauſt diſown it for @ law. 

Sul, Eh!——I muſt be acquainted with you, fir, 
— but, ſir, I ſhould be very glad to know the truth 


of this matter. 

Sir Ch. Truth, fir, is a profound ſea, and few there 
be that dare wade deep en to find out the bottom 
on't, Beſides, fir, I'm afraid the line of your under - 
ſtandin yn't be long enough. | 

Sal. Lawk'e, fir „have nothin to ſay to your ſea 
A warp pap el of land canentitle a man 
to a little truth, I have as * WY in the 
coun . 
4 I never heard your worlhip, as thofiying is, 
talk ſo much before. | 
>, Becauſe I never met with a | man tha Le 
„ 


$- 
Sir £6. „ fir; er vou think . 
mind takes place of che body? ** vets 4 * I; £4 5 
Sul. In — people. _— 
Sir Ch. Then the intereſ- 6 the Me muſt be 


PA before that of his ſervant, 


'> 


* . 
* 


3 
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Saul. Sir, you-ſhall dine with me to-morrow—— 
oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my two hands are natu- 
rally one, becauſe they love one another,-* kifs one 
© another,” help one another in all the actions of life; 


but I cou'd not ſay ſo much if they were aways at 
cuffs, 


. Sal. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir CH. Why don't you part with her, fir ? 

Sul. Will you take her, ſir? 

Sir Ch, With all my heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her I morning, and a 
veniſon-paſty.i into the bar 

Sir Ch. You'll let me have 1 fortune too? 

Sul. Fortune! why, fir, I have no quarrel to het 


fortune I only hate the woman, fir, and none but. 
the woman ſhall go. 


Sir Ch. But her fortune, ſir 

Sul. Can you play at hit, fit. 

Sir Ch. No, truly r.. 
Sal. Nor at all-fours ?. 2 
Sir C. Neither. 

Ful. 332 man bred ? PA 7 Bir 
me, finest gd home, tis but two a-clock, + * 
Sit C Fos lf an hour, fir, if you pleaſe—but 
you mulbgonſider tis late. 

Sul. Bate? that's the reaſon I can't goto bed 
0 ome, f. Freuml 
Deer Cherry, — the-flage, and hnocks-at Aim- 
wells door. Enter Aimwell in his might) 

No 6 &O 
lat he matter? you remble child, you're 
ee 

_ >»: 
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in ſhort, ür, this very 
_ 


minutes p 


Cher, . 
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Cher. No, no, fir, wanted to have diſcover'd the 
Whole plot, and twenty other things, to your man 
Martin; but I have ſearch'd the whole houſe, and 
can't find him; where 1s he? 

Ain. No matter, child; will you guide me imme- 
diately to the houſe ? | 

Cher. With all my heart, ſir; my Lady Bountiful 
is my godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well 

Aim. Dorinda! The name inſpires me, the glory 
and the danger ſhall he all my own—Come, my life, 
let me but get my ſword. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Bed-chamber in Lady 
- Bountiful's Hoa/e. 
Enten Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, wndreſs'd; a Table 

and Lig bis. | 
Der. Tis very late, ſuter, no news of your ſpouſe 

et? | 3 | 
4 Mrs. Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till to- 
wards four, and then perhaps KWnay be executed with 
His company. 21 
Dor. Wel 


1, my dear, I'll leave you ti your reſt; 
you'll go MreAly to bed, I 1 r 
Mrs. Sul. I don't no what to du; hey! „ 

Dor. That's a defiring ſigh, ſiſter. Ot 

Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing hour, er. 
Dor. And might prove a criticabminute H the pret- 
ty fellow were here. „ * DP 

Mrs. Sal. Here? what in my bed- chamber, at two 
o' clock th” morning,. L undreſs'd, the aſleep 


my hated huſband abroad, and my lovelſcllow at 
my feet O gad, ſiſter. ee . 
Dor. Thoughts are free, ſiſter, and them I 22 
you—— So, my dear, good night. Lait. 
r Sul. A good ret}, tam Dorinda 
K ughts free! are they ſo? why then ſuppoſe ? 
here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning bride- 


ere Archer /teals aut of the clofwe | re 
1 


groom, [H. 
enchanting, eyes bewitching, knees imploxing. 


« little on one fide and ſees Archer inthe poſture ſhe N 


* 
Y 


open'd the caſement. 


Vvotton. 
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Ah! [Shrieks, and runs to the er ber = of the ſtage. ] 


Have my thoughts rais'd a ſpirit ? What are you, fir, 
a man or a devil? 
Arch. A man, a man, madam. IX ing. 


Mrs. Sul. How ſhall T be fure of it? 

Arch, Madam, I'll give you demonſtration this 
minute. | ; [Tales her hand, 
Mrs. Sal. What, fir! do you intend to be rude? 
Arch. Yes, madam, if you pleaſe, 

Mrs. Sul. In the name of wonder, whence came ye? 
Arch. From the ſkies, madam—T'm a Jupiter in 
love, and you ſhall be my Alcmena. 

Mrs, Sul. How came you in? 

Arch. I flew in at the window, madam; your cou- 
fin Capi lent me his wings, and your fiſter Venus 


k 
. 


Mrs. Sal. Pm ſtruck dumb with admiration. 

Arch. And I with wonder. [ Looks paffionately at ber. 

Mrs. Sal. What will become of me? 

© Arch.” How beautiful ſhe looks! the teeming 

Jally ſpring ſmiles in. her blooming face, and when 
ſhe was conceiy'd, her mother fmelt to roſes, look'd. 
on likes — . ji | 
Aa, um 


their 7 ahite, their fragrant charms, 
A. When the warm ſun has darts into their arm. 


- "[Runs 10 ber. 
Mrs. Sal. Ah! | Shrieks. 3 
Arch. Oons, madam, what do you mean? you'lt 
raife the houſe. W_ — th F 


Mrs. Sir, I'II wake the dead before I bear this. 
What! aÞPproach me with the freedoms of a keeper ! 


I'm glad on't, your impudence has cur'd me. 
' Arch. If this he impudence, [ Knees] I leave to your 
partial ſelf; no panting pilgrim, after a tedious, pain - 
ful voyage, &er Dou before his ſaint with more de- 


Mrs. CI. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. 
Akut. Riſe Thou proſtrate engineer, not all thy un- 
dermining fkill ſhall reach my heart. Riſe, and Fnow 
I am a woman without my ſex; I can love to all the 
Do tt tender 


2 
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tenderneſs of wiſhes, ſighs and tears—But go no far- 
ther Still to convince you that I'm more than wo- 
man, I can ſpeak my frailty, confeſs my weakneſs 
even for But 

Arch. For me! | [ Going to lay hold on ber. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, fir, build not upon that—for my 
moſt mortal hatred follows, if you diſobey what I 
command you now—leave me this minute——If he 
denies, I'm loft. LH. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe——— 

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come? | 

Mr. Sal. To-morrow, when you will. 

Arch. Your lips muſt ſeal the promiſe. 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ? 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt, [ Kiſes her.] Raptures 
and paradiſe ! and why not now, my angel? The time, 
the place, ſilence and ſecrecy, all confpire—And the 
now conſcious ſtars have pre-ordain'd this moment for 
my happineſs. - - [Tales her in his arms. 

Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure. 

Arch. If the ſun rides faſt, and diſappoints not 
mortals of to-morrow's dawn, this night ſhall crown 
oy 14 

Mrs. Sul. My ſex's pride aſſiſt me. 

Arch. My ſex's ſtrength help me. 
Mrs. Sal. You ſhall kill me firſt. * 
Arch. I'll die with you. [Carrying her off. 
Mrs. Sal. Thieves, thieves, murder- 
Euter Scrub in his Breecbes, aud ; 
Scrub. Thieves, thieves, murther, ry! 
Arch. Ha! the very timorous ſtag will kill in rut- 


ting-time. | [ Draws and offers to ftab Scrub. 
Scrub. [ Kneeling.) O pray, fir, Tpare all I have, 
and take my life. "ip 


a 
Mrs. Sal. ¶ Holding Archer's Hand.] What does the 
fellow mean? 8 3 
Scrub. O madam, down upon your kitegs, your 
marfow-bones——he?s one of them. | N 
Arch, Of whom? 
Scrub. 


* 
8 


— 
= 
-- Wo, - * 


or loſe my life. 
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Scrub. One of the rogues——T beg your pardon, 
ane of the honeſt gentlemen that juſt now are broke 
into the houſe. | 

Arch. How! | 

Mrs. Sal. I hope you did not come to rob me? 

Arch. Indeed I did, madam, but I wou'd have taken 
nothing but what you might very well ha'ſpar'd ; but 
your crying thieves, has wak'd this dreaming fool, 
and fo he takes *em for granted. 3 

Scrub. Granted! tis granted, fir; take all we have. 

Mrs. Sul. The fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam. 

Scrub. Oons, madam, they're broke into the houſe 
with fire and ſword; I ſaw them, heard them, they'll 


de here this minute. 


Arch. What, thieves! 
Scrub. Under favour, fir, I think fo. 
Mrs. Sal. What ſhall we do, fir? 
Arch. Madam, I wiſh your ladyſhip a good night. 
Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? | 
Arch. Leave you! lord, madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your im- 
mortal hatred. 
Mrs. Sal. Nay, but pray, fir ———- ; 
5 [T akes hold of him. 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha! now comes my turn to be ra- 
vich'd - Vou ſee now, madam, you muſt uſe men one 
way or other; but take this by the way, good, ma- 
dam, that none but a fool will give you the benefit of 
his courage, unleſs you'll take his love along with it 
— How are they arm'd, friend? 
Scrub. With ſword and piſtol, fir. 
Arch. Huſh! I ſee a dark lanthorn coming thro? 
the galler Madam, be aſſur'd I will protect you, 


Mrs. Sul. Your life! no fir, they can rob me of 
nothing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, fir, 
let me intreat you to be gone. 6 

Arch. No, madam, I'll conſult my own ſafety, for 
the ſake of yours; I'll work by ſtratagem: have you 
courage 
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courage enough to ſtand the appearence of em? 


Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, fince I have ſcap'd your hands, 
I can face any thing. 


71 


me ? 
Scrub. Eh! my dear brother, let me kiſs thee. 


Kiſſes Archer. 
Arch. This way——Here—— l 


[ Archer and Scrub hide behind the bed. 
Enter Gibbet, with a dark lanthorn ia one hand, and 


a Piftel in t'other. 


Gib. Ay, ay, this is the chamber, and the lady 


alone. 


Mrs. Sul. Who are you, ſir? What wou'd you have? 


D'ye come to rob me? 


655. Rob you! alack-a-day, madam, I'm only a 


younger brother, madam; and ſo, madam, if you 
make a noife, PII ſhoot you through the head: but 
don't be afraid, madam, [Laying his lani born and pi/- 


tol upon the table.) Theſe rings, madam; don't be 
concern'd, madam ; I have a profound reſpect for you, 


madam, your keys, madam; don't be frighted, ma- 


dam, I'm the moſt of a gentleman : [Searching ber 


pockets.] This necklace, madam; I never was rude 
to any lady ! I have a veneration— for this necklace— 
[ Here Archer having 
takes Gibbet 'by the collar, trips up his heels, and claps 
the piſtol to his breaſt. 


Arceb. Hold, profane villain, and take the reward 


of thy ſacrilege. | 
Gib. Oh! pray, fir, don't kill me; I an't prepar'd. 
Arch. How many is there of 'em, Scrub ? | 

Scrub, Five and forty, fir. 


. 


Arch. Then I muſt kill the villain, to have him out 


of the way. | 
ib. Hold! hold! fir; we are but three, upon my 


honour. . | 
Arch. Serub, will you undertake to fecure him ? 
Scrub. Not I, fir; kill him, kill him. | 


* 


Arch. 


Arch. Come hither, brother Scrub; don't you know 


come round, and ſeiz'd the piſtol, . 
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Arch. Run to Gip/ey's chamber, there you'll find the 
doctor; bring him hither preſently. 
[ Exit Scrub, running. 
Come, rogue, if you have a ſhort prayer, ſay it. 
G16. Sir, I have no prayer at all; the government 
has provided a chaplain to ſay prayers for us on theſe 
occaſions, 
Mrs. Sal. Pray, fir, don't kill him:—You fright 
me as much as him. | 
Arch. The dog ſhall die, madam, for being the 
occaſion of my Sirrah, this mo- 
ment is your laſt. ä 
Gib, Sir, I'll give you two hundred pounds to ſpare 
my life. 
Arch, Have you no more, raſcal ? | 
Gib. Yes, ſir, I can command four hundred; but 
- mult reſerve two of em to ſave my life at the ſeſ- 
ons. 


Enter Scrub and Foigard. 
Arch. Here, doctor: I ſuppoſe dera and you, be- 
tween you, may manage him: — Lay hold of him. 
| [ Foigard /ays hold of Gibbet. 
G1. What! turn'd over to the prieſt already 
Look'e, doctor, you come before your time; I an't 
condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 
Foig. Come, my dear joy, I vil ſecure your body 
and your ſhoul too; I will make you a good catholick, 
and give you an abſolution. REV 
Gib. Abſolution! Can you procure me a pardon, 
doctor? | 
Foig. No, joy. | 
Gib. Then you 


2 Then you and your abſolution may go to the 
evil. 

Arch. Convey him into the cellar, there bind him: 
—— Take the piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot 
him thro? the head,—and come back to us with all 
the ſpeed you can. f 

Scrub, Ay, ay; come, doctor, do you hold him 
faſt, and 1711 guard him. N 

Mrs, Sal. But how came the doctor? 


Arche 
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Arch. In ſhort, madam — [ Sbrieking without.] 
*Sdeath! the rognes are at work with the other la- 
dies: —I'm vex'd I parted with the piſtol ; but I muſt 
fly to their aſſiſtance— Will you ſtay here, madam, or 
venture yourſelf with me ? 

Mrs. Sz/. O, with you, dear fir, with you. 

| [T akes him by the arm, and exeunt. 


SCENE changes to another apartment in the fame 
| | houſe. 


Enter Hounſlow dragging in lady Bountiful, and Bag- 
ſhot hauling in Dorinda; the rogues with ſwords 
drawn. | 


Houn/. Come, come, your jewels, miſtreſs. 
Bag. Your keys, your keys, old gentlewoman. 
Enter Aimwell * and Cherry.“ 

Aim. Turn this way, villains; I durſt engage an 
army in ſuch a caule. [ He engages em buih., 

Dor. O, madam, had I but a ſword to help the 
© brave man! 

L. Boun. There's three or four hanging up in the 
hall; but they won't draw. I'll go fetch one how- 
© ever. [ Exit.? 

Euter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 

Arch. Hold, hold, my lord ; every man his bird, 

pray. They engage man to man; the rogues are 
6 thrown down and diſarm'd, 

© Cher. What! the rogues taken! then they'll im- 
peach my father! I muſt give him timely notice. 

* | Runs out. 

Arch. Shall we kill the rogues ? 

Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 

Arch. Ay, ay ; here madam, lend me your garter. 

a [To Mrs. Sullen, who flands by him. 

Mrs. Sal. The devils in this fellow; he tights, 
loves, and banters all in a breath : here's a cord that 
the rogues brought with *em, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. Right, right, the rogue's deſtiny, a rope to 
hang himſelf — Come, my lord, — this 1 but 
a ſcan- 
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a ſcandalous ſort of an office, | Binding the rogues to- 
ther] if our adventures ſhould end in this fort of hang 
man-work ; but I hope there is ſomething in proſpect 
that Enter Scrub.] Well, Scrab, have you fecured 
your 7 artar ? | | 

Scrub. Yes, fir, I left the prieſt and him diſputing 
about religion. 1 

Aim. And pray carry theſe gentlemen to reap the 
beneſit of the controverſy. | Deliwers the priſoners to 
| Scrub, who leads em out, 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, ſiſter, how came my lord here? 

Der. And pray, how came the gentleman here? 

Mrs. Sul. PII tell you the greateſt piece of villany— 

They talk in dumb ſbe tu. 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſs- 
ful in your adventure than the houſe-breakers. 

Arch. No matter for my adventure, yours is the 
principal Preſs her this minute to marry you, 
now while ſhe's hurry'd between the palpitation 
of her fear, and the joy of her deliverance, now 
while the tide of her ſpirits are at high-flood ;—— 
throw yourſelf at her feet, ſpeak ſome romantick non- 
ſenſe, or other ;—* addreſs her, like Alexander, in the 
height of his victory,“ confound her ſenſes, bear 
down her reaſon, and away with her : The prieft 
is = in the cellar, and dare not refuſe to da the 
work. 

Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being ob- 
ſerv'd ? 

' Arch. You a lover! and not find a way to get off 
Let me ſee. | 

Aim. You bleed, Archer. 3 

Arch. Sdeath, I'm-glad on't; this wound will do 
the bufineſs— I'll amuſe the old lady and Mrs. Sullen 
about dreſſing my. wound, while you carry off Do- 


iuda. 


| Enter Lady Bountiful,” 
L. Beun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underftand how 
you wou'd be gratified for the ſervices ——— 
Arch. Come, come, my lady, this is no time for 
compliments; I'm wounded, madam. 


L. Boun. 
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L. Boun. And Mrs. Sul. How! wounded ! 
Dor. I hope, fir, you have received no hurt? 
Ain. None but what you may cure 
| Makes love in dumb fbew. 
L. Beun. Let me fee your arm, fir—l muſt have 
ſome powder-ſugar to ſtop the blood O me! an 
ugiy gaſh, upon my md, fir, you muſt go into bed. 
Arch. Ay, my lady, a bed wou'd do very well — 
Madam, [To Mrs. Sullen] will you do me the favour 
to conduQt me to a chamber ? 
L. Boun. Do, do, daughter, —while I get the 
lint, and the probe, and plaiſter ready. 


[ Runs out one way, Aimwell carries of Dorinda 
another. 


Arch. Come, madam, why don't you obey your 
mother's commands ? 


Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what is paſt, have 
the confidence to aſk me? | 

Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the confidence to deny me? 
Was not this blood ſhed in your defence, and my life 
expos'd for your protection ? Look' e, madam, I'm 
none of your romantick fools, that fight giants and 
monſters for nothing; my valour is downright Swiſs ; 
I am a ſoldier of fortune, and muſt be paid. 

Mrs. Sal. Tis ungenerous in you, fir, to upbraid 
me with your ſervices. 

Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, madam, not to re- 
ward 'em. 

Mrs. Sul. How! at the expence of my honour. 

Arch. Honour! Can honour conſiſt with ingrati- 
tude ? If you wou'd deal like a woman of honour, do 


like a man of honour: d'ye think I wou'd deny you 
in ſuch a caſe ? 


Enter Gipley. 
Gip! Madam, my lady order'd me to tell you, that 
your brother 1s below at the gate. 
Mrs. Sul. My brother! Heavens be prais'd :—Sir, 
he ſhall thank you for your ſervices ; he has it in his 
power. | 


D 2 Arch. 
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Arch. Who is your brother, madam ? 1 

Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Freeman : You'll excuſe 
me, fir; I muſt go and receive him. [ Exit. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman *Sdeath and hell! 
My old acquaintance. Now, unleſs Aimavell has 
made good uſe of his time, all our fair machine goes 


ſouſe into the ſea, like an Ediſtone. Exit. 


SCENE changes to the gallery in the ſame houſe. 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 


Dor. Well, well, my lord, you have conquer'd ; 
your late generous action will, J hope, plead for my 
eaſy yielding ; tho? I muſt own, your lordſhip had a 
friend in the fort before. 

Aim. The ſweets of Hybla dwell upon her tongue: 
— Here, doctor 

Enter Foigard with a book. 

Feig. Are you prepar'd bote. 

Dor. I'm ready: but firſt, my lord, one word 
I have a frightful example of a haſty marriage in my 
own family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. 
Pray, my lord, conſider a little—— — 

Zim. Conſider ! Do you doubt my honour, or my 
love ? 

Dor. Neither: I do believe you equally juſt as 
brave—And were your whole ſex drawn out for me 
to chuſe, I ſhou'd not caſt a look upon the multitude 
if you were abſent—But, my lord, I'm a woman; 
colours, concealments may hide a thouſand faults 
in me—therefore know me better firſt; I hardly 
dare affirm I know myſelf i in wy thing except my 
love. 

Aim. Such goodneſs who cou'd i injure ! I find my- 
felf unequal to the taſk of villain ; he has gain id my 
ſoul, and made it honeſt like her own—1 cannot 
hurt her. A {/ide.] Doctor, retire. [Exit Foigard.] 
madam, behold your lover and your proſelyte, and 
judge of my paſſion by my converſion———Þ'm = 

a lie, 
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a lie, nor dare I give a fiction to your arms; I'm all 
a counterfeit, except my paſſion. 

Dor. Forbid it, heaven ? A counterfeit ! 

Aim. I am no lord, but a poor needy man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous deſign to prey upon your 
fortune :—But the beauties of your mind and per- 
ſon have ſo won me from myſelf, that, like a truſty 
ſervant, I prefer the intereſt of my miſtreſs to my 
own. 

Dor. Sure, I have had the dream of ſome poor 
mariner, a ſleeping image of a welcome port, and 
* wake involv'd in 'ſtorms.* ——Pray, fir, who are 
vou? 

Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title I uſurp'd, but 
ſtranger to his honour or his fortune. 

Dor. Matchleſs honeſty !—Once I was proud, fir, 
of your wealth and title, but now am prouder that 
you want it: now 1 can ſhew, my love was juſtly 
levell'd, and had no aim but love. Doctor, 
come 1n. 1. 

Enter Foigard at one door, Gipſey at another, who 
whiſpers Dorinda. | 

Your pardon, fir; we ſhan't want you now, fir. 
You muſt excuſe me — I'll wait on you preſently. 

[ Exit with Gipſey. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, now, dis is fooliſh [ Exit. 

Aim. Gone! and bid the prieſt depart—It has an 
ominous look. | 

Enter Archer. 

Arch, Courage, Tem—Shall I wiſh you joy? 

Aim. No. 

\ Arch. Oons! Man, what ha? you been doing ? 

Aim. O Archer, my honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 

Arch. How! © £5 

Aim. I have diſcover'd meſelf. | 

Arch. Diſcover'd! and without my conſent ? What! 
have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame bot- 
tom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all without my 
partnerſhip ? | 

Aim. O Archer, I own my faalt. 


D 3 Arch, 
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Arch, After conviction— tis then too late for par- 
don Vou may remember, Mr. Aimabeil, that you 

ropos'd this folly—As you begun, ſo end it— 
Henceforth I'll hunt my fortune fingle—ſo farewel. 
Aim. Stay my dear Archer, but a minute. 

Arch. Stay, of What to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and 
laugh'd at!——No, I wou'd ſooner change condi- 
tions with the worlt of the rogues we juſt now bound, 
than bear one ſcornful ſmile from the proud knight 
that once I treated as my equal. 

Aim. What Knight? 

Arch. Sir Charks Freeman, brother to the lady 
that I had almoſt But no matter for that, *tis a 
curſed night s work, and fo I leave you to make the 
beſt on't. 

Aim. Freeman /—— One word, Archer. Still I 
have hopes ? methought ſhe receiv'd my confeſſion 
with pleaſure. 

Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? 

Aim. She conſented after to the match; and ſtill I 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. 

Arch. To heiſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd 
have been. 

Aim, By all my hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling 
comes. 


Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 

Dor. Come, my dear lord—l fly with impatience 
to your arms The minutes of my abſence was a 
tedious year, Where's this prieſt ? 

| Enter Foigard. 

Arch. Oons, a brave girl ! 

Dor. I ſuppoſe, my lord, this gentleman is privy 
to our affairs ? 

Arch. Yes, yes, madam, I'm to be your father, 

Dor. Come, prieſt, do your office. 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte; couple 'em any 
way. [Takes Aimwell's Hand.] Come, madam, I'm 
to give you 

Dor. My 3 alter d; I won't, 

Arch. E 


Aim. 
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Ain. I'm confounded. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, aud fo is my ſhelf, 

Arch. What's the matter now, madam ? | 
Dor. Look'e, fir, one generous action deſerves ano- 
ther. This gentleman's honour oblig'd him to 
hide nothing from me; my juſtice engages me to con- 
ceal nothing from him: in ſhort, fir, you are the perſon 
that you thought you counterfeited ; you are the true 
Lord Viſcount Aimwell, and I with your lordſhip joy. 
Now, prieit, you may be gone; if my lord is now 
pleas'd with the match, let his lordſhip marry me in 
the face of the world. 

Aim. Archer, what dces ſhe mean ? 

Dor. Here's a witneſs for my truth. 

Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 

Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwell, I wiſh you joy. 

Aim. Of what? 

Sir Ch. Of your honour and eſtate. Your brother 
died the day before I left London ; and all your friends 
have writ after you to Brafels; among the reſt I did 
myſelf the honour. | 

Arch. Heark'e, fir knight, don't you banter now ? 

Sir Ch. Tis truth, upon my honour. 

Aim. Thanks to the pregnant ftars that form'd this 
accident. 

Arch. Thanks to the womb of time that brought 
it forth; away with it. | 

Aim. Thanks to my guardian angel that led me to 
the prize [ Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh you joy. My Lady, I 
with you joy. Egad, Sir Freeman, you're the ho- 
neſteſt fellow living. —*Sdeath, I'm grown ſtrangely 
airy upon this matter—— My lord, how d'ye ? 
A word, my lord: don't you remember ſomething 
of a previous agreement, that entitles me to the motety 
of this lady's fortune, which, I think, will amount to 
ten thouſand pounds ? 

Aim. Not a penny, Archer: you wou'd ha' cut my 
throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this lady. 
3 | Arch. 


- 
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Arch. Ay, and Pll cut your throat till , if you 
ſhou'd deceive her now. | | | 

Aim. That's what I expect; and to end the diſpute, 
the lady's fortune is twenty thouſand pounds, we'll di- 
vide ſtakes; take the twenty thouſand pounds, or the 
lady. 

Dor. How ! is your lordſhip fo indifferent ? 

Arch. No, no, no, madam, his - lordſhip knows 
very well, that PII take the money; I leave you to 
his lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided for. 

« Enter Foigard. 
Foig. Arra fait, de people do ſay you be all robb'd, 
oy. 
f "hw The ladies have been in ſome danger, fir, as 
you ſaw. | 

Foig, Upon my ſhoul our inn be rob too. 

Aim. Our inn! by whom? 

Foig. Upon my ſhalwation, our landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid da money. 

Arch. Robb'd himſelf ! 

Feig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred pounds. 

Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred pound ! 

Foig. Yes fait honey, that I did owe to him. 

Aim. Our money's gone, Frank. 

Arch. Rot the money, my wench is gone=—o—z 
Sgadeæ vous quelque choſe de Mademoiſelle Cherry? 

Enter a fellow with a ftrong box and a letter. 

Fell. Is there one Martin here? 

Arch. Ay, ay, —— who wants him? 

Fell. | have a box here and a letter for him. | 

Arch. [Taking the box.] Ha, ha, ha! what's here? 
Legerdemain ! By this light, my lord, our money again? 
But this unfolds the riddle. | Opening the letter, *. 

Hum, hum, hum—0, tis for the public good, an 
muſt be communicated to the company. 


Mr, Martin, 
M Y father being afraid of an impeachment by the 
rogues that are taken to-night, is gone off; but if 
you can procure him a pardon, he'll make great diſcove- 


ries 
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ries that may be uſeful to the country : Cou'd I have 
met you inſtead of your maſter to-night, I wou'd have 
deliver'd myſelf into your hands, with a ſum that much 
exceeds that in your flirong box, which I have ſent yon, 
with an aſſurance to my dear Martin, that I ſhall ever 


be his moſt faithful friend till death, Cherry Boniface. 


There's a billet-doux for you—As for the father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged, and for the daugh- 
ter Pray, my lord, perſuade your bride to take 
her into her ſervice inſtead of Gip/ey. 
Aim. I can aſſure you, madam, your deliverance 
was owing to her diſcovery, | 
Dor. Your command, my lord, will do without 
the obligation. I'll take care of her. 
Sir C5. This good company meets opportunely in 
favour of a defign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 
: ſiſter : I intend to part her from her huſband—gentle- 
men, will you aſſiſt me? 
Arch. Aſſiſt you! 'ſdeath, who wou'd not? 
Foig. Ay, upon my ſhoul, we'll all aſhiſt. 
Euter Sullen. | 
Sul. What's all this? They tell me, ſpouſe, that 
you had like to have been robb'd. 
Mrs. Sal Truly, ſpouſe, I was pretty near it 
Had not theſe two gentlemen interpos'd. 
Sul. How came theſe gentlemen here? 
Mrs. Sul. That's his way of returning thanks, you 
muſt know. | | 
Foig. Ay, but upon my conſhience de queſtion be 
a-propos for all dat. | 
Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt night, ſir, that you would 
deliver your lady to me this morning. 


Sul. Humph. | 
Arch. Humph !- what do you mean by humph ?— 
Sir you ſhall deliver her In ſhort, fir, we have 


ſav'd you and your family; and if you are not civil, | 
we'll unbind the rogues, join with 'em, and ſet fire to 
your houſe What does the man mean ? Not part, | 
with his Wife! 1 
Foig. Arra, not part wid your wife! upon my ſhoul 
de man doſh not underſtand common ſhivility. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. Hold, gentlemen, all things here muſt 
move by conſent ; compulſion would ſpoil us: let 
my dear and I talk the matter over, and you ſhall 
judge it between us. 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our judges : : 
— Pray, fir, who are you? 

Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take 
away your wife. 

Sul. And you, good fir? 

Aim. Thomas Viſcount Aimwell, come to take away 
your ſiſter. 

Sul. And you, pray fir? 

Arch. F er Archer, Eſq; come | 
Sul. To take away my mother, I hope—Gentle. 
men, you're heartily welcome: I never met with three 


more obliging people fince I was born And now, 
my dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt word. 
Arch. And the laſt, for five pounds. [ Aide. 
Mrs. Sul. Spouſe. 
Sul. Rib. 


Mrs. Sul. How long have you been marry'd ? 

Sul. By the almanack, fourteen months; — but by 
my account, fourteen years, 
Mrs. Sul. 'Tis thereabout by my reckoning. 

' Foig. Upon my conſhience dere accounts vil agree. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, ſpouſe, what did you marry for? 
Sul. To get an heir to my eſtate. 

Sir Ch, And have you ſucceeded ? 

Sul. No. 


Arch. The condition fails of his fide. rr, 
madam, what did you marry for? 

Mrs. Sal. To ſupport the weakneſs of my ſex by 
the ſtrength of his, and to enjoy the pleaſures of an 
agreeable ſociety. 


Sir Ch. Are your expectations anſwer'd ? 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Foig. Arra honeys, a clear caaſe, a clear caaſe ! 

Sir Ch, What are the bars to your mutual content= 
ment ? 


Mrs. Sul. In the firſt place, Ican't drink ale with him. 
Sul. Nor can I drink tea with her. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sal. I can't hunt with you. 

Sul. Nor can I dance with you. 

Mrs. Sal. I hate cocking and racing. 
Sul. And I abhor ombre and picquet. 
Mrs. Sul. Your ſilence is intolerable, 
Sul. Your prating is worſe, 


Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual offence 


to each other——A gnawing vulture at the heart? 
* Sul. A frightful goblin to the fight. 
Mrs. Sal. A porcupine to the feeling. 
© Sul. Perpetual worn. vood to the taſte,” 


Mrs. Sul. Is there on earth a thing we can agree in? 
Sul. Yes to part. 


Mrs. Sul. With all my heart. 

Sul, Your hand. 

Mrs. Sl. Here. 

Sul. "Theſe hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us 
Away 

Mrs. Sz/. Eaſt. 

Sul. Weſt. | 

Mrs. Sal. North. 

Sul. South; far as the poles aſunder. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, a very pretty ſheremony. 

Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Su/len, there wants only my ſiſ- 
ter's fortune to make us eaſy. 

Sul. Sir Charles, you love your fiſter, and I love her 
fortune; every one to his fancy. 

Arch. Then you won't refund? 

Sul. Not a ſhiver. ; 

Arch. What is her portion? 

Sir Ch. Twenty thouſand pounds, fir. 

Arch. I'll pay it: my lord, I thank him, has enabled 
me, and if the lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me. 
This night's adventure has prov'd ſtrangely lucky to 
us all For Captain Gibbet, in his walk, has made 
bold, Mr. Sullen, with your ſtudy and ſcrutoire, and 


has taken out all the writings of your eſtate, all the 


articles of marriage with your lady, bills, bonds, 

leaſes, receipts, to an infinite value; I tock 'em 

from him, and will deliver them to Sir Chorles. 

Sal. How, my writings! my head akes pcs” 
— We 


* 
, 
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—VWell, gentlemen, you ſhall have her fortune, but 
I can't talk, If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be 
merry, and celebrate my ſiſter's wedding and my di- 
vorce, you may command my houſe ! but my head 
akes conſumedly :—S8crub, bring me a dram. 

* Arch. [To Mrs. Sull.] There's a country-dance to 
* the trifle that I ſang to-day ; your hand, and we'll 


lead ĩt up. 

n [* Here a dance.”'] 

Arch. "T would be hard to gueſs which of theſe par- 
ties is the better pleas'd, the couple join'd, or the 
couple parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an un- 
taſted happineſs,” and the other in their deliverance 
from an experienc'd miſery. | oe 


Both happy in their ſeveral Rates, wwe find : 
T hoſe parted ty conſent, and thoſe conjcin'd. 
Conſent, if. mutual, faves the Lawyer's fee; 
Conſent is Iaw enough to ſet you free. 
.  Excunt Omnes. 
End of ebe Fifth A#. 


— 
ä 


E. FIE s U E. 
F to our play your judgment can't be kind, . 
Let its expiring author pity finds  _ 
Survey his mournful caſe with melting eyes, 

Nor let the bard be damn d before he dies. 

Forbear you fair, on bis laſt ſeene to frown, 

But his true exit with a plaudit crown 

T hen ſhall the dying poet ceaſe to fear F 
The dreadful knell, while your applauſe he bears. 
At Leuctra /o the congu ring Theban dy'd, | 
Claim'd his friends praiſes, but their tears deny d. 
Pleas'd in the pangs of death, he greatly thought 
Congueſt with loſs of life but cheaply bought. 
T he difference this, the Greek was one wou'd fight, . 


_— 


As brave, tho" not ſo gay, as Serjeant Kite: 

Ye ſons of Will's, what's that to thoſe who write ! 

7% Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his bays, 

You may the bard above the hero raiſe, 
Since yours is greater than Athenian praiſe. 


FE: Av. 
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| 
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$7 The Reader is deſired to obſerve, that the paſſages omitted in the 

« Repreſentation at the Theatres are here preſerved, and marked 
with inverted Commas ; as from Line 31, in Page 7, to 3, in 
Page 8, TA 
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THE buſtandmus in vain renews biz toil, 
To cultivate each year a hungry ſoil ; 
And fondly bopes 17 rich and generous fruit, 
When what ſhould feed the tree, devours the root + 
Th” unladen boughs, be ſees, bode certain dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly earth. 
So, the poor buſbands of the tage, who found 
Their labours loft upon ungrateful ground, 
This laſt and only remedy baue proud; 
And bope new fruit from ancient flocks remov'd. 
Well may they bope, when you ſo kindly aid, 
Well plant a ſoil which you ſo rich have made. 
As nature gave the world to man's firſt age, 
3” your bounty we receive this ſtage; 
| l. man was born to, e +» ao | 
to our <vorld ſuch plenty you afford, 
I ſeems like Eden, 74 its own accord, 
But fince in 22 e frail fleſh gave way. 
And when but two were 21 cent aſtray z 
Forbear your wonder, and the fault forgive 
If in our larger family we grieve 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We obo remain, would gratefully repay 
What our endeavours can, and bring, this day, 
The firſt-fruit offering, of a virgin play. | 
We bepe there's ſomething that may pleaſe each, taſte, 
And ibo of bomely fare we make the feaff, 
Tet you will find variety at leaſt. | 
There's bumour, which for chearful friends we got, 
And for the thinking party there's a plot. 
We'wve ſomething too, to gratify ill-nature 
4 there be any here )— and that is ſatire. 
* ſatire ſcarte dares grin, tis grown ſo mild, 
Or only ſhews its teeth, as if it ſmil d. 
As 755 thiſtles, poets mumble wit, 
And dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 
They bold their pens, as ſwords are beld by Fools, 
And are 4 to uſe their econ edge tools. 
Since the Plain Dealer's ſcenes of manly rage; 
N. ot one bar dar d to laſh this crying age: 
This time, the poet exons the bold eſſay, 
Yet hopes there's no ill-manners in his play: 
Ard be declares by me, be bas defign'd 
Aﬀront to none; but frankly ſpeaks his mind. 
And, ſhould th enſuing ſcenes nat chanee to hit, - ] 


He offers but this one excuſe—'t<vas curit 
Before your late encouragement of wit, 
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Valentine, in his Chamber, reading; Jeremy waiting. 
Several Books upon the Table. 

val. 4 EREMY! 


Fer. Sir, 
Val. Here, take away; I'll walk a turn, and digeſt 
what I jw read FI . 
Fer. You'll grow deviliſh fat thi⸗ r- diet 
7 1 * — the books. 
Fal. And d'ye hear, go you to breakfaſt There's a 
page doubled down in Egictetus, that is a feaſt for an em- 
Jer. Was Epicketus a real cook, or did he only write 
receipts? - A = 
Pal. Read, read, ſirrah, and refine your appetite; 
learn to live upon inſtruction; feaſt your mind, and 
mortify your fleſh. Read, and take your nouriſhment 
in at your eyes; ſhut up your mouth, and chew the cud 
of underſtanding. So Epittctus adviſes. LE 
Fer. O Lord! I have heard much of him, when I 
waited upon a gentleman at Cambridge. Pray what was 
that Epicterus 
Fal. A rich man—not worth a groat. 
Jer. Humph! and ſo he has made a very fine feaſt, 
where there is nothing 10 be eaten. 
"Fs. V8 3 a 


- 


er. Sir, you're a genyſeman, and probably under- 

4424 this bac Geding.: but, if you pleafe, I had rather 
be at board- Does your Epictetus, or your Seneca 
here, or any of theſe poor rich rogues, you how 
to pay your debts without money ? Will they that up the 
months of your creditors ? Will Plato be bail for you? 
or Diogenes, becauſe he 13 confinement, LG 

3 ve 


| 
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ed Valentine 
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ived in a tub, go to priſon for you? Slife, fir, what do 
you mean, to mew yourſelf up here with three or four 

muſty books, in commendation of ſtarving and poverty ? 
Val. Why, firrah, I have no money, you know ut; 
and therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: and in that 
1-but follow the examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt men 
in all ages—theſe poets and philoſophers, whom you na- 
turally hate, for juit ſuch another reaſon ; | becauſe they 
abound in ſenſe, and you are a fool. | 

Fer. Ay, fir, I am a fool, I know it: and yet, hea- 
ven help me, I'm poor enough to be a wit.— But I was 
always a fool, when I told you what your expences would 
bring you to; your coaches and your hveries ; your treats 


and your balls; your being in love with a lady that did 


not care a farthing for you in your proſperity; and keep- 
ing company with wits, that cared for nothing but your 
e yaw; and now, when you are poor, hate you as 
much as they do one another. 

Fial. Well; and now I am poor, I have an opportu- 
rity to be revenged on them all; Pll purſue Angelica wich 
bote love than ever, and appear more notoriouſly her 
admirer in this reſtraint, than when I openly nval'd the 
rich fops that made court to her. So 2 my poverty be 
a mortiſication to her pride, and perhaps make her com- 
paſſionate the love, which has — y reduced me to 
this lowneſs of fortune. And for the wits, I'm ſure I am 
in a condition to be even with them. 

Ter. Nay, your condition is pretty even with theirs, 
that's the truth on't. 3 

Val. I'll take ſome of their trade out of their hands. 

Jer. Now Heaven of mercy continue the tax upon pa- 
per !—You don't mean to write? 

Val. Yes, I do; III write a play. 

Fer. Hem Sir, if you 2 to give me a ſmall cer- 
tificate of three lines —only to certify thoſe whom it may 
concern, That the bearer hereof, Jeremy Fetch by name, 
has for the ſpace of ſeven years truly and faithfully ſerv- 

3 Eſquire; and that he is not now turn- 
ed away for any miſdemeanour; but does voluntarily 
diſmiſs bis maſter from any future authority over him 

* No, furah; you ſhall live with me full. 7 

er. 


— 
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Fer. Sir, it's impoſſible—I may die with wy ſtarve 
with you, cr be damned with your works: but to live, 
even three days, the life of a play, I no more expect it, 
than to be canonized for a mule after my deceaſe. _ 

Val. You are witty, you rogue, I ſhall want your help 
I'll have you learn to make couplets, to tag the ends 
of acts. D'ye hear? get the maids to crambo in an even- 
ing, and learn the knack of rhiming; you may arrive 
at the height of a ſong ſent by an unknown hand, or a 
chocolate houſe lampoon. 5 
Fer. But, fir, is this the way to recover your father's 

favour? Why Sir Samp/en will. be irreconcileable. If 

. your younger brother ſhould come from ſea, he'd never 
look upon you again. You're undone, fir; you're ruin- 
ed; you won't have a friend left in the world, if you 
turn poet.—Ah, pox confound that #lÞs coftee-houle, 
it has ruined more young men than the Royal Oak lottery ! 
—— Nothing thrives that belongs to it. The man of the 
houſe would have been an alderman by this time with half 
the trade, if he had ſet up in the city. —For my part, 1 
never ſit at the door, that I don't get double the ſtomach 
that I do at a horſe- race. The air upon Banſtead-Douw xs 
is nothing to it for a whetter; yet I never ſee it, but the 
ſpirit of | = appears to me—Sometimes like a decay- 
ed porter, worn out with pimping, and ing billes- 
doux and ſongs ; not like other porters for hare, but for 
the jeſt's ſake. — Now like a thin chairman, melted down 
to half his proportion, with ary a poet upon tick, 
to viſit ſome great fortune; and his fare to be paid him, 
like the wages of fin, either at the day of marriage, or 
the day of death. 5 

Val. Very well, ſir; can you proceed? 

* Fer. Sometimes like a bilk'd bookſeller, with a 
© meagre terrified countenance, that looks as if he had 
© written for himſelf, or were reſolved to turn author, 
and bring the reſt of his brethren into the ſame con- 
* ditioh. And laſtly, in the form of a worn-out punk, 
with verſes in her hand, which her vanity had prefen- 
ed to ſettlements, without a whols4atter to her tail, 
© but as ragged as one of the mules; or as if ſhe were 
© carrying her linen to the paper-mill, to be converted 

| / © into 
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into folio books of warning to all 8 maids, not to 


1 to good ſenſe; or lying in the arms of a 


* needy wit, the embraces of a wealthy fool. 
Enter Scandal. | 
Scand. What! Jeremy holding forth? 


Val. The has s (with all the-wit he could muſter 
- up) been declaiming againft wit. 

Scand. Ay t why then Pm afraid Jeremy has wit: for 
whetever it is, it's always contriving its o 

Fer. Why ſo I have been telling my maſter, fir. Mr. 
Scandal, for Heaven's ſake, fir, try if you can diſſuade 
him from turning poet. 

Scand. Poet! he ſhall turn ſoldier firft, and rather de- 
pend upon the out-fide of his head, than the lining: Why 
what the devil! has nct your poverty made you enemies 
enough? muſt you need ſhew your wit, to get more? 

Fer. Ay, more indeed: for who cares for any body 
that has more wit than himſelf? | g 

Scand. Jeremy ſpeaks like an oracle. Don't you ſee 
how worthleſs great men and dull rich rogues avoid a 
witty man of ſmall fortune? Why, he looks like a writ 
of inquiry into their titles and eſtates; and ſeems com- 
miſſioned by Heaven to ſeize the better half. 

Val. Therefore I would rail in my writings, and be 
reven 

Scand. Rall! at whom ? the whole world ? impotent 
and vain! Who would die a martyr to ſenſe, in a coun- 

try where the religion is folly ? You may ſand at bay for 
a while; but, when the full cry is againſt y you. , 
have fair play for your life. 17 you can 
down by the hounds, you will be A — 4 by 
the huntſmen.—No, turn pimp, flatterer, quack, law- 
yer, parſon, be chaplain toan atheiſt, or allion to an 
old woman,” any thing but poet. A modern poet is 
worſe, more ſervile, timerous, and fawning, than any I 
have named: without you could retrieve the ancient ho- 
nours of the name, recall the Rage of Athens, and be al- 
lowed the force of open honeſt ſatire. 
 - Pal. You are as inveterate againſt our poets, as if your 
character had been lately expoſed upon the ſtage. —Nay, 
x am not violently bent upon the trade. [ One Knoch. 


Jeremy, 
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Jeremy, ſee who's there. [| Jer. goes to the door. | —But 
tell me what you would have me do? What do the world 
ſay of me, aad my forced confinement ? 

Scand. The world behaves itſelf, as it uſes to do on 
ſuch occaſions. Some pity you, and condema your fa- 
ther: others excuſe him, and blame you. Only the la- 
dies are merciful, and wiſh you well: ſince love and 
pleaſureable expence have been your greateſt faults. 


Jeremy returns. 

Val. How now ? 77 8 4 3 
Jer. Nothing new, fir. I have diſpatched Tome half 
a dozen duns with as much dexterity as an hungry judge 

does cauſes at dinner-time. | 
Val. What anſwer have you given them? 

Scand. Patience, I ſuppoſe the old receipt! 

Fer. No, faith, fir: I have put them off ſo long with 
patience and forbearance, and other fair words, that I 
was forced to tell them in plain downright Eg 

Val. What? 4 = | 

Jer. That they ſhoul id. 

Val. Wien! ow 

Fer. To-morrow, On 3 

Val. And how the devil do you mean to keep your 
word? 5 | 

Jer. Keep it? not at all: it has been ſo very much 
ſtretched, that I reckon it will break of courſe by to- 
morrow, and nobody be ſurprized at the matter 
[ Knocking. ]— Again! Sir, if you don't like my negocia- 
tion, will you be p caſed to anſwer theſe yourſelf? 

Val. See who they are. [Exit Jeremy. ] By this, Scan- 
dal, you may fee what it is to be great, Secretaries of 
ſtace, preſi lents cf the council, and generals of an ar- 
my, lead juſt ſuch a life as I do; have juſt ſuch crouds 

* viſitants in a morning, all ſoliciting of paſt promiſes ; 
which are but a caviler ſort of duns, that lay claim to 
voluntary debts. 

Scand. And you, like a truly great man, having en- 
gaged their attendance, and promiſed more than ever 
yuu intended to perform, are more perplexed to find eva- 
ſions, than you wonld be to invent the honeſt means of 
keeping your word, and gratifying your creditors, - 
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Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your friends, and do not 
provoke your enemies. This liberty of your tongue will 
one. day bring a confinement on your body, my friend. 

Enter Jeremy. 
er. O, fir, there's Trapland the ſcrivener, with two 
ſuſpicious fellows like lawful pads, that would knock a 
man down with pocket-tipſtaves !— and there's your fa- 
ther's ſteward ; and the nurſe, with one of your children, 
from Twit" nam. 

Val. Pox on her! could ſhe find no other time to flin 
my fins in my face? here! give her this, [ gives money, 
and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtleſs, two- 
* handed whore ! ſhe knows my condition well —_ 
* and might have over-laid the chald a n ago, if 
ſhe had had any forecaſt in her.“ 

4 Scand. What, is ĩt 18 Margery, with my god- 

n? 

Jer. Yes, fr. 

Stand. My bleſſing to the boy, with this token [ gives 

money] of my love. And (d'ye hear ?) bid Margery put 

* more flocks in her bed, ſhift twice a week, and not. 

* work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell fo vigorouſly. — 
* I ſhall take the air —_ 

Val. Scandal, don't ſpoil my boy” s milk. — 
Trajland come in. If I can give that Cerberus a ſop, I. 
mall be at reſt for one day. 

Jeremy goes out and brings in Trapland. 
val. O Mr. 7 rapland my old friend ! welcome. 
— a chair quickly: a bottle of ſack and a toaſt—— 
a chair firſt: 
7. A good morning to you, Mr. Valentine; and 
to you Mr. Scandal. 
Scand. The morning's a very good morning, if you 
don't ſpoil it. 

Fal: Come, fit you down; you know his way. 
Trap. [fits.] There is a debt, Mr. Falentine, of fif- 
teen hundred pounds, of pretty long ſtandin 
Vial. I cannot talk about buſineſs with a charfly palate. 
furrah ! the ſack ! 

Trap. And ] deſire to know.what courſe you have taken 


fox the payment? : 
WY ! „ - Pal $0 


* 
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Val. Faith and troth, I am heartily glad to ſee you 
ay ſervice to you !——fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. Trap- 
land——faller. 

Trap. Hold! ſweetheart —this is not to our buſi- 
neſs——my ſervice to you, Mr. Scandal? [ Drinks. 
l have forborn as lon 1 

al. T*other glaſs, and then we'll talk —fill; Jeremy - 

Trap. No more, in truth—I have forborn, I ſay— 

Val. Sirrah! fill! when I bid you.—And how does 
your handſome daughter? — Come, a good huſband to 
her!. [Drinks 
Trap. Thank you—I have been out of this money) 
Val. Drink firit, Scandal, why do you not drink? 

\ Ak hey drink. 
Trap. And, in ſhort, I can be put off no longer. 
Val. I was much obliged to you for your ſupply : it 
did me ſignal ſervice in my neceflity. But you delight 
in doing good, —Scandal, drink to me, my friend Trap-- 
land's health. An.honeſter man lives not, nor one more 
ready to ſerve his friend in diſtreſs; though I ſay it to 
his face. Come, fill each man his glaſs. | 
Scand. What? I know Traplaud has been a whore- 
maſter, and loves a wench ſtill, You never knew a 
whoremaſter,. that was not an honeſt fellow. | 

Trap. Fie, Mr. Scandal, you never knew! 

Scand. What don't I know ?—I know the buxom black 
widow in the Poultry—eight hundred pounds a year join- 
ture, and. twenty thouſand. pounds in money. Ahah ! 
old Trap. 

Pal. Say you ſo, i'faith? come, we'll remember the 
widow : I know whereabouts you are; come to the widow. 

Trap. No more indeed. 3 

Val. What! the widow's health? give it him —off 
with it. [They drink.]—A lovely girl, i'faĩth, black 
ſparkling eyes, . ſoft pouting ruby lips !. better ſealing 
there, than a bond for a million, ha! = 

Trap. No, no, there's no ſuch thing; we'd better 
mind our buſineſs ou're a wag ! a 

Val. No, faith, we'll mind the widow's buſineſs : fill 
again. Pretty round heaving breaſts, — a Barbary 


ihape, and a jut with her. bam, would ſtir an Ancborite, 


and. 
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and the prettieſt foot! oh, if a man could but faſten his 
eyes to her feet, as they ſteal in and out and play at bo- 
peep. under her petticoats——ha! Mr. Trapland f 

rap. Verily, give me a glaſs you're a wag —— 
and here's to the widow. = [ Drinks. 

Scand. He begins to chuckle——ply him cloſe, or 

he'll elapſe into a dun. 

2 Enter Officer. | 
Officer. By your leave, gentlemen.— Mr. Trapland, 
if we muſt do our office, tell us—We have half a dozen 
gentlemen to arreſt in Pall-Pall and Cowent-Garden ; if 
we don't make hafte, the chairmen will be abroad, and 
* up the chocolate-houſes; and then our labour's 
oſt. 


Trap. Odſo, that's true. Mr. Valentine, I love mirth; 


but buſineſs muſt be done; are you ready to 


Fier. Sir, your father's ſteward ſays, he comes to make 
propoſals concerning your debts. 
Pal. Bid him come in: Mr. Trapland, ſend away 
your officer; you ſhall have an anſwer preſently. _ 
Trap. Mr. Snap, ſtay within call. [Exit Officer. 
Enter Steward, aube whiſpers Valentine. 


Scand. Here's a dog now, a traitor in his wine! ſirrah, 


refund the ſack: Feremy, fetch him ſome warm wa- 
ter, or I'll rip up his ſtomach, and go the ſhorteſt way 
to his conſcience. 

Trap. Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil. I did not value 
your tack ; but you cannot expect it again, when I have 
drunk it. 

Scand. And how do you expect to have you money 
again, when a gentleman has ſpent it? | 

Val. You need ſay no more. I underſtand the con- 
ditions ; they are very hard, but my neceſſity is very 


preſſing: I agree to them. Take Mr. Traplaxd with 


E and let him draw'the writing. —Mr.-Traplaud, you 
now this man; he ſhall ſatisfy you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing ; but 
my neceſſity | 


Val. No apology, good Mr. Scrivener ; you ſhall be 
Paid. | | 


Trap. 
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Trap. I hope you forgive me ; my buſineſs requires 
| {| Exeunt Trapland, Steward, and Jeremy. 
Scand. He begs pardon, like a hangman, at an exe- 
cution. | 
Pal. But I have got a reprieve. 
Scand. I am furprized ; what, does your father relent ? 
Val. No! he has ſent me the hardeſt conditions in 
the world. You have heard of a booby brother of mine, 
that was ſent to ſea three years ago? This brother, my 
father hears, is landed; whereupon he very affectionate- 
ly ſends me word, If I will make a deed of convey- 
** ance of my right to his eſtate after his death to m. 
« younger brother, he will immediately furniſh me wit 
„four thouſand pounds, to pay my debts, and make 
«my fortune.” This was once propoſed before, and I 
refuſed it; but the preſent impatience of my creditors 
for their money, and my own impatience of confine- 
ment, and abſence from Angelica, force me to conſent. 
Scand. A very deſperate demonſtration of your love to 
Angelica! and I think ſhe has never given you any aſ- 
ſurance of hers. 5 | 
Fial. You know her temper ; ſhe never gave me any 
great reaſon either for hope or deſpair. -. 
Scand. Women of her airy temper, as they ſeldom 
think before they act, ſo they rarely give us any light 
to gueſs at what they mean: but you have little reaſon to 
believe that awoman of this age, who has had an indiffe- 
rence for you in your proſperity, will fall in love with 
your ill fortune. Beſides, Angelica has a great fortune 
of her own; and great fortunes either expect another 
great fortune, or a faol. | 
67 1 | Enter Jeremy. 
Jer. More misfortunes, fir. 
Val. What, another dun? : 
Fer. No, fir; but Mr. Tatth is come to wait upon you. 
Val. Well, I cannot help t—you muſt bring kim up; 
he knows I don't go abroad. 5 Exit jeremy. 
Scand. Pox on him, I'll be gone. 
Val. No, pr'ythee ſtay: Taitle and you ſhould never 
be aſunder; you are light and ſhadow, and ſhew one 
another. He is perfectly thy reverſe both in humour 


and 
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and underſtanding; and as you ſet up for defamatidn, 
he is a mender of reputations. 

Scand. A mender of reputations ! ay, juſt as he is a 
keeper of ſecrets, another virtue that he ſets up for 
in the ſame manner. For the rogue will ſpeak aloud in 
the * of a whiſper; and deny a woman's name, 
while he gives you the marks of her perſon. * He will 
© forſwear receiving a letter from her, and at the ſame 
time ſhew you her hand in the ſuperſcription: and yet 
perhaps he has counterfeited the hand too, and. ſworn 
to a truth; but he hopes not to be believed; and re- 
* fuſes the reputation of a lady's favour, as a doctor ſays 
* no to a biſhoprick, only that it may be granted him.” 
In ſhort, he is a public profeſſor of ſecrecy, and makes 
cons that he holds private intelligence, — He is 


Enter Tattle. 18 

Tatt. Valentine, good morrow : Scandal, I am yours 
—that is, when you ſpeak well of me. 

Scand. That is, when I am yours; for while I am 
my own, or any body's elſe, that will never happen. 

Tatt. How inhuman ! | | 

Val. Why, Tattle, you need not be much concerned 
at any thing that he ſays : for to converſe with Scandal, 
is to gy Ge lofing loadum; you muſt loſe a good name 
to him, before you can win it for yourſelf. 

Tatt. But how barbarous that is, and. how unfortu- 
nate for him, that the world ſhall think the better of 
any perſon for his calumniation ! —I thank Heaven, it 
has always been a part of my character, to handle the 
reputations of others very tenderly indeed. 

Scand. Ay, ſuch rotten reputations as you have to 
deal with are to be handled tenderly indeed. 

Tatt. Nay, why rotten? Why ſhould you fay rotten, 
when you know not the perſons of whom you ſpeak ? 
How cruel that is ! 1 $4 

Scand. Not know them ? why, thou never hadſt to do 
with any body that did not ſtink to all the town. 

Tat-. Ha, ha, ha! nay, now you make a jeſt of it 
indeed. For there is nothing more known, than that 
| nobody 


LOVE FOR LOVE, 15 
nobody knows any ching of that nature of me. As J 
hope io be ſaved, Valentine, I never expoſed a woman, 
fince I knew what woman was. 

Val. And yet you have converſed with ſeveral ? 

Tatt. To be free with you, I have—I don't care if I 
own that—nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold word now) 
I never could meddle with a woman, that had to do 

with any body elſe. 
Scand. How! 
Val. Nay, faith, I'm apt to believe him except her 
huſband, T attle. 
” Tatt. Oh that 

Scand. What think you of that noble commoner 
Mrs. Drab? © 
Tett. Pooh, I know Madam Drab * made her brags 
in three or four places, that I ſaid this and that, and 
writ to her, and did I know not what—but, upon my 
reputation, ſhe did me wrong—well, well, that was 
malice—but I know the bottom of it. She was bribed 
to that by one we all know—a man too— only to bring 
me into diſgrace with a certain woman of quality— 

Scand. Whom we all know. 

Tatt. No matter for. that—Yes, yes, every body 
knows—no doubt on't, every body knows my ſecrets ! 
but I ſoon ſatisfied the lady of my innocence; for I 
told her—madam, ſays I, there are ſome perſons who 
make it their buſineſs to tell ſtories, and ſay this and 
that of one and the other, and every thing in the world; 
and, ſays I, if your grace— 

Scand. Grace! 

Tatt. O lord, what have I ſaid my Aeby tongs! 

Fal. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Scand. Why, Tatile, thou haſt more impudence than 
one can in reaſon expect: I ſhall have an eſteem for 
thee—well, and ha, ha, ha! well, go on, and what did 
you ſay to her grace: 

Val. I confeſs, this is Sischdag extraordinary. 

Tatt. Not a word, as I hope tobe ſaved; an arrant 
lapſus linguæ Come, let us talk of ſomething elſe. ' 
al. Well, but how did you acquit — . ot 

at, 
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Tatt. Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only raillied 
with you. — A woman of ordinary rank was a little 
jealous of me, and I told her ſomething or other 
faith, I know not what Come, let's talk of ſome- 
thing elſe. [ Hums a ſong. 

Scand. Hang him, let him alone 3 he has a mind we 
ſhould inquire. . 

Tatt. Valentine. I ſupped laſt night with your miſtreſs, 
and her uncle old Forefght : I think your father lies at 
Foreſigbt's. 

Val. Ves. 

Tatt. Upon my ſoul, Angelica's à ſine woman, — 
And ſo is Mrs, F orefight, and her ſiſter Mrs. Frail. 

Scand. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine woman; we all 
know her. 

Tait. Oh, that is not fair, 

Scand. What? 

Tatt. To tell. | 
Scand. To tell what? Why, what do you know of 
Mrs. Frail ? 

Tatt. Who I ? Upon honour I * t know e 
ſhe be man or woman; but by the ſmoothneſs of her 
chin, and roundneſs of her hips. 

Scand. No! 

Tatt. No. 

Scand. She ſays otherwiſe. 

Tatt. Impoſſible! | 

Scand. 3 faith. Aſk n elſe. 

Tatt. Why then, as I hope to be ſaved, I believe: A 
woman only obliges a man to ſecrecy, that the may have 

the pleaſure of telling herſelf, _ 

Scand. No * 4. on it. Well, but has ſhe done you 
wrong, or no? You have had her? ha? 

Tatt. Though I have more honour than to tell firſt ; 


] have more manners than to contradict what a lady has 
declared. 


Scand. Well, you own it ? 


Tart, I am ſtrangely ſurprized! Yes, yes, I cannot 
deny it, if ſhe taxes me with it. 


3 She'll be here by and by; ſhe ſees. Valentine | 
every morning. 


Tatt. 
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Tatt. How! 

Val. She does me the favour---I mean, of a viſit ſome- 
times. I did nat think ſhe had more to any body. 

— Nor I, faith.— But T attle does _ uſe to belie 
a lady ; it is contrary to his charaQtor--- ow one may 
be 2 in a woman, Valentine ! | 

att. Nay, what do you mean, gentlemen ? 

Scand. I'm reſolved II A aſk her. 

Tate. O barbarous! Why did you not tell me 

Scand. No, you told us. | 

Tatt. And bid me afk /alcutize g 

Val. What did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me to 
confeſs an anſwer, when you never atked me the queſtion” 

T. att. = gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman 

Val. — on if you have known Scandal thus long, and 
cannot avoid fach a palpable decoy as this was, the 


ladies have a fine time, whoſe reputations are in = 
keeping. 


Enter Jeremy. 
Jer. Sir, Mrs. Frail has fone, if you are 


2 Shew her up when ſhe comes. BE . 

Tart. Pil be gone. 

Val. You'Y meet her. 

T att. Is there not a back way ? 

Val. = more diſcretion than to 
give _ ſuch an ntage : why, your runnin 
àawa prove all that he can Er,” 4 

Tatt. — ou will not be fo ungenerogs. 0, 

I thall loſe endl — * of Gecxeoy for ever. 
ſhall never be received but upon public days; and my 
viſits will never be admitted beyond 4 draming-room ; 
I ſhall never ſee a bed-chamber agzin, never be 
locked in a cloſet, nor run behind a ſoreen, or under a 
table; never to be diſtinguiſhed among the weiting- 
women by the name of ny Mr. Fattle more.——Voy 
will not be ſo cruel ? 

Fal. Scandal, have pity on ws he'll yield to * 


conditions. 
Tart. Any, any Terms. 


| $eand. 
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Scand. Come then, ſacrifice half a dozen women of 
reputation to me preſently.---Come, where are you 

familiar ?--- And ſee that they are women of quality too, 
the firſt quality. | 5 
Tatt. Tis very hard.---Won't a baronet's lady paſs ? 

Scand, No, nothing under a'right honourable. 

Tatt. O inhuman ! you don't expect their names? 

Scand. No, their titles ſhall ſerve. | 

Tait. Alas, that is the ſame thing. Pray ſpare me 
their titles; I'll deſcribe their perſons. . 

Scand. Well, begin then. But take notice, if you are ſo 
ill a painter, that I cannot know the perſon by your pic- 
ture of her, you muſt be condemned, like other bad 
painters, to write the name at the bottom. 

Tatt. Well, firſt then Enter Mrs. Frail.] O unfor- 
tynate ! ſhe's come already. Will you have patience till 
another time? — I'll double the number. 

Scand. Well, on that condition Take heed you don't 

fail me. bs 
Mrs F. I ſhall get a fine reputation, by coming to ſee 
fellows in a morning! Scandal, you devil, are you here too? 
Oh, Mr. Tattle, every thing is ſafe with you, we know. . 
Scand. Tattle ! N é | 
Tatt. Mum—O, madam, you do me too much honour. 

Val. Well, Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 

Mrs. F. Angelica *=Manners! 
Fal. What, you will allow an abſent lover 

Mrs. F. No, I'll allow a lover preſent with his miſ- 
treſs to be particular—but otherwiſe I think his paſſion 
ought to give place to his manners. h 
Fal. But what if he has more paſſion than manners? 
Mrs. F. Then let him marry, and reform. 

Val. Marriage indeed may qualify the fury of his paſſion; 
but it very rarely mends a man's manners. | 
Mrs. F. You are the moſt miſtaken in the world; 
there is no creature perfectly civil, but a huſband : for in 
a little time he grows only rude to his wife; and that is the 
higheſt good-breeding, Ge it begets his civility to other 
wg Well, I'Il tell you news; but, I ſuppoſe, you 
r your brother Benjamin is landed. And my brother 
| Forefight's 


- 


o * 
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Forefight's daughter is come out of the country I aſſure 
you, there's a match talked of by the old people. —Well, 
if he but as great a ſea-beaſt, as ſhe is a land moniter, 
we ſhall have a moſt amphibious breed the progeny 
will be all otters: he has been bred at ſea, and ſhe has 
never been out of the country. 

Val. Pox take them! their conjunction bodes me no 
good, I'm ſure. 

Mrs. F. Now you talk of conjunction, my beother 
Forefight has caſt both their nativities, and prognoſticates 
an admiral and an eminent juſtice of the peace to be the 
iſſue male of their two bodies. Tis the moſt ſuperſtitious 
old fool! He would have perſuaded me, that this was 
an unlucky day, and would not let me come abroad: 
bat I invented a dream, and ſent him to Artemidorus for 
interpretation, and ſo ftole out to ſee you. Well, and 
"__ will you gee me now ? Come, I mult have ſome- 
thin 
al. Step 1 into the next room—and PU give you ſome- 
thin 

Scand. Ay, we'll all give you ſomething. 

Mrs. F. Well, what will you all give me ? 

Val. Mine's a ſecret. 

Mrs. F. I thought you would give me ſomething + wm 
would be a trouble to you to keep. | 
Val. And Scandal ſhall give you a good name. | 
Mrs. F. That's more than he has for himſelf. And 
what will you give me, Mr. Tartle? 

Tatt. I? My ſoul, madam. 

Mrs. F. Pooh, no, I thank you, I have enough todo to 
take care of my own. Well; but I'll come and ſee you 
one of theſe mornings : I hear, you have a unt many 
pictures. | 

Tatt. J have a pretty good collection, at your ſervice 
ſome originals. 

Scand. Hang him, he has nothing but the Sea/ors and 
the Twelve Cæſars, paltry copies; and the Five Senſes, 
as ill repreſented as they are in himſelf: and he * 
is the only original you will ſee there. 


Mrs F. Ay, but I hear he has a cloſet of beauties. 
| Scand. 
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Scand. Yes, all that have done him favours, if you wilt 
believe him. | 13 
Mrs. F. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr. Tarte. 
Tatt. Oh, madam, thoſe are ſacred to love and con- 


eemplation. No man but the painter and myſelf was 
ever bleſt with the ſight. | 

Mrs. F. Wel, but a woman— | 

Tatt, No woman, till ſhe conſented to have her picture 
there too—for then ſhe is obliged to keep the ſecret. 

Scand. No, no; come to me if you'd fee pictures. 

Mrs. F. You? | | 

Scand. Yes, faith, I can ſhew you your own picture, 
and moſt of your acquaintance, to the life, and as hke 
as at Kueller's. 

Mrs. F. O lying creature !— Valentine, does not he 
lie?—T can't believe a word he ſays. | 

Fal. No, indeed, he fpeaks truth now: for, as Tartle 
has pictures of all that have granted him favours, he has 
the pictures of all that have refuſed him if ſatires, de- 
ſcriptions, characters, and lampoons, are pictures. | 

Scand. Yes, mine are maſt in black and white—and 
yet there are ſome ſet out in their true colours, both men 
and Wonen. I can ſhew you pride, folly, affectation, 
wantonneſs, inconftancy, covetouſneſs, difimulation, 
malice, and ignorance, all in one piece. Then I can 
ſhew you lying, foppery, vanity, cowardice, bragging, 
4 techery, impotence, and uglineſs, in another piece; 
and yet one of theſe is a celebrated beauty, and tother 
a profeſſed beau. I have paintings too, fome pleaſant 
| — 4 F. Come, let's hear them. | 

Scand. Why, I have a bean in a bagnio, cupping for 
a complexion, and ſweating for a ſhape. | 

Mrs. F. 80 ee. 5 

Scand. Then I have a lady burning brandy in a cel- 
lar with a hackney-coachman. - 

Mrs. F. O devil! well, but that ſtory is not true. 

Scand. J have ſome hieroglyphicks too. I have a 
lawyer, with a hundred hands, two heads, and but one 
face; a divine with two faces, and one head; and I 1 * 

3 a ſol- 
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a ſoldier, with his brains in his belly, and his heart 
where his head ſhould be. 

Mrs. F. And no head? 

Scand. No head. 

Mrs. F. Pooh, this is all invention. Have you never a 
poet ? he 
ge 9 Yes, I have a poet, weighing words and ſelling 

praiſe for praiſe ; and a critick, picking his pocket. I 
have another large piece too, repreſenting a ſchool ; 
* where there are huge proportioned criticks, with long 
« wigs, laced coats, Sternkerkt- cravats and terrible faces; 
with catcalls in their hands, and horn-books about 
their necks.” I have many more of this kind, very well 
painted, as you ſhall ſee. - 

Mrs. F. Well, I'll come, if it be but to diſprove you. 

1 Enter Jeremy. 

Fer, Sir, here's the Reward again from your father. 

Fal. T'Il come to hum. — Will you give me leave? I'll 
wait on you again preſently. 

Mrs F. No, I'll be gone. Come, who ſquires me to 
The £xchange I muſt call on my ſiſter Fore/ght chere. 

Scand. I will: I have a mind to your ſiſter. 

Mrs. F. Civil! PA | 
Tart. Iwill; becauſe I haveatexdre for your ladyſhip. 
Mrs. F. That's ſomewhat the better reaſon, to my 

Scand. Well, if Tadtle entertains you, I have the bet- 

ter opportunity to engage your ſiſter. 

: Val. Tell Azgelica, I am about making hard con- 
ditions, to come abroad, and be at liberty to ſee her. 

- Scand. I'll give an aceount of you and your proceedings. 

If indiſcretion be a ſign of love, you are the moſt a lover 

of any body that I know. You- fancy that g with 

your eſtate will help you to your miſtreſs.— In my mind, 

he is a thoughtleſo adventurer, — 

bo hopes to'fterchaſe wealth- by /olling land ; 


Or win a Hr with a lofing' band. [Exeunt. 
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er 
A room in Foreſight' houſe. 


Enter Foreſight and Servant. 


EY-DAY! What, are all the women of my 
family abroad? Is not my wife come home ? 
nor my fiter ? — my daughter? 
Serv. No, ſir, 
For. Mercy on as! what can be the meaning of it? 


ſure the moon is in all her fortitudes! Is my niece An- 
gelica at home? | 


Serv. Ves, ſir. 


For. I believe you lie, fir. 
Serv. Sir. 


For. I ſay, you lie, fir. It is impoſſible 28 any thing 
ſhould be as I would have it; for I was born, fir, when 
the crab was aſcending ; and all my affairs go backward. 

Serv. I can't tell indeed, hr, JIE 

For. No, I know-you can't, fir. But I can tell, and 
foretell, ſir. [ Enter e Nurſe, where's your young 
mien! ; 

Nurſe. Wee'ſt heart! I know not, they're none of 
them come home yet. Poor child, I warrant ſhe's fond 
of ſeeing the town Marry, pray heaven they have 
given her any dinner — Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha!, 
O ſtrange; 1'11 vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha! mam, 
and did ycu ever ſee the like? 

Fer. Why, how now? what's the matter e. . 

Nurſe. Pray Heaven ſend your worſhip good luck! 
marry, and amen, with all my heart ! for you have put 
on one ſtocking with the wrong, fide outward. 

Fer. Ha, how? Faith and troth, I'm glad of it: and 
- ſo II have; that may be good luck in troth ; in troth it 
may, very good = nay I have had ſome omens. I 
got out of bed backw too this morning, without 
er ; pretty good that too. But then I ſtum- 
led coming down ſtairs, and met a weaſel; bad omens 

thoſe! Some bad, ſome good ; our lives are checquered : 
muth and ſorrow, want and plenty, night and bs; & 
. make 
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make up our time.— But, in troth, I am pleaſed at my 
ſtocking — very well pleaſed at my ſtocking !—Oh, here's 
my neice !—Sirrah, go tell Sir Samp/er Legend I'll wait 
on him if he's at leiſure. Tis now three o'clock, a very 
| good hour for buſineſs ; Mercury governs this hour. 

| : [ Exit Servant. 


- 


Enter Angelica. 
Ang. Is it not a good hour for pleaſure too, uncle ? 
pray lend me your coach ; mine's out of order. 
For. What, would you be gadding too ? Sure all fe- 
males are mad to-day.— It is of evil ent, and bodes 
miſchief to the maſter of a family.—I remember an old 
prophecy, written by Mef/ahalah the Arabian, and thus 
tranſlated by a reverend Buckinghamfhire bard : 


When houſewifes all the houſe forſake, 
And leave good men to brew and bake, 
Withouten guile, then be it ſaid, 
That houſe doth ſtand upon its bead; 
And when the head is ſet in ground, 
No mar'l, if it be fruitful found. 


Fruitful, the head fruitful : that bodes horns; the fruit 
of the head is horns !—Dear niece, ftay at home—for 
by the head of the houſe is meant the hufband ; the 
prophecy needs no explanation. . 
Arg. Well, bat I can neither make you a cuckold, 
uncle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you from being one, 
by ſtaying at home. 210 | | 
For. Yes, yes; while there's one woman left, the - 
prophecy is not in full force. | 
Ang. But my inclinations are in force. I have a 
mind to go abroad; and if you won't lend me your 
coach, I'll take a hackney, or a chair; and leave you to 
erect a ſcheme, and find who's in conjunction with your 
wife. Why don't you keep her at home, if you're jea- 
lous of her when ſhe's abroad? You know my aunt is a 
little retrograde (as you call it) in her nature. Uncle, 
I'm afraid you are not Lord of the Aſcendant ! ha, 
ha, ha! | 
For. Well, jill-flirt, you are very pert—and always 
ridiculing that celeſtial ſcience. 1 
ng. 
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| ng.” Nay, uncle, don't be angry. —If you are, Fil 
_ - 4 all your falſe —— ridiculous dreams, 
an e 55 I fwear, you are a nuiſance to 
the neighbourhood. —What a butt « did you keep againſt 
the laſt inviſible eclipſe, laying in proviſion as it were 
for a ſiege! What a Socks ol of fire and candle, matches 
and tinderboxes, did you purchaſe ! One would have 
thought we were ever after to live under ground; or at 
leaſt making a voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all 
the dark ſeaſon. ; * 

For. Why, enn ſlut! 

Ang. Will you lend me your coach? or Pll go on.— 
Nay, I'll declare how you propheſied Popery was com- 
ing, only: becauſe the butler had miſlaid ſome of ths 
apoſtle ſpoons, and thought they were loſt. Away went 
religion and ſpoon- meat together |— Indeed, uncle, PII 
indite you fer a wizard. 

For. How, huſfy! was there ever ſuch a pryoking 
minx ? 

Nurſe. O merciful father, how ſhe talks! 

Ang. Yes, I can make oath of your unlawful mid- 
night apoſtles you and the old — there. 
VMurſe. Marry, heaven defend !—1 at midnight prac- 

tices !—OQ Lo! „ what” s here to do?—T in unlawful do- 

ings with my matter* s worſhip —Why, did you ever 
hear the like now?—Sir, did ever I do any thing. of 
your midnight concerns—but warm your bed, and tuck 
you up, and ſet the candle and your tobacco-box and: 
Jour urinal by you, and now and then rub the ſoles of 


your feet ?—O Lord, 1— 
| Ang, Tes, I. ſaw you. er, through the key-hole 
of the cloſet; one night, like Sau! and the witch of 
Endor, turning the ſieve and ſheers, and pricking your 
thumbs, to write poor innocent ſervants names in blood, 
about a little nutmeg-grater, which ſhe had forgot in 
| the caud{e-cup, —Nay, 1 1 know ſomething worſe, if I 
| would ſpeak of id! 
| For. I-defy you; huffy ; but I'll remember this. I'II 
| be revenged on you, cockatrice; I'll hamper you—You 
| have your fortune in your own hands—but I'll find a 
way 
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way to make your lover, your prodigal ſpendthrift gal- 
2. Valentine, pay for all, I will. Owe 1 

Ang. Will you ? IJ care not; but all ſhall out then.— 
Look to it, nurſe; I can bring witneſs that you have 
a great unnatural teat under your left arm, and he 
© another; and that you ſuckle a young devil, in the 
'* ſhape of a tabby-cat, by turns; I can 

. © Nurſe. A teat, a teat, I an unnatural teat! O the 
© falſe flanderous thing! feel, feel here, if I have any 
thing but like another Chriſtian ! [ Crying. 

For. I will have patience, fince it is the will of the 
ſtars I ſhould be thus tormented---this is the effect of 
the malicious conjunctions and oppoſitions in the third 
houſe of my nativity; there the curſe of kindred was 
foretold.—But 1 will have my doors locked up ——Pl 
.pnniſh you; not a man ſhall enter my houſe. 

Ang. Do, uncle, lock them up quickly, before my 
.aunt comes home——you'll have a letter for Alimony 
to-morrow morning! ——But let me be gone firſt; and 
then let no mankind come near the houſe : but converſe 
with ſpirits and the celeſtial figns, the Bu#, and the Ram, 
.and the Goar. Bleſs me! there are a great many horned 
beafts among the twelve ſigns, uncle ! but cuckolds go 
to Heaven? 

For. But there's but one virgin among the twelve 
ſigns, ſpit fire but one virgin! bs 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had 
had to do with any thing but aſtrologers, uncle! that 
makes my aunt go abroad. 

For. How? how! 1s that the reaſon? Come, you 
know ſomething ;- tell me, and Þ'll forgive you; do, 
good niece. —— Come, you ſhall have my coach and 
Horſes — faith and troth, you ſhall. Does my wife 
complain ? Come, I know women tell one another.--- 
She 1s young and ſanguine, has a wanton hazel eye, 
and was born under Gemini, which may incline her to 
ſociety ; ſhe has a mole upon her lip, with a moiſt palm, 
and an open liberality on the mount of Venus. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha! | 
For. Do you laugh ?— Well, gentlewoman, I'll 
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But come, be a good girl, don't perplex your poor 

uncle! Tell me -won't you ſpeak ? Odd, I'II-— 

| Enter Servant. 

Sery. Sir Sampſon is coming down, to wait upon' 
you, fir. | [ Exit. 
Ang. Good b'ye, uncle, ---Call me a chair.---FIl 
find out my aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come home. 
[ Exit. 
For. I am fo perplexed and vexed, I am 5 fit to 
receive him; I ſhall ſcarce recover myſelf before the 
hour be paſt. Go, nurſe ; tell Sir Samp/on I'm ready 
to wait on him, | | 
Nurſe. Yes, fir. 23 LE: [ Exif, 
For, Well---why, if I was born to be a cuckold, 

there's no more to be ſaid !---He is here already. 

Enter Sir Sampſon ith a paper. 

Sir $. Nor no more to be done, old boy; that is 
plain---here it is, I have it in my hand, old Prolemy ; 
I'll make the ungracious prodigal know who begat him; 
I will, old Neftrodamus. What, I warrant, my ſon 
thought nothing belonged to a father, but forgiveneſs 
and affeQtion ; no authority, no correction, no arbitrary 
power---nothing to be done, but for him to offend, 
and me to pardon ! I warrant you, if he danced til]. 
Doomſday, he thought I was to pay the piper. Well, 
but here it is under black and white, fgnatum, figillatum, 
and feliberatum that, as ſoon as my fon Benjamin is ar- 
rived, he is to make over to him his right of inheri- 
tance. Where's my daughter. that is to be---ha ! old 
Merlin? Body o' me, I'm ſo glad I'm revenged on 
this undutiful rogue! | | | 

For. Odſo, let me ſee; let me ſee the paper.--- Ay, 
faith and troth, here it is, if it will but hold---I with 
things were done, and the conveyance made.---When 
was this ſigned } What hour? Odſo, you ſhould have 
conſulted me for the time, Well, but we'll make haſte. 

Sir S. Haſte; ay, ay, haſte enough; my ſon Ben 
will be in town to-night---I have ordered my lawyer to 
draw up writings of ſettlement and jointure---all ſhall 
be done to-night.---No matter for the time; pr'ytheę, 
brother Fore/1ght, leave ſaperſtition.---Pox o' th wax 
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there's no time but the time preſent ; there's no more 

to be faid of what's paſt; and all that 1s to come will 

happen. If the ſun ſhine by day, and the ſtars by 
night---why, we ſhall know one another's faces without 
the help of a candle; and that's all the ſtars are good for. 

For. How, how, Sir Samyp/on? that all? Give me 
leave to contradict you, and tell you, you are ignorant. 

Sir S. I tell you, I am wiſe: and ſapiens dominabitur 
aftris ; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an argu- 
ment to confound your Ephemeris.---Ignorant !.--I tell 
you, I have travelled, old Feren, and know the globe. 
I have ſeen the Antipodes, where the ſun riſes at mid - 
night, and ſets at noon-day. 

For. But I tell yon, I have travelled, and travelled in 
the celeſtial /pheres ; know the „gn, and the planets, and 
their houſes; can judge of motions direct and retro- 
grade, of /extiles, quadrates, trines and oppoſitions, fiery 
trigens, and aquatical 7rigoxs ; know whether life ſhalt 
be long or ſhort, happy or unhappy ; whether diſeaſes 
are curable or incurable ; if journeys ſhall be proſper- 
ous, undertakings ſucceſsful; or goods ſtolen reco- 
vered: I know--- | 

Sir S. I know the length of the emperor of China's 
foot ; have kiſſed the Great Mogul's ſlipper, and rid a 

- Hunting upon an elephant with the Cham of Tar:ary.--- 
Body o'me, I have made a cuckold of a King 3 and the 
preſent majeſty of Bantam is the iſſue of theſe loins. 
. For. 1 know when travellers lie or ſpeak trath, when 
: they don't know it themſelves. _ | 

Sir S. I have known an aſtrologer made a cuckold in 
the twinkling of a ſtar; and ſeen a conjuror, that could 
not keep the devil out of his wife's circle. 

Fer. What, does he twit me with my wife too? I 
maſt be better informed of this. LT N you 
mean my wife, Sir Sampſon ? Though you made a cuckold 
of the King of Bantam, yet by the body of the ſun--- 

Sir S. By the horns of the moon, you would ſay, 
brother Capricorn. 

For. Capricorn in your teeth, thou modern Mande-' 
ville, Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a type of thee, 
thou liar of the firſt W 2 Take back your paper 
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of inheritance ; ſend your fon to ſea again. I'll wel 


my daughter to an Egyptian mummy, ere ſhe ſhall in- 


corporate with a contemner of ſciences, and a defamer of 
virtue. | 
Sir S. Body o'me, I have gone too far---I muſt not 
provoke honeſt Albumaxar.— An Egyptian mummy is 
an illuſtrious creature, my truſty hieroglyphick ; and 
may have ſignifications of futurity about him. - Odſbud, 
I would my ſon were an Egyptian mummy for thy ſake. 
What, thou art not angry for a jeſt, my good Haly ? 
- reverence the Sun, Moon, and Stars, with all my 
heart.»--What, I'll make. thee a preſent of a mummy. 
Now I think on't, body o'me, I have a ſhoulder of an 
Egyptian king, that I purloined from one of the pyra- 
mids, powdered with hieroglyphicks; thou ſhalt have 
it brought. home to thy houſe ; and make an entertain- 
ment for all the Ph:Jomaths, and ſtudents in phyſick and 
aſtrology, in and about London. = 
For. But what do you know.of my wife, Sir Sampſen? 
Sir $. Thy wife is a conſtellation of virtues ; the is 
the Moon, and thou art the man in the Moon: nay, ſhe 
is more illuftrious than the Moon; for ſhe has her 
chaſtity, without her inconſtancy: *sbud, I was but 
in jeſt. [ Later Jeremy. ] How now? who ſent for you, 
ha? what would you have ? | 
For. Nay, if you were but in jeſt !---Who's that 
fellow? I don't like his phyſiognomy. 3 
Sir S. [eo Jeremy.] My ſon, fir? what ſon fir? my 
ſon Benjamin, ha? 
Fer. No, fir, Mr. Valentine, my maſter ;---it is the 
firſt time he has been abroad fince his conſinement, and 
he comes to pay his duty. to you. 
Sir. S. Well, ſir. 
25 Enter Valentine. 
Fer. He is here, ir. 
Val. Your bleſſing, fir! | | | 
Sir-S. Youwve had. it already, fir; I think I ſent it 
you to-day. in a bill of four thouſand pounds.—A great 
deal of money, brother Fore/ight / 
For. Ay, indeed, Sir Samp/on, a great deal of money 
for a young man; I wonder what he.can do with it * 
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Sir S. Body o' me, ſo do I.— Hark ye, Valentine, if 
— be too much, refund the ſuperfluity ; doſt hear. 
3 
Val. Superfluity, fir ! it will ſcarce pay my debts. 
I. hope you will have more indulgence, than to oblige 
me to thoſe hard conditions which my neceflity ſigned to. 

Sir S. Sir! how? I beſeech you, what were you: 
pleaſed to intimate, concerning indulgence ? 

Val. Why, fir, that you would not go to the extre- 
mity of the conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome. 

art. * 
: Sir S. O, fir, F underſtand you—that's all, ha? 

Val. Yes, fir, all that I preſume to afk.---But what 
you, out of fatherly fondneſs, will be pleaſed to add,. 
ſhall be doubly welcome. FE 

Sir 8, No doubt of it, ſweet fir, but your filial piety 
and my fatherly fondneſs would fit like two tallies.—- 
Here's a rogue, brother Fore/fght, makes a bargain under 
hand and ſeal in the morning, and would be releaſed 
from it in the afternoon; here's a rogue, dog ; here's 
conſcience and honeſty !: this is your wit now, this is 
the morality of your wits! you are a wit; and have been 
a beau, and may be a—— Why ſirrah, is it not here 
under hand and ſeal ?---Can you deny it ? 

Val. Sir, I don't deny it. | . | 

Sir S. Sirrah, you'll be hanged ? I ſhall live to ſee 
you go up Holborn- Hill.---Has he not a rogue's face? 
---Speak, brother; you underſtand phyfiognomy, a: 
hanging look, to me---of all my boys the moſt unlike 
me; he has a damn'd Tyburn face, without the benefit - 
of the clergy. AY : 

For. Hum !---truly, I don't care to diſcourage a young - 
man---he has a violent death in his face; but I hope no- 
danger of hanging. 55 

Val. Sir, is this uſage for your ſon ?---For that old 
weather-headed fool, I know how td laugh at him; but 

ou, fir--- 

l Sir S. You, fir; and you, ſir.- Why, who are you, fir--- - 

Fal. Your ſon, fir. | | 

Sir S. That's more than I know, fir : and I believe not. 

Fal. Faith, I hope not. 
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Sir S. What, would you have your mother a whore? 
did you ever hear the hke? did you ever hear the like ? 
body o'me--- 

Val. I would have an excuſe for your barbarity and 
unnatural uf 

Sir 8. Excuſe ?---Impudence ! Why, firrah, mayn't 
I do what I pleaſe? are not you my 71 ? did not 1 
beget you? and might not I have choſen whether I 
would have begot you or no? Oons, who are you! 
whence came you ? what brought you into the world ? 
how came you here, fir? here, to ſtand here, upon thoſe 
two legs, and look erect with that audacious face, hah ? 
Anſwer me that. Did you come a voluntier into the 
world? or did I, with the lawful authority of a parent, 
preſs ou to the ſervice ? 

Val. I know ng more why I came, than you do why 
you called me. But here I am; and if you don't mean 
to provide for me, I defire you would leave me as you 
found me. 

Sir 8. With all my heart. Come, uncaſe, rip, and 
go naked out of the world as you came into it. 

Val. My cloaths are ſoon put off---but you muſt alſo 
diveſt me of my reaſon, thought, paſſions, inclinations, 
affections, appetites, ſenſes, and the huge train of atten- 
dants that you begot along with me. 

Sir S. Body o'me, what a many-headed monſter have 
I propagated ! 

Yal. I am, of myſelf, a plain, eaſy, ſimple creature; 
and to be kept at {mall expence : but the re tinue that you. 
gave me are craving and invincible; they are ſo many 
devils that you have raiſed, and will have employment, 

Sir S. Qons, what had 1 to do to get child:en ? 
can't a private man be born without all theſe follow- 
ers ?—Why nothing under an emperor ſhould be born 
with appetites—why, at this rate, a fellow that has but 
a.groat in his pocket may have a ſtomach capable of a 
ten ſhilling ordinary. 

Jer. Nay that's as clear as the ſun; Ill make oath 

of it before any juſtice in Middleſex. 
Sir S. Here's a cormorant too !—'S'heart this fellow 
was not born with you 3 did not beget him, did I? 
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Fier. By the proviſion that's made for me, you might 
have begot me too.—Nay, and to tell your worſhip an- 
other truth, I believe you did; for I find I was born with 
_— ſame whoreſon appetites too that my maſter ſpeaks 

OT, we 
Sir S. Why look you there now !—Þ'l1l maintain it, 
that, by the rule of right reaſon, this fellow ought to 
have been born without a palate. —'S*heart, what thould 
he do with a diſtinguiſhing tafte ?—I warrant now, he'd 
rather eat a pheaſant, than a piece of poor Fobrn—and 
ſmell, now ; why, I warrant, he can ſmell, and loves 
perfumes above a ſtink—why there's it; and muſick 
don't you love muſick, ſcoundrel ? 
Fier. Yes, I have a reaſonable good ear, fir, as to jiggs 

and country dances, and the like; I don't much matter 
your Solo's or Scnata's; they give me the ſpleen. 

Sir S. The ſpleen ? ha, ha, ha! a pox confound you! 
—Solc*'s or Sonaia's ? Oons, whoſe [8 are you ? how 
were you engendered, muckworm ? 

Jer. I am, by my father, the ſon of a chairman; my 
mother ſold * in winter, and cucumbers in ſum- 
mer; and I came up ſtairs into the world; for I was 
born in a cellar. 

Fer. By your looks, you ſhould go up ftairs out of the 
world too, friend. | 

Sir S. And if this rogue were anatomized now, and 
diſſected, he has his veſſels of digeſtion and concoction, 
and ſo forth, large enough for the infide of a cardinal ; 
this fon of a cucumber !—theſe things are unaccountable 
and unreaſonable.---Body o'me, why was not I a bear, 
that my cubs might have lived upon ſucking their paws ? 
nature has been provident only to bears and ſpiders : the 
one has its nutriment in his own hands ; and the other 
ſpins his habitation out of his own entrails. | 

Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 
neceſſities of my nature, if I had my right of inheritance. 

Sir S. Again! Oons, han't you four thouſand pounds? 
---If I had it again, I would not give thee a groat.--- 
What, wouldſt thou have me turn pelican, and feed thee 
out of my own vitals---Odſheart, live by your wits-- 
you were always fond of the wits.---Now let's ſee if you 
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have wit enough to keep yourſelf.---Your brother will. 
be in town to- night, or to-morrow morning; and then 
look you. perform covenants; and ſo your friend and 
ſervant.—-Come, brother Fore/ig ht. 

[ Exeunt Sir Sampſon and Forefight. 

Ter. I told you what your viſit would come to. 

Val. Tis as much as Je ed---I did not come to 
fee him: 1 came to Angelica; but, ſince the was gone 
a broad, it was eaſily turned another way, and at leaft 
looked well on my fide. What's here ? Mrs. Fore/ight 
and Mrs. Frail. They are earneſt--PIl avoid them. 
Come this way, and go and inquire when Angelica will 
return. | [ Exeunt. 

Enter Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 

Mrs. F. What have you to do to watch me? 'Slife; 
I'll do what J pleaſe. a 
Mre. Fer. You will ? | = 

Mrs. F. Yes, marry, will I.---A great piece of buſi. 
neſs, to goto Covent Garden, to take a turn in a hackney 
coach with one's friend. * | * 
Mrs. For. Nay, two or three turns, Pl] take my oath. 
Mrs. F. Well, what if I took twenty !---I warrant, 
if you had been there, it had been only innocent recre- 
ation !---Lord, where's the comfort of this life, if we can't 
have the happineſs of converſing where we like? 

Mrs. For. But can't you converſe at home ?---I own 
it, I thiak there's no happineſs like converſing with an 
agreeable man ; I don't quarrel at that, nor I don't think 
but your converſation was very innocent. But the place 
is public; and to be ſeen with a man in a e Weapon | 
is ſcandalous. What if any bedyelſe ſhould have ſeen you 
alight, as I did ?---How can any body be happy, while 
they are in perpetual fear of being ſeen and cenſured ?--- 
Beſides, it would not only reflect upon you, ſiſter, but 
me! ESD 

Mrs. F. Pooh, here's a clutter !---why ſhould it re- 
flect upon you?: don't doubt but you have thought 
yourſelf happy in a hackney coach before now !---If I 
had gone to Knights-Bridge, or to Chelſea, or to Spring- 
Garden, or Barn-Elms, with a man alone---ſomething 
might have been (aid. 
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Mrs. For. Why, was I ever in any of thoſe places ?- 
What do you mean, fiſter ? 
Mrs. F. Was I ? what do you mean ? 
Mrs. For. You have been at a worſe place. 
Mrs. F. I at a worſe place, and with a man? 
- Mrs. For. I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the- 
World” s-End. 

Mrs. F. The World's End! What, do you mean to 
banter me? - 

Mrs. For. Poor innocent! you don't know that Frey 

is a place called the World"s-Exd ? II ſwear, you can 

_ your COUNtERANCE purely; you'd make an admirable : 
ayer | 

J Mrs. F. I'll ſwear, you have a great deal of con- 

dence, and in my mind too much ſor the ſtage. 

Mrs. For. Very well, that will appear who nnn; 
you never were at the Warld's-End al 
Mrs. F. No. 

' Mrs. For. You deny it poſitively to my face? 

Mrs. F. Your face! what's your face? 

Mrs. For. No matter for that, it's as. good a face as; 
yours. 

Mrs. F. Not by a dozen years wearing.“ Bat I de 
deny it poſitively to your face then. 

Mrs. For. I'll allow. you now to find fault with my 
face; for, I'll ſwear, your impudence has put me out 
of countenance.— But look you here now,---where did 
you loſe this gold bodkin ? Oh, lifter, ſiſter! 

Mrs. F. My bodkin ! 

Mrs. For. Nay, tis yours; look at it. 

Mrs. F. Well, if you go to that, where did you find . 
this bodkin ?---Oh, alter. ſiſter !---fifter every way! 

Mrs. For. O, devil on't !- that I could not | diſcover 
her, without betraying. myſelf! [ Afede. - 

Mrs. F. I have heard gentlemen ſay, ſiſter, that one 
ſhould take great care, when one makes a 2 in 
fencing, not to lay open one's ſelf. 

Mrs. For. It is very true, ſiſter. Well, * all's 
out, and, as you ſay, ſince we are both wounded, let us 
do what. i is often done in duels, take care.of one another, . 
and grow better friends than before, 
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Mrs. F. With all my heart. © Ours are but flight 
* fleſh wounds; and, if we keep them from air, not at 
* all dangerous.“ Well, give me your hand, in token 
of fiſterly ſecrecy and affection. | x 

Mrs. For. Here it is, with all my heart. 

Mrs. F. Well, as an earneſt of friendſhip and con- 
fidence, III acquaint you with a deſign that I have. 
To tell truth, and ſpeak. openly one to another, I'm 
afraid the world have obſerved us more than we have ob- 
ſerved one another. You have a rich buſband, and are 
provided for: I am at a loſs, and have no great ſtock 
either of fortune or reputation, and therefore muſt look 
ſharply about me. Sir Samſon has a ſon, that is expected 
to-night; and, by the account I have heard of his 
education, can be no conjurer. The eſtate, you know, 
is to be made over to him. Now, if I could wheedle 
him, ſiſter, ha? yon underſtand me ? 

Mrs. For. I do; and will help you, to the utmoſt of 
my power. And I can tell you one thing that falls out 
luckily enough; my aukward daughter-in-law, who, you 
-know, is deſigned to be his wife, is grown fond of Mr. 
T attle; now, if we can improve that, and make her have 
an averſion for the booby, it may go a great way towards 
his Iiking you. Here they come together; and let us 
contrive ſome way or other to leave them together. 

Enter Tattle and Miſs Prue. | 
. . Miſs P. Mother, mother, mother, look you here. 

Mrs. For. Fie, fie, miſs, how you, bawl !---Befides, I 
have told you, you muſt not call me mother. 

Miſs P. What mutt I call you then? are you not my 
father's wife? : 337% „ | 

Mrs. For. Madam; ycu muſt ſay madam.---By my 
ſoul, I ſhall fancy myſelf old indeed, to have this great 
girl call me mother.---Well but, miſs, what are you ſo 
over-joyed at? ; : 

_. Mis P. Look you here, madam, then, what Mr. T att 
has given me.---Look you here, couſin ; here's a ſnuft- 
box ; nay, there's ſnuff in't---here, will you have any ? 
---Oh good! how ſweet it is !---Mr. Tatzle is all over 
ſweet ; his peruke is ſweet, and his gloves are {weet--- 
and his handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter Row 
0 roſes, 
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roſes,---ſmell him, mother---madam, I mean.---He gave 
me this ring, for a kiſs. 

- Tatt. O kie, miſs, you muſt not kiſs, and tell. 

Miſs P. Ves; I may tell my mother---and he ſays he'll 
— me ſomething to make me ſmell ſo.---Oh, pray 

nd me your handkerchief.---Smell, coufin ; he ſays, 
he'll give me ſomething that will make my ſmocks ſmell 
this way.---Is not it ?---It's better than lavender, 
mun.---I'm reſolved I won't let nurſe put any more 
lavender among my ſmocks---ha, couſin ? 

Mrs. F. Fie, miſs; amongſt your linen, you muſt 

ſay---you muſt never ſay — 
M.iſs P. Why, it is not bawdy, is it, couſin ? 

Tatt. Oh, madam ! you are too ſevere upon miſs : you 
muſt not find fault with her pretty ſimplicity ; it becomes 
her ftrangely.---Pretty miſs, don't let them perſuade you 
out of your innocency! ! 

Mrs. For. Oh, demm you, toad!---I wiſh you don't 
perſuade her out of her i innocency. 

Tatt. Who I, madam?- -O lord, how can your lady- 
ſhip have ſuch a thought ?---ſure you don't know me 

Mrs F. Ah, devil, fly devil —He's as cloſe, fiſter, as 
a confeſſor. He chinks we don't obſerve him. 

Mrs. For. A cunning cur! how ſcon he could find 

out a freſh harmleſscreature—and left us, ſiſter, preſently. 

- Tatt. Upon reputation— 

Mrs. F. They're all fo, filter, theſe men they love 
to have the ſpoiling of a young creature; they are as fond 
of it, as of being firſt in the faſhion, or of ſeeing a new 
play the firſt day. —T warrant, it would break Mr. Tat- 
 zle's heart, to think that any body elſe thould before- 

hand with him 

T att. Oh lord, I ſwear I would not ſor the world — 
Mrs. F. O, hang you; who'll believe you? —You'd 
be hang'd before you'd confeſs —we know you—ſhe's 
very pretty ;—Lord, what pure red and white !—ſh- 
4 ſo wholeſome ; »—ne'er ſtir, I don't know, but I 
fancy if I were a man— 

Miſs P. How you love to jeer one, couſin. 

Mrs. For. Hark'ee, ſiſter by my ſoul, the girl is 
UT already—d'ye think ſhe'll ever — ef at 
ubderly 


_ ut fo. 


+. 
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lubberly tarpawlin ?=Gad, I warrant you ſhe won't Tet: 


him come near her, after Mr. Tattle.. 

Mrs F. On my ſoul, Pm afraid not—eh ! filthy crea-- 
ture, that ſmells all of pitch and tar !—Devil take yow 
you confounded toad—why did you ſee her before ſhe: 
was married ? | | 

Mrs. For. Nay, why did we let him-?---My huſband” 
will hang us—he'll think we brought them acquainted. 

Mrs. F. Come faith, let us be gone---If my brother 
Forefight ſhould find us with them, he'd think fo, ſure” 
enough. 

Mrs. For. So he would - but then leavin 
gether is as bad—and he's ſuch a fly devil, 
miſs an opportunity. 

Mrs. F. I don't care; I won't be ſeen. in it. 7 

Mrs. For. Well, if you ſhould, Mr. Tartle, you'll 
have a world to anſwer for: remember, I waſh m ds- 
of it; I'm thoroughly innocent. = 

| Exeunt Mrs. Frail and Mrs Forefight.. 
Miſs P. What makes them go away, Mr. Tattle ? 


g them to- 
e'll never 


What do they mean, do you know ? 


Tatt. Yes, my dear---IL think I can gueſs—but hang: 


me if I know the reaſon of it. 


Miſs P. Come, muſt not we go too? | 

Tatt. No, no; they don't mean that. 

Miſs P. No! what then ? what ſhall you and I do to- 
gether ? | 

Tatt. I muſt make love to you, pretty miſs 5 wall you: 
let me make love to you? 

Miſs P. Yes, if you pleaſe. . A 

Tatt. Frank, egad, at leaſt. What a pox does Mrs. 
Forefight mean by this civility ? Is it. to make a fool of 


met or does ſhe leave us together out cf good morality, 


and do as ſhe would be done by ?—Egad,-Pll underſtand: 
Ale 
Miſs P. Well; and how will you make love to me ? 


— Come, I long to have you begm.—Muit I make love 
too? You muſt tell me how. 


Tat. You muſt let me ſpeak, miſs; you muſt not 
ſpeak firſt, I muſt aſk you queſtions, and you muſt an- 


ſwer. | 
Miſs P. 
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= P. What, is it like the catechiſm ?—Come then, 
me. 

Tatt. D'ye think you can love me? 

— P. Ves. a 9 1 

att. Pooh, pox, you muſt not ſa already. FE 
ſhan't care a farthing for you then 2 Twinkling? 

Miſs. P. What muſt I ſay then? 

Tatt. Why, you muſt ſay no; or, you believe not; or; 
you can't tell. | | 

Miſs P. WI muſt I tell a lie then? 

T att. Ves, if you'd be well-bred. All well-bred per- 
ſons lie.---Befides, 3 a woman; you muſt never 
ſpeak what you think: your words muſt contradit your 
* but your actions may contradict your words. 
So, when I aſk you, if you can love me, you muſt ſay 
no; but you muſt love me too. -If I tell you you are 
handſome, you muſt deny it, and ſay, I flatter you But 
you muſt think yourſelf more charming than I ſpeak you. 
and like me for the beauty which I ſay you have, as 
much as if I had it myſelf.---If I af: you to kiſs me, 
you muſt be angry; but you muſt not refuſe me. If Laſk 
you for more, you muſt be more angry but more com- 
plying ; and as ſoon as ever IL make you ſay you'll cry 
out, you muſt be ſure to hold your tongue. 

Miſs P. O lord, I ſwear, this is pure !---I like it bet 
ter than our old-faſhioned country way of ſpeaking one's 
mind. And muſt not you lie too? 

Tat Hum !-- Yes--but you mutt believe I ſpeak truth. 

Miſs P. O Gemini“ Well, I always had a great min 
to tell lies-- but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a fin. 

Tatt. Well, my pretty creature; will you make me 
happy by giving me a kiſs ? | 

Maſs P. No, indeed; 'm'angry at you! | 

| [ Runs, and kifſes him 

Tatt. Hold, hold, that's pretty well-but you ſhould 
net have given it me, but have ſuffered -me to have 
taken it. 

Miſs P. Well, we'll do it again. 

Tatt. With all my heart. -Now, then, my little 
angel. | [ Kiſſes her. 

Miſs P. Piſh ! | 

1 | T att, 
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Tatt. That's right.---Again, my charmer ! 

1 5 [ Kiſſes again. 
Miſs P. O fie ! nay, now I can't abide you: 
Tatt. Admirable | That was as well as if you had been 

born and bred in Covent Garden.---And won't you ſhew 
me, pretty miſs, where your bed-chamber is ? 
Miſs P. No, indeed won't I: but P11 run there, and 
hide myſelf from you behind the curtains. 
Tatt. I'll follow you. | 
Miſs P. Ah, but I will hold the door with both hands, 
and be angry; and you ſhall puſh me down before you 
come in. | 
T att. No, I'll come in firſt, and puſh you down after- 
wards. £ 
Miſs P. Will you ? then I'll be more angry, and more 
complying. "I 
att. Then P11 make you cry out. 
Miſs P. O but you ſhan't, for I'll hold my tongue. 
Tatt. Oh, my dear apt ſcholar! _ 
Miſs P. Well, now Pll run, and make more hafte 
than you. 
Tatt, You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll purſue. { Exeunr. 


— 


3 III. 
| Nurſe alone. 
| ISS, miſs, miſs Prue /---Mercy on me, marry, 
| and amen !—Why, what's become of the child ? 
— Why, miſs, miſs Forefght /—Sure ſhe has lockt her- 
ſelf up in her chamber, and gone to ſlee p, or to prayers! 
— Miſs, miſs !—I hear her. Come to your father, child. 
Open the door. Open the door, miſs. — I hear you cry 
huſht.—O lord, who's there? [peeps.]—What's here to 
do?—O the father! a man with her!---Why, miſs, I 
ſay ; God's my life, here's fine doings towards !---O lord, 
we're all undone !---O you young harlotry !---[ &nects.] 
---Ods my life! won't you open the door? I'll come in 


EPI [Exit. 

Enter Tattle and M/s Prue. 
Miſs P. O Lord, ſhe's coming---and ſhe'll tell my 
father. What ſhall I do now ? Tatt. 


Tatt, Pox take her! if ſhe had ſtaid two minutes lon- 
ger, I ſhould have wiſhed for her comin 

Miſs. P. O dear, what ſhall I ſay ? tell me, Mr. Tattle, 
tell me a he. 

Tatt. There's no occaſion for a lie; I could never tell 
a lie to no purpole.---But, ſince we have done nothing, 
we muſt ſay nothing, I think. I hear her--Pll leave 
you togetaer, and come off as you can. 

[T hruſts her in, and ſhuts the door. 
Enter Valentine, Scandal, and Angelica. 

Ang. You can't accuſe me of inconſtancy; J never told 
you that I loved you. 

Val. But I can accuſe you of uncertainty, for not tel- 
ling me whether you did not. 

Ang. You miſtake indifference for uncertainty ; I never 
had concern enough to aſt myſelf the queſtion. 
Scand. Nor good-nature enough to anſwer him that 

did ak you: PII ſay that for you, madam. 

Ang. What are you ſetting up for good nature? 

Scand. Only for the affectation of it, as the women do 
for ill- nature. 

Ang. Perſuade your friend that it is all affectation. 

Scand. I ſhall receive no benefit from the opinion: for 
I know no effectual difference between continued affec- 
tation and reality. 

* Tati. [coming up] Scandal, are you in private diſ- 
courſe? any thing of ſecreſy. [ Hide to Scandal. 

X Scand. Yes, but I dare truſt you. We were talking of 
« Angelica's love to Valentine; you won't ſpeak of it. 

* Tatt. No, no, not a ſyllable---I know that's a ſe- 
cret, for it is whiſpered every where. 

* Scand. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Ang. What is, Mr. T attle? I heard you ſay ſ "methin g 
* was whiſpered every where. 

Scand. Your love of Yalentine. 

* Ang. How! | 

© Tatt. No, madam ; his love for your ladyſhip--Gad 
take me, I beg your pardon---for I never heard a word 
of your ladyſhip's paſſion, till this inſtant. 

Ang. My paſſion !---And who told you of my paſſion, 

* „fir. 
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Scand. Why, is the devil in you? did not I tell it: 
you for a ſecret ? 

* Tatt. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been truſt-- 
©ed with her own affairs. 

© Scand. Is that your diſcretion ?- truſt a woman with 
© herſelf ? 

* Tatt, You ſay true; I beg your pardon—J'll bring. 
© all off. It was impoſſible, madam, for me to imagine, 
that a perſon of your ladyſhip's wit and gallantry could 
have ſo long received the paſſionate addreſſes of the ac- 
* compliſhed Valentine, and yet remain inſenſible: there-- 
fore you will pardon me, i, from a juſt weight of his 
© merit, with your ladyſhi p 's good judgment, I formed 
the balance of a 1 con. | 

Fal. O the devil! wg damn'd coſtive poet has 
given thee this leſſon of fuſtian to get by rote? 

* Ang. I dare ſwear, you wrong him; it is his own—- 
| and Mr. Tarile only judges of the ſucceſs of others, from 

© the effects of his own merit; for, certainly, Mr. Tattle : 
was never denied any thing in his life. 

* Tatt. O Lord! yes indeed, madam, ſeveral times. 
14 Ang. I ſwear, I don't think it is poſſible: 
© Tatt. Yes, I vow and ſwear, I have.. Lord, madam, . 
Pm the moſt unfortunate man in the world, and the 
| moſt cruelly uſed by the ladies. 

Ang. Nay, now you're ungrateful. 

* Tatt. No, I hope not.—lIt is as much ingratitude to 
*-own ſome favours, as to conceal others. . 

6 . There, now it is out. 

Ang. I don't underſtand you now. I thought. you 
had never aſked any thing, but what a lady might mo-- 
deſtly grant, and you confeſs. 

Scand. So, faith, your buſineſs is done here; now 

you may go brag ſomewhere elſe. 

© Tate. Brag! O Heavens! Why, did Tname any body d + 

© Ang. No; I-ſuppole that is not in your power; but: 

you would if you could, no doubt on't. 

* Tatt. Not in my power, madam ?—What ! does your: 
* ladyſhip mean, that I have no woman's reputation in 
my power? 

* Scand, Oons, why you won't own it, will you * N | 

| * {alt 
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© Tatt. Faith, madam, you are in the right; no more 
I have as I hope to be ſaved ; I never had it in my power 
to fay any thing to a lady's prejudice in my life. —For 
* as I was telling you, madam, I have been the moſt un- 
* ſucceſsful creature living in things of that nature; and 


never had the good fortune to be truſted once with a 
* lady's ſecret ; not once. | | 


* Ang. No? | 

Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. | 

* Scand. And I'll anſwer for him; for, I'm ſure if he 
© had, he would have told me. I find, madam, you 
* don't know Mr. T attle. e 

* Tatt. No indeed, madam, you don't know me at all, 
* I find; for ſure, my intimate friends would have known. 

© Ang. Then it ſeems you would have told, if you had 
been truſted. | | | 
© Tatt. O pox, Scandal, that was too far put Never 
have told particulars, madam. Perhaps I might have 
* talked as of a-third perſon—or have introduced an 
* amour of my own, in converſation, by way of novel : 
© but never have explained particulars. 

Ang. But whence comes the reputation of Mr. Tat- 
© thts ſecrecy, if he was never truſted ? 

Scand. Why thence it ariſes. —The thing is prover- - 
* bially ſpoken ; but may be applied to him. —As if we 
© ſhould ſay in general terms, he only is ſecret, who ne- 
ver was truſted; a ſatirical proverb upon our ſex, ——— 
* There is another upon yours—as; She is chaſte, who 
was never aſked the queſtion. That's all. ; 

Val. A couple of very civil proverbs, truly. It is 

© hard to tell whether the lady or Mr. T attle be the more 
* obliged to you. For you found her virtue upon the 
© backwardneſs of the men; and his ſecrecy upon the 
« miſtruſt of the women. ATR 

© Tatt. Gad, it's very true, madam ; I think we are- 
* obliged tg acquit ourſelves. —And for my part but 
your ladyſhip is to ſpeak firſt, 

* Ang. Am I?.well, I freely confeſs, I have reſiſted 
© a great deal of temptation. 


* Tatt. And, egad, I have given ſome temptation that 
bas not been reſiſted. ; _ 
6 ” . 
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Val. Good. | 
Ang. I cite Falentine here, to declare to the court, 
* how fruitleſs he has found his endeavours, and to con- 
* feſs all his ſolicitations and my denials. 

Val. I am ready to plead, not guilty, for you; and 
* guilty for myſelf, 2 

Scand. So, why this is fair! here's demonſtration, 
* with a witneſs. 7 

Tatt. Well, my witneſſes are not preſent. —Yet, I 
* confeſs, I have had favours frem perſons; but, as the 
* favours are numberleſs, fo the perſons are nameleſs. 

Scand. Pooh, this proves nothing. 

Tati. No? I can ſhew letters, lockets, pictures, and 
rings; and, if there be occaſion for. witneſſes, I carr 
* ſummon the maids at the chocolate-houſes, all the por- 
* ters at Pall-Mall and Covent-Gargen, the door-keepers- 
© at the play-houſe, the drawers at Locket's, Pontack, the 
* Rummer, Spring- garden, my own landlady and valet de 
chambre; all who ſhall make oath, that I receive more 
letters than the ſecretary's office; and that I have more 
* vizor-maſks to enquire for me, than ever went to ſee 
© the hermaphrodite, or the naked prince, And it is 
* notorious, that, in a country church, once, an inqui- 
* ry being made who I was, it was anſwered, I was the 
famous Tattle, who had ruined ſo many women. 

Fal. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the nick-name 
© of the Great Turk. | | 

_ © Tatt. True; I was called Turk Tatthe all over the 
* pariſh, —The next Sunday, all the old women kept 
their daughters at home, and the parſon had not half 
his de e He would have brought me into the 
* ſpiritual court: but I was revenged upon him, for he 
© had a handſome daughter whom I initiated into the 
* ſcience. But I repented it afterwards ; for it was talk- 
© ed of in town.—And a lady of quality, that ſhall be 
- © nameleſs, in a raging fit of jealouſy, came down in 
ger coach and-ſix horſes, and expoſed herſelf upon my ac- 
* count; gad, I was ſorry for it with all my heart.— You 
© know 4 3 I mean—vou know where we raffled —— 

« Scand. Mum, T attle ! 

Val. Sdeath, are not you aſhamed? 
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Ang. O barbarous! I never heard ſo inſolent a piece 
* of vanity !— Fie, Mr. Tattle!/—T'll ſwear I could not 
* have believed it.—ls this your ſecrecy ! 
* Tatt. Gad fo, the heat of my ſtory carried me be- 
* yond my diſcretion, as the heat of the lady's paſſion 
© hurried her beyond her reputation.—But I hope you 
don't know whom I mean ; for there were a great many 
ladies raffled. —Pox on't, now could I bite off my tongue. 
Scand. No, don't; for then you'll tell us no more. 
Come, I'll recommend a ſong to you, upon the hint 
* of my two proverbs ; and I ſee one in the next room 
that will fing it. [ Goes tothe door. 
* Tait, For Heaven's fake, if you do gueſs, ſay no- 
thing. Gad, I'm very unfortune ! 
* Scand. Pray ſing the firſt ſong in the laſt new play. 


SQ Ng. 


a | 1 I. ö x 

* 4 Nymph and a fwain to Apollo once pray d, 

l A The ſwais had been jilted, the a hs betray'd : 
* Their intent was, to try if his oracle knew 

| © Per a nymph that was chaſte, or a ſain that was true. 


II. 
Apollo was mute, and had like t' bave been pos d, 
* But ſagely at length be this ſecret diſcler'd: 
© He: alone wen't betray, in hom none will confide ; 
* And the nymph may '# chaſte, that has never been try d. 


Enter Sir Sampſon, Mrs. Frail, Miſs Prue, and Servant. 
Sir S. Is Ben come? Odſo, my fon Ben come? Odd, 
I'm glad on't.— Where is he? I long to ſee him. Now, 
Mrs. Frail, you ſhall ſee my ſon Ben.—Body o'me, he's 
the hopes of my family—T han't ſeen him theſe three years 
I warrant he's grown! — Call him in; bid him make 
haſte —[ Exit Servant. ] I'm ready to cry for joy. 
Mrs. F. Now, mils, you Hall ſee your huſband. 
Mils. P. Piſh, he ſhall be none of my huſband. 
5 | [ Aide 10 Frail. 
Mrs. F. 
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| Mrs. F. Huſh! Well, he ſhan't; leave that to me 
PI beckon Mr. Tartle to us. 20 

Ang. Won't you ſtay and fee your brother? 

Pal We are the twin ftars, and cannot ſhine in one 
ſphere; when he riſes, I muſt ſet. —Beſides, if I ſhouid 
ſtay, I don't know but my father in good-nature may preſs 
me to the immediate figning the deed of conveyance of 
my eſtate; and Þ1L deter it as long as I can.— Well, 
you'll come to a reſolution. | 

Ang. I cannot, Reſolution muſt come to me, or I. 
ſhall never have one. 7 

Scand. Come, Valentine, I'll go with you; I have 
ſomething in my head to communicate to you. 

[ Exeunt Scandal ad Valentine, 

Sir S. What! is my ſon Valentine gone? What? is he 
ſneaked off, and would not ſee his brother? There's an 
unnatural whelp! there's an ill-natured dog! What! 
were =+u here too, madam, and could not keep him? 
Could neither love, nor duty, nor natural I 
him? Odsbud, madam, have no more to ſay to him; he 
is not worth your eonſideration. The rogue has not a 
drachm of generous love about him—all intereſt, all 
intereſt | he's an undone ſcoundrel, and courts your eſtate. - 
Body o'me, he does not care a doit for your perſon, 

7. I am pretty even with him, Sir Samgſen; for, if 
ever | could have liked any thing in him, it ſhould have 
been his eſtate too. But, ſince that's gone, the bait's. 
off, and the naked hook appears. | 

Sir S. Odſbud, well cken; and you are a wiſer wo- 
man than I thought you were: for moſt young women 
nowadays are to be tempted with a naked hook, 

Ang. If I marry, Sir Sampſon, IJ am for a good eſtate 
with any man, and for any man with a good eſtate: 
therefore, if I were obliged to make a-choice, I declare. 
Fd rather have you than your ſon. 

Sir S. Faith and troth, you are a wiſe woman; and 
I'm glad to hear you ſay ſo. I was afraid you were in 
love with the reprobate. Odd, I was ſorry for you with 
all my heart. Hang him, mongrel; caſt him off. You: 
ſhall ſee the rogue ſhew himſelf, and make love to ſome - 
deſponding Cadua of fourſcore for ſuſtenance. on. I 

ove: 
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Jove to ſee a young ſpendthrift forced to cling to an old 
woman for ſupport, like ivy round a dead oak —faith I 
do. I love to ſee them hug and cotton together, like 
don upon a thiftle. | 
Euter Ben and Servant. 
Ben. Where's father? 
Serv. There ſir; his back's toward you. [Exit. 

Sir S. My ſon Ben! bleſs thee, my dear boy! body 
o' me, thou art heartily welcome. | 

Ben. Thank you, Aber ; and. I'm glad to fee you. 

Sir S. Odſbud, and I'm glad to ſee thee. Kiſs me, 
boy; kiſs me again and again, dear Ben. [Lias him. 

Ben. So, ſo, enough, father. —Meſs, I'd rather kiſs 
-theſe gentlewomen. 
Sir S. And-ſo thou ſhalt. —Mrs.. Angelica, my ſon Ber, 
Ben. Forſooth, if you pleaſe ! | Salutes her. ]J—Nay,- 
miſtreſs, I'm not for dropping anchor here; about ſhip, 
i' faith. [Kifes Frail. J-Nay, and you too, my little 
cock- boat! ſo. | [ Kifes Miſs. 
Tatt. Sir, your're welcome aſhore. 
Ben. Thank you, thank you, friend. 

Sir S. Thou hait been many a weary league, Bex, 
ſince I ſaw thee. ©.” 

Ben. Ey, ey, been.! been far enough, and that be all. 
Well, father, and how do all at home? how does brother 
Dick, and brother Val? | 

Sir S. Dick! body o'me, Dic has been dead thefe 
two years. I writ you word, when you were at Leghorn. 

Ber. Meſs, that's true: marry, I had forgot. Dick 
is dead, as you fay.—Well, and how? I-have a many 
queſtions to aſk you; well, you ben't married again, fa- 
ther, be you? 5 

Sir S. No, I intend you ſhall marry, Ben; I would 
.not marry, for thy ſake. 

Ben. Nay, what does that ſignify ?= An you marry 
again—why then, [ll go to ſea again, fo there's one for 
t'other, an that be all.— Pray don't let me be your hin- 
drance; e' en marry, a God's name, an the wind ſit that 
way. As for my part, mayhap I have no mind to marry. 


Mrs. F. That would be pity ſuch a handſome young 
gentleman! = | 


Ber: 
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Ben. Handſome ! he, he, he! nay, forſooth, an you 
be for joking, I'Il joke with you; for I love my jeſt, an 
the ſhip were finking, as we faid a at ſea. But L'Il tell you 
why I don't much ſtand towards matrimony. I love to 
roam about from port to port, and from land to land: 
I could never abide to be port-bound, as we call it. Now 
a man that is married has, as it were, d'ye fee, his feet 
in the bilboes, and mayhap mayn't get them out again 

when he would. 

Sir S. Ben is a wag. 

Ber. A man that is married, d'ye fce, is no more like 
another man, than a oalley-flave is like one of us free 
ſailors : he is chained to an oar all his life ; and mayhap 
forced to tug a leaky veſſel into the bargain. 

Sir S. A very wag ! Ben is a very wag ; only a little 
rongh ; he wants a little poliſhing. 

Mrs. F. Not at all; I like his humour mightily : 
is plain and honeſt, I ſhould like ſuch a humour i in a 
huſband extremely. 

Ben. Say'n you fo, forſooth ? Marry, and I ſhould 
like ſuch a handſome gentlewoman for a bed-fellow 
hugely. How lay you, miſtreſs ? would you like going 
to ſea? meſs, you're a tight veſſel, and well rigged, an 
you were but as well manned. | 

Mrs. F. I ſhould not doubt that, if you were_maſfter 
of me. 

Ben. But I'll tell you one thing, an you come to fra 
in a high wind, or that lady you mayn't carry ſo much 
ſail o'your head—top and top gallant, by the meſa! 

Mrs. F. No? why ſo? 

Ben. Why, an you do, you may run the riſk to be 
over- ſet: and then you'll carry your keels above water 
—he, he, he! 

Ang. I ſwear, Mr. Benjamiz is the verieſt Wag in na- 
ture; an abſolute fea wit. 

Sir S. Nay, Ben has parts; but, as I told you before, 
they want a little poliſhing. You muſt not take ary 
thing ill, madam. 

Ben. No, I hope the gentlewoman i is not angry ; I 
mean all in good part: for, if I give a jeſt, I'll take a 
jeſt ; and fo, forſooth, you may be as free with * 

ng. 
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Ang. I thank you, fir; I am not at all offended, —— 
But methinks, Sir Sampſen, you ſhould leave him alone 
with his miſtreſs. Mr. Tartle, we muſt not hinder lovers. 
| Tatt. Well, miſs, I have your promiſe. | Afide to miſß. 
Sir S. Body o'me, madam, you ſay true. —Look you, 
Ben, this is your miſtreſs. —- Come, miſs, you muſt not 
be ſham'd faced ; we'll leave you together. 
Miſs P. I can't abide to be left alone. Mayn't my 
couſin ſtay with me? 
Sir S. No, no. Come, let's away, 
Ben. Look you, father, mayhap the young woman 
mayn't take a hiking to me! | | 
Sir S. I warrant thee, boy. Come, come, we'll be 
gone. I'll venture that. 
[ Exeunt Sir Sampſon, Tattle, and Mrs. Frail. 
Ben. Come, miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down? 
For, an you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple 
together.—-Come, Þ'11 hawl a chair; there, an you pleaſe 
to fit, PII fit by you. | 
Miſs P. You need not fit ſo near one; if you have any 
thing to ſay, I can hear you farther off; I an't deaf. 
Ben. Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb; I 
can be heard as far as another.—P'll heave off, to pleaſe 
you. [Sits fatther off. An we were a league aſunder, 
I'd undertake to hold diſcourſe with you, an *twere not 
a main high wind indeed, and full in my teeth. Look 
vou, forſooth ; I am, as it were, bound for the land of 
matrimony : *tis a voyage, d'ye ſee, that was none of m. 
ſeeking ; I was commanded by father, and if you like of 
it, mayhap I may ſteer into your harbour. How ſay you, 
miſtreſs ? the ſhort of the thing is, that, if you like me, 
and I like you, we may chance to ſwing in a hammock 
together. 
Miſs P. I don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't 
care to ſpeak with you at all. | 
Ben. No? I'm ſorry for that.---But pray why are you 
ſo ſcornful ? 
. Miſs P. As long as one muſt not ſpeak one's mind, 
one had better not ſpeak at all, I think; and truly I 
won't tell a lie for the matter. 
Ben. Nay, you ſay true in that; it's but a folly to ok 
| or 
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for to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary 
way, is, as it were, to look one way, and to row another. 
Now, for my part, d'ye ſee, I'm for carrying things 
above board; I'm not for keeping any thing under 
hatches---ſo that, if you ben't as willing as I, ſay fo, a 
God's name; there's no harm done. Mayhap you may 
be ſhame-faced ; ſome maidens, thof they love a man 
well enough, yet they don't care to tell'n fo to's face. If 
that's the caſe, why filence gives conſent. 

Miſs P. But I'm ſure it is not ſo, for ll ſpeak ſooner 
than you ſhould believe that; and I'll ſpeak truth, though 
one ſhould always tell a lie to a man; and I don't care, 
let my father do what he will, I'm too big to be whipt; 
ſo I'II tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at 
all ; nor never will, that's more. So, there's your anſwer 
for you; and don't trouble me no more, you ugly thing. 

Ben. Look you, young woman, you may learn to give 
good words, however. I ſpoke you far, d'ye ſee, and 
civil.---As for your love, or your liking, I don't value 
it of a rope's end---and mayhap I like you as little as 
you do me.---What I ſaid was in obedience to father. 
Sad, I fear a whipping no more than you do. But I tell 
you one thing---if you ſhould give ſuch language at lea, 

u'd have a cat o'nine tails laid croſs yonr ſhoulders, 
Fleſh ! who are you? You heard t'other handſome young 
woman ſpeak civilly to me, of her own accord. What- 
ever you think of yourſelf, Gad, I don't think you are 
any more to compare to her, than a can of ſmall- beer to 
a bowl of punch. 

Miſs P. Well, and there's a handſome gentleman, 
and a fine gentleman, and a ſweet gentleman, that was 
here, that loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you 
ſpeak to me any more, he'll thraſh your jacket for you; 
he w.1!, you great ſea-calf. 

Ben. What ! do you mean that fair-weather ſpark that 
was here juſt now ? Will he thraſh my jacket ?---Let'n--- 
let'n.---But, an he comes near to me, mayhap I may 
giv'n a ſalt eel for's ſupper, for all that. What does 
father mean, to leave me alone, as ſoon as I come home, 
with ſuch a dirty dowdy ?---Sea-calf? I an't calf enough 
to lick yourchalked face, you cheeſe-curd, you ?---Marry 

| thee! 
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thee ! Oons'I'll marry a Lapland witch as ſoon, and live 
upon ſelling contrary winds, and wrecked veſſels. 

Miſs P. I won't be call'd names, nor T won't be abuſed 
thus, no I won't.---If I were a man---{ cries]---you durſt 
not talk at this rate---no, you durſt not, you ſtinking 
tar-barrel. | 

Enter Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 7 

Mrs. For. They have quarrelled, juſt as we could wiſh. 

Ben. Tar-barrel ? let your ſweet-heart there call me 
ſo, if he'll take your part, your Tom Eſence, and I'll ſay 
ſomething to-him---Gad, I'Il lace his muſk-doublet for 
him. I'll make him ſtink ; he ſhall ſmell more like a 
weaſel than a civet cat, afore I ha' done with en. 

Mrs: For. Bleſs me! what's the matter, miſs ? What; 
does ſhe cry ?---Mr. Benjamin, what have you done to 
her? 7 6 

Ben. Let her cry: the more ſhe cries, the leſs ſhe'll 
— ſhe has been gathering foul weather in her mauth, and 
now it rains out at her eyes. Ne | 

Mrs. For. Come, miſs, come along with me; and tell 
me, poor child. 

Mrs.*F. Lord, what ſhall we do? there's my brother 
Ferefight and Sir Sampſon coming. Siſter, do you take 
miſs down. into the parlour, and I'll carry Mr. Benjamin 
into my chamber ; for they muſt not know that they are 
fallen out.---Come, fir, will you venture yourſelf with 


me? [Looking kindly on him 
Ben. Venture? meſs, and that I will, though it were 
to ſea in a ſtorm. [Excunt. 


Enter Sir Sampſon and Foreſight. 

Sir S. I left them together here. What, are they gone? 
Ben is a briſk boy: he has got her into a corner—Father's 
own ſon, faith! he'll touzle her, and mouzle her. The 
rogue's ſharp ſet, coming from ſea. If he ſhould not ſtay 
for ſaying grace, old Foręſgbt, but fall too without the 
help of a parſon, ha ? Odd, if he ſhould, I could not be 
angry with him; *twould be but like me, à chip of the 
eld block. Ha! thou'rt melancholic, old prognoſtica- 
tion; as melancholic as if thou hadſt ſpilt the ſalt, or 
paired thy nails on a Sunday.—Come, chear up, Jook 


about thee : look up, old ſtar-gazer— now is he poring 
(© a upon 
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upon the ground for a crooked pin, or an old horſe-nail, 
with the head towards him. 

For. Sir Sampſon, we'll have the wedding to-morrow 
morning. | 

Sir S. With all my heart. 

For. At ten o'clock ; punctually at ten. 

Sir S. To a minute, to a ſecond ; thou ſhall ſet thy 
watch, and the bridegroom ſhall obſerve its motions ; 
they ſhall be married to a minute, go to bed to a minute; 
and, when the alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep time like 
the figures of St. Hunſtan's clock, and conſummatum eft 
Mall ring all over the pariſh ! 

Enter Servant. Sd 
< Serv. Sir, Mr. Scandal defires to ſpeak with you upon 

* earneſt buſineſs. | : | 
For. I go 10 him. Sir Sampſon your ſervant. | Exit. 

«© Sir 8. What's the matter, friend? 3 

«« Serv. Sir Tis about your ſon, Valentine, ſemething 
4 has appeared to him in a dream that makes him pro- 


% Ey. 
725 Enter Scandal. 
Scand. Sir Sampſon, ſad news. 
For. Bleſs us! 
« Sir S. Why, what's the matter? 
Scand. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you 
« and him, and all of us, more than any thing elle ? 
Sir S. Body o'me, I don't know any univerſal 
4 prievance, but a new tax, or the loſs of the Canary 
« ——— Popery ſhould be landed in the weſt, or the 
« French fleet were at anchor at Blackwall, 
Scand. No? Undoubtedly, Mr. Fore/fight knew all 
this, and might have prevented it. $8 
For. Tis no earthquake? 
Scand. No, not yet; nor whirlwind. But we don't 
* know what it may come to— but it has had a conſe- 
* quence already that touches us all. 
Sir 8. Why, body o'me, out with it, 
© Scand. Something has appeared to your ſon Valentine 
* —he's gone to bed upon't, and very ill.---He ſpeaks 
ONT 5 little 
* The above lines in Italics are now pe form'd at the theatre in- 
Head of the ſucceeding ones between ſingle commas- 


« little, yet he ſays he has a world to fay. Aſks for his 


father and the wiſe Foreſgbt; talks of R Lul!y, 
and the ghoſt of Lilly. He has ſecrets to impart, I ſup- 
" pote, to you two. I can get nothing out of him but * 
* He defires he may ſee you in the morning; but would 
not be diſturbed to-night, becauſe he has ſome buſineſs 
tu do in adream.” | 

Sir S. Hoity toity ! what have I to do with his dreams, 
or his divination ?- Body o'me, this is a trick, to defer 
ſigning the conveyance. I warrant, the devil will tell 
him in a dream, that he muſt not part with his eſtate. 
Bat I'll bring him a parſon, to tell him that the devil's 
a liar, or, if that won't do, I'Il bring a lawyer, that 
ſhall out-lie the devil; and fo I'll try whether my black- 
guard or his ſhall get the better of the day. [ Exit. 

Enter Foreſight. | 

Scand. Alas, Mr. Forefight, I am afraid all is not 
© right.---You are a wiſe man, and a conſcientious man; 
© a ſearcher into obſcurity and futurity ; and, if you 
© commit an error, it is with a great deal of confidera- 
© tion, and diſcretion, and caution. | 
© For. Ah, good Mr. Scandal! 

Scand. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt ; I do not flatter you. 
But Sir Samp/or is haſty, very hafty.---I'm afraid he 
© 15 not ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Fore/fight.---He has been 
wicked; and Heaven grant he may mean well in his 
affair with you !---but my mind gives me, theſe thing 
cannot be wholly inſignificant. You are wiſe, and ſhoul 
© not be over-reached ; methinks you ſhould not. 

For. Alas, Mr. Scandal Humanum eff errare ! 

Scand. You fay true, man will err; meer man will err 
© ---but you are ſemething more.--- There have been wiſe 
men; but they were ſuch as you men whoconſulted the 
< ſtars, and were obſervers of omens. — oo was 7 2 
* but how? by his ge t in aſtrology.—-So ſays 
* Pineda, in 12 third book and eighth . F 

For. You are learned, Mr. Scandal. | 

© Scand. A trifler-- but a lover of art.---And the wiſe 
© men of the eaft owed their inſtruction to a ſtar ; which 
is rightly oblerved by Gregory the Great, in favour of 
aſtrology! And 1 Magnus makes it the moſt Pers 

2 - 1. © he 


* 
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© able ſcrence---becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to conſider 
© the cauſation of cauſes, in the cauſes of things. 

* For. I proteſt, I honour you, Mr. Scandal.---I did 
© not think you had been read in theſe matters.---Few 
« young men areinchned--- 

Scand. I thank my ſtars that have inclined me.--- 
© But I fear this marriage and making over this eſtate, this 


_ © transferring of a rightful inheritance, will bring judg- 
ments upon us. I propheſy it; and I would not have the 


fate of Caſſandra, not to be believed. Valentine is 


diſturbed, what can be the cauſe of that? and Sir Sampſan 


is hurried on by an unuſual violence---I fear he does 


not act wholly from himſelf; methinks he does not loak 
bas he uſed to do. 


For. He was always of an impetuous nature. -B. 


© as to this marriage, I have conſulted the ſtars; and all 
- © appearances are proſperous. | | 


Scand. Come, come, Mr. Forefight ; let not the 


proſpect of worldly lucre carry you beyond your judg- 
ment, nor againſt your conſcience.--Vou are not ſatis- 


© fied that you act juſtly. 
For. How! 
Scand. You are not ſatisfied, I fay.---I am loth to diſ- 


courage you---but it is palpable that you are not ſatis- 


* fied, So ; 
For. How does it appear, Mr. Scawdal? I think 1 


am very well ſatisfied. 


Scand. Either you ſuffer yourſelf to deceive yourſelf; 


or you do not know yourſelf. 


For. Pray explain yourſelf. | 
Scand. Do you ſleep well o'nights? 
* Fer. Very well. | 
Scand. Are you certain? you do not look ſo. 


For. Tam in health, I think. 


Scand. So was Valentine this morning; and looked 


<"uſt ſo. | 


For. How! am altered any way? I don't perceive it. 


Scand. That may be; but your beard is longer than 
« 1t was two hours ago. | 


For. Indeed? bleſs me! 
Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Foreſight. 

©Mrs. For. Huſband, will you go to bed? its ten 
o'clock. Mr. Scandal, your ſervant. 

* Scand. Pox on her, ſne has interrupted my defign— 
© but I muſt work her into the project. You keep early 
hours, madam. f 

1 Mrs. For. Mr. Fore/ight is punctual; we fit up after 
* him. 
For. My dear, pray lend me your glaſs, your little 
* looking-glaſs. : 

Scand. Pray lend it” him, madam—P 1 tell you the 
*-reaſon—[ She gives him the glaſs Scandal and ſhe 
*-ewhiſper. |—My paſſion for you is grown fo violent---- 
that J am no longer maſter of myſelf---I was inter- 
rupted in the morning, when you had charity enough 
to give me your attention; and I had hopes of finding 
another opportunity of b N myſelf to you but 
was r all this day; and the uneaſineſs that 
© has attended me ever ſince, brings me now hither at this 
* unſeaſonable hour. "TE 

Mrs. Far. Was there ever ſuch impudence, to make 
© love to me before. my huſband's face? Il fwear, I'll: 
tell Mm. | | | 

Scand. Do. I'll die a martyr, rather than diſclaim 
my paſſion. But come a little farther this way; and” 
I' tell you what project I had to get him out of the 
© way, that I might 5 an opportunity of waiting - 
you. Whiſper. Foreſight looking in the glaſs. 

For. I do not ſee any revolution here. —Methinks' 
* look with a ſerene and benign aſpet—pale, a little 
pale but the roſes of theſe cheeks have been gathered 
many years. — Ha l. I do not like that ſudden fluſhing 
© —gonealready !—Hem, hem, hem! faintiſh. My heart 
© is pretty good; yet it beats: and my pulſes, ha! 
© I have none—mercy on me !—hum ?—Yes, here they 
*-are,—Gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop ! 
hey! whither will they hurry me ?—Now they're gone 
* again—and now I'm faint again ; and pale again, and, 
*hem!. and my, hem !—breath, and, hem !—grows 
«ſhort; hem! hem! he, he, hem! 7 

= 3- Scand. 


— 
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* Scand, It takes: purſue it, in the name of love and 
« pleaſure. 

* Mrs. For. How do you do, Mr. Fore/ight ? | 

* For. Hum, not ſo well as I thought I was, Lend 
* me your hand. | 

Scand. Look you there now.—Your lady ſays, your 
* ſleep has been unquiet of late. 

For. Very likely! 

* Mrs. Fer. O, mighty reſtleſs! but I was afraid to tell 
him ſo.— He has been ſubject to talking and ſtarting. 

Scand. And did not uſe to be ſo? 

Mrs. For. Never, never; till within theſe three 
© yights, I cannot ſay that he has once broken my reſt 
+ fince we have been married, 

For. I will 2 . 16 

* Scand, Do fo, Mr. Forefght ; an ers. 
lle looks better than he did. dn 

* Mrs. For. Nurſe, nurſe ! 

For. Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal ? 

Scand. Yes, yes; I hope this will be gone by morn- 
ing: take it in time. . nh. 

- For. 1 hope ſo. 
Enter Nurſe. 


1 —1 For. Nurſe, your maſter is not well ; put him 
* to bed. | 
Scand. J hope you will be able to ſee Valentine in the 
« morning. -You had. beſt take a little diacodian and 
* cowſlip-water, and lye upon your back; may be yo 
may dream. | | 
Fon. I thank you, Mr. Scandal; I will. —Nurſe, let 
© me have a Wwatch-light, and lay he Crums of Comfort by 
* m@. I | 
* Nurſe. Yes, Sir. [Exit.. 
For. And—hem, hem! I am very faint. 
© Scand. No, no, you look mach better. 
For. Do I? And, d'ye hear bring me, let me ſee— 
* within a quarter of twelve —-hem— he, hem —juſt upon 
* the turning of the tide, bring me the urinal. And 1 
hogs, — * the lord of my aſcendant nor the moon 
vill be combuſt ; and then I may do well. 
© Scand. I hope ſo.— Leave that to me; I will erect a 
2 « ſcheme > 
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© icheme ? and I hope I ſhall find both Sol and Venus in- 
* the ſixth houſe. 

For. | thank you, Mr. Scandal; indeed that would 
© be a great comfort to me. Hem, hem! good night. 
| | «| Exit. 
| Scand, Good night, good Mr. Fore/ight. And | hope 

Mar and Venus will be in conjun@ion---while your 
© wife and I are together.” 

Mrs. For. Well; and what uſe do you hope to make 
of this projet? You don't think that you are ever 
hke to ſucceed in your deſign upon me ? 

Scand. Ves, faith, I do; I have a better opinion 
both of you and myſelf, than to deſpair. 

Mrs. Fer. Did you ever hear ſuch a toad ?---Hark'ye, 
devil : do you think any woman honeſt? 0 

Scand. Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt—they'll cheat a 
little at cards, ſometimes ; but that's nothing. 

Mrs. For. Pſhaw ! but virtuous, I mean ? 

Scand. Yes, faith, I believe ſome women are vir- 
tuous too; but tis, as I believe ſome men are valiant, 
through fear---For why ſhould a man court danger, or, 
a woman ſhun pleaſure ? 

© Mrs. For. O monſtrous ! What are conſcience and 
© honour ? : | 

* Scand, Why, honour 1s a public enemy ; and con- 
© ſcience.a domeſtic thief: and he that would ſecure his 
+ pleaſure, muſt pay a tribute to one, and go halves 
© with other. As for honour, that you have ſecured ; 
* for you have purchaſed a perpetual opportunity for 
« pleaſure. 

* Mrs. For. An para for panes ? 
© Scand. Ay, your huſband ; a huſband 1s an oppor- 
© tunity for tes. So you have taken care of honour, 
© and tis the leaſt I can do to take care of conſcience.” 
— ur For. And ſo you think we are free for one ano- 

' 5 Fw | | OD 

Scand. Yes, faith, I think ſo; I love to ſpeak my mind. 

Mrs. For. Why then P11 ſpeak my mind. Now, as 
to this affair between you and me. Here 5 make 
love to me; why, I'll confeſs it does not diſpleaſe me. 

C 4 © Your 
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* Your perſon is well enough, and your underſtanding is 
not amiſs. 


Scand. I have no great opinion of myſelf; but, I 
think, Pm neither deformed, nor a fool. 

* Mrs. For. But you have a villainous character; you 
are a libertine in ſpeech, as well as practice. 

Scand. Come, i know what you would ſay---you 
* think it. more dangerous to be ſeen in converſation 
* with me, than to allow ſome other men the laſt fa- 
* vour. You miſtake; the liberty I take in talking is 
purely affected, for the ſervice of your ſex. He that 
© firſt cries out. ſtop thief, is often he that has ſtolen the 
« treaſure. I am a juggler, that acts by confederacy ;. 
* and, if you pleaſe, we'll put a trick upon the world. 
Mrs. Fer. Ay; but you are ſuch an univerſal juggler 
* ---that P'm afraid you have a great many confederates, 

Scand. Faith, I'm ſound. 

Mrs. Fer. O, fie!'---Pll ſwear, you're impudent. 

Scand. I'll ſwear, you're handſome. | 
Mrs. For. Piſh, you'd tell me ſo, though you did not 
think ſo. | * 9 
Scand. And you'd think fo, though I ſhould not tell 
you fo: and now | think we know one another pretty well. 

Mrs. Fer. O lord: who's here ? 

| Enter Mrs. Frail and Ben. 

Ben. Mets, I love to ſpeak my mind — Father has no- 
thing to do with me.—Nay, I can't ſay that neither; 
he has ſomething to do with me: but what. does that 
fignify? If ſo be, that I ben't minded to be ſteered by 
him; 'tis as thof he ſhould ftrive againſt wind andtide. 
Mrs. F. Ay but, my dear, we muſt. keep it ſecret, 
„il the eftate be ſettled; for, you know, marrying 
without an eſtate, is like failing in a ſhip without ballaſt, 

Ben. He, he, he! why that's true; juſt ſo for all the 
world it is indeed, as like as two cable ropes. 
Mrs. F. And though I have a good portion ; you 
know one would not venture all in one bottom. 
Ben. Why that's true again; for mayhap one bottom 
may ſpring a leak. You have hit it indeed; Mes, 
you've nicked the channel. = 

1 9 rs. 
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Mrs. F. Well, but if you ſhould forſake me after all, 
you'd break my heart. . 
Ben. Break your heart? I'd rather the Mary: gold 
ſhould break her cable in a ſtorm, as well as I love her. 
Fleſh, you don't think I'm falſe-hearted, like a land- 
man. A ſailor will be honeſt, thof mayhap he has never 
a penny of money in his pocket. —Mayhap I may not 
have ſo fair a face as a citizen or a courtier ; but, for- 
all that, I've as goed blood in my veins, and a heart as 
ſound as a biſcuit. 3 

Mrs. F. And will you love me always ? 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, P11 ſtick like pitch; Dll 

tell you that. Come, I'll fing you a ſong of a ſailor. 

Mrs. F. Hold, there's my ſiſter; I'll call her to hear it. 

* Mrs. For. Well; I won't go to bed to my huſband 
to- night; becauſe I'll retire to my own chamber, and 
© think of what you have ſaid. | 

Scand. Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you 
to your chamber-door; and leave you my laſt inſtruc- 
© tions ? | | 

Mrs. For. Hold, here's my fiſter coming towards us. 

Mrs. F.“ If it won't interrupt you, Mr. Ben, will. 
entertain you with:a ſong. | 
Ben. The ſong was made upon one of our ſhip's-crew's 
wife; our boatſwain made the ſong ; mayhap you may 
know her, fir. Before ſhe married,. ſhe was called 
Buxom Joan of Deptford. 


Scand. I- have heard of her. © [Ben agr. 


S 3 L tan 


A /eldier and a failer, 
A tinker and 1 V 1 
Had once a doubiful ſtrife, fir, 
To make a maid 4 — Ar, 
M beſe name was buxom Joan. 
For now the time was ended, 
When ſpe no more intended © 
To lick ber lips at men, fir, 
And gnaw the ſheets in vain, fir, 
And lye o nights alone, 
f 3 5 | Os II. 
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II. 
T he ſoldier ſcuort like thunder, 
He lowed her more than plunder; 
And ſhew'd her many. a ſcar, fir, 
That he had brought from far, flir; 
With fighting for her ſale. 
T he taylor thought to pleaſe ber, 
With offering her his _ | 
The tinker tos with mett 
Said he could mend her kettle.- . 


III. 
But while theſe three were prating: 
T he ſailor ſlily waiting, 
Thought if it came about, fir, 
T hat they ſhould all fallout, fir, 
He then might play his part 
And juſt e en as he meant, fir, 
To loggerheads they went, fir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
A ſpot *twixt wind and water, 
That won this fair maid's heart: 


Ben. If ſome of our crew that came to ſee me are” 
not gone; you ſhall ſee, that we ſailors can dance: 
* ſometimes, as well as other folks. Fb:i#les.] I war- 
* rant that brings them, an they be within hearing. 
* Enter Seamen. a 
* Oh, here they bel —and fiddles along with them. 
Come, my lads, let's have a round; and I'll make one. 
| Dance. 
* We're merry folks, we ſailors; we han't much to 
care for.” Thus we live at ſea; eat biſcuit, and: 
drink flip; put on a clean ſhirt once a quarter come 
home, and lye with our lanladies once a year, get rid of 
a little money; and then put off. with the. next fair 
wind. How d'ye like us? | 
Mrs. F. Oh, you are the happieſt, merrieſt men alive! 
Mrs. Fer. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin. for this 
entertainment,—l believe it is late. „ 
Ben. Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beſt 
go to bed. For my part, I mean to toſs a can, and re- 
| member 
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member my ſweet-heart, afore I turn in; mayhap I may 
dream of her! Ig 
Mrs. Fer. Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to bed, and 
dream too. | 

Scand. Why, faith, I have a good lively imagina- 
tion ; and can dream as much to the purpoſe as ano- 
ther, if I ſet about it. But dreaming is the poor re- 
treat of a lazy, hopeleſs, and imperfe& lover; tis the 
* laſt glimpſe of love to worn-out finners, and the faint 
* dawning of a bliſs to wiſhing girls and growing boys. 


* There's nought but-willing waking love that can 
Matte bleſt the ripen'd maid and finiſp'd man. 


(Exeunt. 


„ i — ah — — 1 
—ê 1 — — 


ACT IV. Valentine's Lodgings. 
Enter Scandal and Jeremy. 


Scand. 'ELL, is your maſter ready? does he look 
madly, and talk madly ? | 

Fer. Yes, fir; you 'need not make no great doubt of 
that ? He that was fo near turning poet yeſterday morn- 
ing, can't be much to ſeek in playing the madman to-day. 

Scand. Would he have Angelica acquainted with the 

reaſon of. his deſign ? 1 

Jer. No, fir, not yet.— He has a mind to try whe- 
ther his playing the madman won't make her play the 
fool, and fall in love with him; or at leaſt own that ſhe 
has loved him all this while, and concealed it. | 

Scand. I ſaw her take coach juſt now with her maid ;. 
and think I heard her bid the coachman drive hither. 
Jer. Like enough, fir ; for I told her maid this morn- 
ing, my maſter was run ſtark mad, only for love of her 
miſtreſs. I hear a coach ſtop: if it ſhould be ſhe, fix, 
I. believe he would not ſee. her, till he hears how ſhe 
takes it. | 5 
Scand. Well, Pll try her— tis ſhe ; here ſhe comes. 
3 | Emer Angelica. bh 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, I ſuppoſe you don't think it a no- 


velty 
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velty, to fee a woman viſit a man at his own lodgings in 
a morning ? 

Scand. Not upon a kind occaſion, madam. But, when 
a lady comes tyrannically to inſult a ruined lover, and 
make manifeſt the cruel triumphs of her beauty, the bar- 
barity of it ſomething ſurprizes me. 


Ang. I don't like raillery from. a ſerious face---Pray 
tell me what is the matter ? 

Fer. No ſtrange matter, madam; my er mad; 
Mat's all. I ſuppoſe your * has thought him 0 


s great while. 

Ang. How d'ye mean, mad? | 

Fer. Why, faith, madam, he's mad for want of his 
wits, Juſt as he was poor for want of money. His head is 
een as light as his pockets; and any body that has a 


mind to a bad bargain, can't do better than to be 
him for his eſtate. 


Ang. Tf you ſpeak truth, your endeavowing at wit is 
very unſeaſonable--- 


Scand. She's concerned, and loves him ! [AA. 4. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't thirk me ' wag of fb 
much inhumanity, as not to be concerned for a man I 


muſt own myſelf obliged to.---Pray tell me the truth! 

Scand. Faith, madam, I wiſh telling a lie would mend 
the matter, But this is no new eee of an unſuc- 
ceſsful paſſion. | 

Ang. | Afide.] I 8 not 3 to think ! Yet I ſhould 
be vext to have a trick put upon me !---May I not. ſee 
him ? 

Scand. I'm afraid the ptryfician is not willing you ſhould 
ſee him yet.---Jeremy, go in, and inqu're. [ Exit Jeremy. 
Ang. Ha! I ſaw him wink and fmile! 1 fancy a trick. 
T i try. [ Afde.]---F wou'd diſguiſe to all the world, 
ſir, a failing which 1 muff own to you---I fear, my bap- 
pineſs depends upon the recovery of Falentine, There- 
fore I conjure you, as you are his friend, and as you have 
compaſſion upon one feai ful of affliction, to tell me what 
I am to hope for- -I cannot ſpeak But you may” tell 
me, for you know what I weuld aſk. 

Scand. So, this is pretty plain ?---Benot too much con- 
cerned,-madam : I hope, his- condition is not deſperat?. 


An 
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An acknowledgment of love from you, perhaps, may 
work a cure; as the fear of your averſion occaſioned his 
diſtemper. = 

Ang. Say you ſo? nay then I'm convinced: and if I 
don't play trick for trick, may I never taſte the pleaſure 
of revenge! [ Afde.]--- Acknowledgement of love ! I find 
you have miſtaken my compaſſion, and think me guilt) 
of a weakneſs I am a ftranger too. But I have too muc 
fincerity to deceive you, and too much charity to ſuffer 
him to be deluded with vain hopes. Good-nature and 
humanity. oblige me to be concerned for him; but to 
love, is neither in my power nor inclination ; © and if 
© hecan't be cured without I fuck the poiſon from his 
wounds, I'm afraid he won't recover his ſenſes till I loſe 
mine. | 

Scand. Hey, brave woman, 1'faith !- Won't you ſee 
him then, if he deſire it? 

Ang. What ſignify a madman's deſires? beſides twou'd 
make me uneaſy--If I don't fee him, perhaps my con- 
cern for him may leſſen-If I forget him, tis no more 
than he has dene by himſelf; and now the ſurprize is 
over, methinks I am not half fo ſorry as I was. | 
Scand. So, faith, good- nature works apace ; you were 
confeſſing juſt now an obligation to his love. | 
As. But I have confidered that paſſions are unreaſo- 
nable and involuntary. If he loves, he can't help it.; 
and if I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he can 
help his being a man, or I my being a woman; or no 
more than I can help my want of inclination to ſtay 
longer here. 1 [ Fxzr. 
Scand. Humph !--- An admirable compoſition, faith, 
| this ſame womankind! x 

Enter Jeremy 
Jer. What is ſhe gone, hr ? 
Scand Gone? why ſhe was never here nor any where 
_elſe ;. nor I don't know her if I ſee her, nor you neither. 

Fer. Good lack! what's the matter now? are any 
more of us to be mad ? Why, fir, my maſter longs to 
fee her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with the 
joyful news of her being here. 


Scand. We are all undesa miſtake. —Afk no . 
| * 


3 


gy. In > 2 2 


ſir; his fkull's cracked, peer gentleman! he's: ftark: 
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for I can't reſolve you; but Plt inform your maſter. Th. 
the mean time, if our project ſucceed no better with his 
father than it does with his miſtreſs, he may deſcend 
from his exaltation of madneſs into the road of common 
ſenſe, and be content only to be made a fool with other 
reaſonable people. I hear Sir e N You know your 
cue? Pl to your maſter.. [Exit. 
Enter Sir Sampſon an Buckram. 

Sir S. D'ye ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's nn paper ſigned 
with his own hand. 

Buck. Good, fir. And thie conveyance is ready drawn: 
in this box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 

Sir S. Ready! body o'me, he muſt be ready: his 
fham-fickneſs ſhan't — him, —0, here's his ſcoun 
drel. Sirrah, where's your maſter. 

Fer. Ah, fir, he's quite gone! 

Sir S. Gone! what, he is not dead. 

Fer. No, ſir, not dead. 

Sir S. What, is he gone out of wear: ran away r 
ha L has he tricked me ! Speak, varlet. | 

Fer. No, no, fir, he's ſafe enough, fir, an he were 
but as ſound, poor gentleman ! he 1s indeed here, fir, 
and not here fir. x 

Sir S. Hey-day, raſcal, do you banter me? ſirrah, 
d'ye banter me ?—Speak,. firrah.; where is he ? for I | 
will find him.. 

Jer. Would you could, fir; for: he has Joſh himſelf. 

Indeed, fir, I have almoſt broke my heart about him—I. 

can't refrain tears when I. think. of him, fir: I'm as me- 

lancholy for him as a paſſing- bell, fir;.or a horſe ina 
ound. 

3 Sir S. A pox confound your ſimilitudes, fir !—Speak: 

to be underſtood; and tell me in plain. terms what the- 


matter is with him, or IL'Il crack your fool's ſkull. 


Jer. Ah, you've hit it, fir; that's the matter with him, 


mad, fir! wo 9 


- 


Sir $. Mad! 1 ; 

Buck. What, is he Now compa 7 

Fer. Quite Non compos, fir! 7 

_ Buck, Why then alt's obliterated, Sir Campo. If 4 
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be Nan Compo Mentis, his act and deed-will be of no ef- 
&Q ; it is not in law. 

Sir S. Oons, I won't believe it; let me ſee him, Sir. 
8 I'll make him find his ſenſes. 


. Mr. Scandal is with him, fir; I'Il knock at the 
* [ Goes to the ſcene; which opens, and diſcovers Va- 


lentine and Scandal. Valentine zfox a couch, 


diſorderly drefſed.] 
Sir S. How now? what's here to do 
Val. Ha! who's that? [ Starting. 
Scand. For Heaven's ſake, ſoftly, fir, and gently ;. 
don't provoke him.. 


Val. Anſwer me, who is that? and that? 

Sir 8. Gads bobs, does he not know me ? is he miſ- 
ehievous ? Pll ſpeak gently.— Val, Val, do'ſt thou not 
know me, boy? not know thy own father, Val? Iam thy 
own father; and this, honeſt Brief Buctram the lawyer. 

Fal. It may be ſo—I did not know you—the world is 
full.—There are people that we do know, and. people 
that we do not know; and yet the ſun ſhines upon all 
alike There are fathers that have many children; and. 
there are children that have many fathers 'tis ſtrange !. 
But I am Honeſty, and come to give the world the lie. 

Sir S. Body o'me, I know not what to ſay to him. 

Val. Why Rs that lawyer wear black ?——does he 


earry his conſcience without-fide ? Lawyer, what art thou? 4 
doſt thou know me? i 


Buck. O Lord, what muſt I * ves, fir: 

Val. Thou lieſt; for I am Honeſty.. Tis hard I can- 
not get a livelihood amongſt you. I have been worn 
out of Weſftminfter-Hall the firſt day of every term 
Let me ſee—no matter how lon But PII tell you 
one thing; it is a queſtion that would puzzle an arith- 
metician, if ſhould aſk him, whether the Bible ſaves 
more ſouls in Weſtminſter- Abbey, or damns more in 
Weftminfter- Hall. For my part, I am Honeſty, and 

ean't tell; I have very few acquaintance. 


Sir S. Body o'me, he talks ſenfibly 1 in his madneſs--- 
Has he no #/ Ati ap 


Fer. Very ſhort, fir, 
Buck, Sir, I can do you no ſervice while he's in this 
con- 
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condition. Here's your paper, fir. —— He may do me 
a miſchief if I ſtay. The conveyance is ready, fir, if 
he recover his ſenſes. | . | Exit. 
Sir S. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. | 
Scand. You'd better let him go, fir; and ſend for him 
if there be occaſion ; for I fancy his preſence provokes 
him more. | | | | 
al. Is the lawyer gone? *Tis well; then we may 
drink about without going together by the ears. —Heigh 
20 what a clock is it? My father here! your bleſſing 
r? | | | 
Sir S. He recovers !-—Bleſs thee, Val? How do 
thou do, boy? | | 
Val. Thank you, fir, pretty well.—I have been a little 
out of order. Won't you pleaſe to ſit, fir? 5 
Sir 8. Ay, boy. — Come, thou ſhalt fit down by me. 
Val. Sir, 'tis my duty to wait. | 
Sir S. No, no: come, come, fit thee down, honeft 
Val. How do'ſt thou do? let me feel thy pulſe Oh, 
pretty well now, Fal. Body o'me, I was ſorry to ſee 
thee indiſpoſed: but Pm glad thou art better, honeſt Val. 
Val. I thank you, fir. 
Scand. Miracle! The monſter grows loving. [ A/ide. 
Sir S. Let me feel thy hand again, Val. It does not 
ſnake -I believe thou cauſt write, Val. Ha, boy? thou 
canſt write thy name, Val? Tu. ſep and over- 
take Mr. Buckrem; bid him make haſte back with the 


conveyance—quick ! [Exit Jeremy. 
Scand. That ever I ſhould ſuſpect ſuch a heathen of 
any remorſe! [Afde. 


Sir S. Do'ſt thou know this paper, Val? I know 
thou'rt honeft, and wilt perform articles. TY 
' [Shewws him the paper, but holds it out of his reach. 

Val. Pray let me ſee it, fir. You hold it fo far off, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no. 

Sir S. See it, boy? Ay, ay, why thou do'ſt ſee it— tis 
thy own hand, Vally. Why, let me ſee, I can read it 
as plain as can be: look you here [ Reads.) The condition 
of this obligation—Look you, as plain as can be, ſo it 
begins-— And then at the bottom — Ai be my band 
VALENTINE LEGEND, in great letters. Why, tis 
as Plain as the noſe in one's face. What, are "y cow 

er 
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better than thine? I believe I can read it farther off yet 
— let me ſee. [ Stretches his arm as far as be can · 

Val. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, fir ? 

Sir S. Let. thee hold it, fay't thou?—Ay, with alk 
my heart. —W hat matter is it who holds it? What need 
any body hold it ?—Pll put it in my pocket, Val, and. 
then nobody need hold it. | Puts the paper in bis packet. ] 
There, Val. it's ſafe enough, boy, — But thou ſhalt have 
it as ſoon as thou haſt ſet thy hand to another paper, lit- 
tle Val. 

Enter Jeremy and Buckram. 

Fal. What, is my bad genius here again? Oh no, tis 
the lawyer with an itching palm; and he's come to be 
icratched. —My nails are not long enough. Let me 
have a pair of red-hot tongs quickly, quickly; and you 

wv ſee me act St. Dunſtan, and lead the devil by the 
noſe. 


Buck. O Lord, let me be gone! PIl not venture my- 
ſelf with a madman.. Runs out. 
Fal. Ha, ha, ha L you need not run fo faſt: Honefty 
will not overtake you. —Ha, ha, ha! the rogue found 
me out to be ia forma pauperis preſently. 
Sir S. Oons! what a vexation is here! I know not 
what to do or ſay, nor which way to go. 
Val. Who's that, that's out of his way? I am Ho- 
neſty, and can ſet him right.— Harkee, friend, the ſtrait 
road 1s the. worſt way you can go.—He that follows his 
noſe always, will very often be led into a- ſtink. Pro- 
batum eft.—But what are you for? religion or politicks ? 
There's a couple of topicks for you, no more like one 
another than oil and vinegar; and yet thoſe two, beaten 
together by a ſtate-cook, make ſauce for the whole nation. 
Sir S. What the devil had I to do, ever to beget ſons? 
why did I ever marry ? | 
Yal Becauſe thou wert a monſter, old boy. The two- 
greateſt monſters in the world, are a man and a woman. 
What's thy opinion? » | 
Sir S. Why, my opinion is, that thoſe two monſters 
8 together make yet a greater; that's a man and. bis 
wife. 
Fal. Aha, old True-penny! ſay'ſt thou ſo? Thou 
: x haſt 
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haft nicked it.— But it is wonderful ſtrange, Jeremy, 

Fer. What is, fir? * 

Val. That grey hairs ſhould cover a green head 
and I make a fool of my father. What's here? Erra 
Pater, or a bearded Sibyl? If prophecy comes, Honeſty 
muſt give place. [ Exzunt Valentine and Jeremy. 

Enter Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 

For. What ſays he? What, did he propheſy ? Ha, Sir 
Samp/on , Bleſs us! how are we? | 

Sir S. Are we? A pox o'your prognoſtication |! —— 
Why, we are fools as we uſed to be. Oons, that you 
could not foreſee that the moon would predominate, and 
my ſon be mad Where's your oppoſitions, your 
trines, and your quadrates ? What did your Cardan 
* and your Ptolemy tell you? Your Me/ahalah and your 
* Longomontanus, your harmony of chiromancy with aſtro- 
* logy.*” Ahl pox on't, that I who know the world, 
and men and manners, who'don't believe a ſyllable in 
the ſky and ftars, and ſun and almanacks, and traſh, 
ſhould be directed by a dreamer, an omen-hunter, and 
defer buſineſs in expectation of a lucky hour! when, body 
o'me! there never was a lucky hour after the firſt op- 
portunity. —.— 

For. Ah, Sir Samp/on, Heaven help your head l— 
This is none of your lucky hour — Nemo omnibus horis 
ſapit !—— What, is he gone, and in contempt of ſcience ? 
Ill ſtars and unconvertible ignorance attend him! 
Scand. Vos muſt excuſe his paſſion, Mr. Forefight ; for 
he has been heartily vexed.— His ſon is Non compos 
mentis, and thereby incapable of making any conveyance 
in law; fo that all his meaſures are diſappointed. 

For. Ha! ſay you fo? | | 
Mrs. F. What, has my ſea-lover loſt his anchor of 
hope then ? [ Afide to Mrs. Foreſight. 

Mrs. For. O-fifter,, what will you do with him? 

Mrs. F. Do with him? Send him to ſea. again in the 
next foul weather. He's uſed to an inconſtant element, 
and won't be ſurprized to ſee the tide turned. 

For. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this ? 

| [ Confeders.. 

Scand. Madam, you and I can tell him * 

ie- 
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elſe that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relat” 


ing to his own fortune Aide to Mrs. Foreſight. 
* Mrs. For. What do you mean? I don't underſtand: 
c 
you. 


Scand. Huſh, ſoftly——the pleaſures of laſt night, 
my dear; too conſiderable to be forgot ſo ſoon. 
* Mrs. For. Laſt night? and what wou'd your impu- 
* dence infer from laſt night? Laſt night was like the 
* night before, I think. | 
© Scand. Sdeath, do you make no difference between 
* me and your huſband ? 
Mrs. For. Not much—he's ſuperſtitious; and you 
© are mad, in my opinion, 
* Scand, You make me mad, — You are not ſerious ?— 
pray recolle& 8 | 
Mrs. Fer. O yes, now I remember, you were very 
© \mpertinent and impudent—and would have come to 
bed to me. 
Scand. And did not? | 
Mrs. Fer. Did not! with what face can you aſk the 
© queſtion ? 
Scand. This I have heard of before, but never be- 
© lieved. I have been told, ſhe had that admirable qua- 
© lity of forgetting to a man's face in the morning, that 
* ſhe had lain with him all night; and denying that 
* ſhe had done favours, with more impudence than ſhe 
could grant them. —Madam, I'm your humble ſervant, 
and honour you. You look pretty well, Mr. Fer-. 
fight. How did you reſt laſt night? 
For. Truly, Mr. Scandal, I was ſo taken up with broken 
dreams and diſtracted viſions, that I remember little. 
Scand. © "Twas a very forgetting night. But would 
vou not talk with Falentize? Perhaps you may under- 
ſtand him; I am apt to believe, there is ſomething my- 
ſterious in his diſcourſes,. and ſometimes rather 50 


him inſpired than mad. 

For. Vou ſpeak with ſingular good judgment, Mr 
Scandal, truly.— L am inclining to your Tartiſb opinion 
in this matter, and do reverence a man whom the vul- 
gar think mad. Let us go to him. 3 

5. Z. 
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Mrs. F. Siſter, do you go with them; I'll find out 
my lover, and give him his diſcharge, and come to you. 
-Exeunt Scandal. My. and Mrs. Forefight. ] On my con- 
ſcience, here he comes. 

Enter Ben. 

Ben. All mad, EF think.-Fleſh, I believe all the 
Calentures of the ſea are come aſhore, for my part. 

Mrs. F Mr. Benjamin in choler !. 

Ben. No, I'm pleaſed well enough, now I have found 
you. Meſs, I have had ſuch a hurricane upon your 
account yonder. 

Mrs. F. My account ?—Pray, what's the matter? 

Ben. Why, father came, and found me ſquabbling with: 
yon chitty-faced thing, as he would have me marry--- 
ſo he aſked what was the matter.---He aſked in a ſurly 
ſort of a way.---It ſeems brother Val is gone mad, and 
fo that put'n into a paſſion ; but what did I know that? 
what's that to me ?---ſo he aſked in a ſurly ſort of man- 
ner---and, Gad, I anſwered en as ſurlily. What thof 
he be my father, I. an't bound. prentice to en :---ſfo, 
faith, I told'n in plain terms, if I were minded to marry, 
Pd marry to pleaſe myſelf, not. him: and for the young 
woman that bo rovided for. me, I thought it more 
fitting for her to learn her ſampler, and make dirt-pies, 
than to look after a huſband ;. for my part, I was none 
of her man I had another voyage to make, let him 
take it as he will. | 

Mrs. F. So then, you intend to go to ſea again? 

Ben. Nay, nay, my mind run upon you---but I would 
not tell him ſo much.---So he ſaid, he'd make my.-heart 
ake; and if fo be that he could get a woman to his- 
mind, he'd marry himſelf. Gad, ſays I, an you play 
the fool and marry at theſe years, there's more danger 
of your head's aking than my heart — He was woundy 
angry when I giv'n that wipge—he had'nt a word to ſay ; 
and fo I left'n, and the green girl _—_; may-hap 
the bee may bite, and he'll marry her himſelf—with all 
my heart! | 


Mrs. F. And where you this undutiful and graceleſs 

wretch to your father ? 

Ben Then why was he graceleſs firſt:— If I am un- 
dutiful: 
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Adutiful and graceleſs, why did he beget me ſo? I did not 
get myſelf. | | 

Mrs. F. O impiety ! how have I been miſtaken ! What 
an inhuman mercileſs creature have I ſet my heart upon! 
O, I am happy to have diſcovered the ſhelves and quick- 
ſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling face.! 

Ben. Hey-toſs? what's the matter now? why you 
: ben't angry, be you? | 

Mrs. F. O ſee me no more—for thou wert born 
among rocks, ſuckled by whales, cradled in a tempeſt, 
and whiſtled to by winds; and thou art come forth with 
fins and ſcales, and three rows of teeth, a moſt ou 
rageous fiſh of prey. 

Ben. O lord, O lord, ſhe's mad, poor young woman! 

love has turned her ſenſes, her brain is quite overſet. 
Well-a-day, how ſhall I do to ſet her to rights? 
Mrs. F. No, no, I am not mad, monſter; I am wife 
enough to find you out. —Hadit thou the impudence to 
aſpire at being a huſband, with that ſtubborn aud diſo- 
bedient temper — Vou, that know not how to ſubmit 
to a father, preſume to have a ſufficient ſtock of duty to 
-undergo a wife? I ſhould have been finely fobbed in- 
deed, very finely fobbed ! 

Ben. Harkee, farſooth.; if ſo be that you are in your 
right ſenſes, d'ye ſee, for aught as I perceive I'm like to 
be finely fobbed— f I have got anger here upon your 
account, and you are tacked about azrzady !—What d'ye 
mean, after all your fair ſpezches, and ſtroaking my 
cheeks, and kiſſing and hugging, what would you ſheer 
off ſo ? would you, and leave me aground ? 

Mrs. F. No, I'll leave you adrift, and go which way 
you will. | 5 

Ben. What, are you falfe-hearted then? 

Mrs. F. Only the wind's changed. 

Ben. More ſhame for you! The wind's changed? It 
is an ill wind blows nobody good.—Mayhap I have a 
good riddance on you, if theſe be your tricks. What did ' 
you mean all this while to make a fool of me? 0 

Mrs. F. Any fool, but a huſband. | 

Ben. Huſband! Gad, I would not be your huſband, if | 
you would have me, now I know your mind,; thof 

| 


* 
] 
pl 
| 
| 
| 


you 


76 LOVE FOR LOVE. 
you had your weight in gold and jewels, and thof I loved 


you never ſo well. 

Mrs. F. Why, canſt thou love, Porpuſs ? 

Ben. No matter what I can do; don't call name 
I don't love you fo well as to bear that, whatever I did. 
i'm glad you ſhew yourſelf, miſtreſs :—let them marry 
you as don't know you.—Gad, I know you too well, by 
ſad experience ; I believe he that marries you will go to 
fea in a hen-pecked frigate. —I believe that, young wo- 
man !—and mayhap may come to an anchor at Cuckol/ds 
Pcint ; ſo there's a daſh for you, take it as you will; 
mayhap you may hollow after me when I won't come to. 

| Exit. 

Mrs. F. Ha, ha, ha! no doybt on't! ra : N 
© true love is gone to ſea!” [ Enter Mrs. Foreſight.] 
filter, had you come a minute ſooner, you would have 
ſeen the reſolution of a lover, — Honeſt Tar and I are 
parted ; —and with the ſame indifference that we met.— 
On my life, I am half vexed at the inſenſibility of a 
< brute that I deſpiſed.” 

Mrs. For. What then, he bore it moſt heroically ? 

Mrs. F. Moſt tyrannically—* for you ſee he has got 
< the ſtart of me; and I the poor forſaken maid am left 
* complaining on the ſhore.* But J'Il tell you a hint that 
he has given me. Sir Samgſon is enraged, and talks 
deſperately of committing matrimony himſelf. —If he has 
a mind to throw himſelf away, he can't do it more ef. 
fectually than upon me, if we could bring it about: 
Mrs. Fer. O hang him, old Fox! he's too cunning ; | 
beſides, he hates both you and me.— But I have a project 
in my head for you, and I have gone a gcod way towards 
it. I have almoſt made a bargain with Jeremy, Valen- 
tine's man, to ſell his maſter to us. 

Mrs. F. Sell him? how? 
Mrs. For. Valentine raves upon Angelica, and took me 
For her; and Jeremy ſays, will take any body for her that 
he impoſes on him. — Now I have promiſed him moun- 
tains, if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to him 
in her ſtead, and get you married together, and put to 
bed together—and after conſummation, girl, there's no 
revoking. And if he ſhould recover his ſenſes, wy 
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glad at leaſt to make you a good ſettlement. —Here they 


come ; ſtand afide a little, and tell me how you like the 
deſign. 


Enter Valentine, Scandal, F oreſight, and Jeremy. 
Scand. And have you given your maſter a hint of their 


plot upon him ? | [To Jeremy, 

Fer. Yes, fir; he ſays, he'll favour it, and miſtake 
her for Angelica. 

Scand. It may make us ſport. 

For. Mercy on us! 

Val. Huſt't—Interrupt me not I'll whiſper predic- 
tion to thee, and. thou ſhalt propheſy ;—I am Honeſty, 
and can teach thy tongue a new trick. I have told thee 
what's paſt—Now Þ'll tell what's to come ?—Doft thou 
know what will happen to-morrow ?—Anfſwer me rot 
—- for I will tell thee, To-morrow knaves will thrive 
through craft, and fools through fortune ; and hone 
will go as it did, froſt-nipt in a ſummer ſuit. Aſk me 

ueſtions concerning to-morrow. 

Scand. Aſk him, Mr. Forefighr. 

For. Pray what will be done at court? 

Val. Scandal will tell you.—I am Honeſty ; I never 
come there. | | 

For. In the city ? | 

Val. Oh, prayers will be ſaid in empty churches, at 
the uſual hours. Yet you will ſee ſuch zealous faces be- 
hind counters, as if religion were to be fold in every 
ſhop. Oh! things will go methodically in the city. 
The clocks will ſtrike twelve at noon, and the horned 
herd buz in the Exchange at two. Huſbands and wives 
will drive diſtin& trades ; and care and pleaſure ſepa- 
rately occupy the family, Coffee-houſes will be full of 
ſmoke and ſtratagem. And the cropt prentice that 
ſweeps his maſter's ſhop in the morning, may ten to one 
dirty his ſheets before night. But there are two things 
that you will ſee very ſtrange; which are, wanton 
wives with their legs at liberty, and tame cuckolds with 
chains about their necks.—But hold, I muſt examine you 
before I go further; you look ſuſpiciouſly. Are you a 
huiband. | 

For. I am married. 


Val. 
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al. Poor creature! is your wife of Covent-Garden 
pariſh ? 

Fer. No; St. Martin's .in the fields. 

Val. Alas; poor man! his eyes are fank, and his hands 
ſhrivelled; his legs dwindled, and his back bowed. 
Pray, pray, for a metamorphoſis. — Change thy ſhape, 
and ſhake off age; get thee Medea's kettle, and be 
boiled anew.; come forth with labouring, callous hands, 
a Chine of ſteel, and Atlas ſhoulders. LetT altacotius 
trim the calves of twenty chairmen, and make thee 
.pedeſtals to ſtand -ere& upon; and look matrimony in 
the face. Ha, ha, ha! that a man ſhould have a 
ſtomach to a wedding ſupper, when the pigeons ought 
rather to be laid at his feet! ha, na, ha! 

For. His frenzy 1s very high, now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scand. I beheve 1t 1s a ſpring-tide. | 

Fer. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe mat- 
ters. Mr. Scardal, 1 ſhall be very glad to confer with 
you about theſe things which he has uttered. — His 
ſayings are very myſterious and hieroglyphical. 


Val. Oh, why would Angelica be abſent from my eyes 
10 long? 


Jer. She's here, Sir. 
Mrs. Fer. Now, ſiſter. . 
Mrs. F. O lord, what muſt I ſay? 
Scand. Humour him, madam, by all means. 
Val. Where is ſne? Oh, I ſee her !—She comes, like 
riches, health, and liberty, at once, to a defpairing, 
ſtarving, and abandoned wretch. —Oh welcome, wel- 
come? 
Mrs. F. How d'ye, fir? can I ſerve you ? 
Dial. Harkee—lI have a ſecret to tell you—ZEndymion 
and the moon fhall meet us upon Mount Latmos, and 
we'll be married in the dead of night.—But ſay not a 
word. Hymen ſhall put his torch into a dark lantern, 
that it may be ſecret; and Jos ſhall give her Peacock 
r that he may fold his ogling tail, Argus's 
undred eyes be ſhut, ha? Nobody ſhall know but Jeremy. 
Mrs. F. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret; it ſhall be done 
preſently. Fg 
Val. 
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Val. The ſooner the better Jeremy, come hither— 
cloſer that none may over hear us; — Jeremy, I can 
tell you news. Angelica is turned nun; and I am turn- 
ing fryar: and yet we'll marry one another in ſpite of 
the Pope.—Get me a cowl and beads, that I may play 
my part—for ſhe'll meet me two hours hence in black 

and white, and a long veil to cover the project; and we 
won't ſee one another's faces, till we have done ſomethin 
to be aſhamed of—and then we'll bluſh once for all. 


Enter Tattle and Angelica. 
Fer. I'll take care, and 
Val. Whiſper. 


Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make love to me, you 
ſpoil my deſign; for I intend to make you my confident. 

Scand. How's this! Tartle, making love to Angelica | 

Tatt. But, madam, to throw away your perſon, ſuch 
a perſon ! and ſuch a fortune, on a madman ! | 

Ang. | never loved him till he was mad; but don't 
tell any body ſo. oy 

Tatt. Tell, madam ? alas, you don't know me.—1 
have much ado to tell your ladyſhip how long I have been 
in love with you—but, encouraged by the impoſſibluty 
of Valentine's making any more addreſſes to you, I have 
ventured to declare the very inmoſt paſſion of my heart. 
Oh, madam, look upon us both. There, you ſee the 
ruins of a poor decayed creature !—Here, a compleat 
lively figure, with youth and health, and all his five ſenſes 
in perfection, madam ; and to all this, the moſt paſſion- 


ate lover —— 


Ang. O, fie for ſhame, hold your 8 A paſſionate 
lover, and five ſenſes in perfection! When you are as 


mad as Valentine, I'll believe you love me; and the mad- 
deſt ſhall take me. 


Val. It is enough. Ha! who's here? 
Mrs. F. O lord, her coming will ſpoil all. [To Jeremy. 


Fer. No, no, madam; he won't know her: if he 
ſhould, I can perſuade him. 


Val. Scandal, who are theſe ? Foreigners? If they are, 
I'IIl tell you what I think. — Get away all the com- 
pany but Angelica, that I may diſcover my deſign to her. 

| | FUbiſper. 

D Scand. 
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Scand. I will-] have diſcovered ſomething of Tartle, 
that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail. He courts Angelica; 
if we could contrive to couple them together —Hark'ee— 

| [ Whiſper. 
Mrs. For. He won't know you, couſin; he knows no- 
body. | 
| 4 But he knows more than any body. — Oh, niece, 
he knows things paſt and to come, and all the profound 
,2crets of time. | 

Tatt. Look you, Mr. Forsfight ; it is not my way to 
make many words of matters, and ſo I ſhan't ſay much. 
But in ſhort, d'ye ſee, I wilt hold you a hundred pounds 
now, that I know more ſecrets than he. 

For. How? I cannot read that knowledge in your face, 
Mr. Tattle.— Pray, what do you know? 

Tatt. Why, d'ye think P11 tell you, fir ?—Read it in 
my face? No, fir, it is written in my heart; and ſafer 
there, fir, than letters writ in juice of lemon, for no fire 
can fetch it out. I am no blab, fir. ” 

Val. Acquaint Jeremy with it; he may eaſily bring it 
about.—They are welcome, and [ll tell them ſo mytelf. 
[To Scandal.] What, do you look ſtrange upon me ?— 
Then I muſt be plain. [Coming up to them.] I am honeſty, 
and hate an old acquaintance with a new face. 

| [Scandal goes afide with Jeremy. 

Tatt. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Val. You? Who are you? No, I hope not, 
Tatt. I am Fack T attle, your friend. | 
Val. My friend! what to do? I am no married man, 
and thou can'ſt not lye with my wife. I am very poor, 
and thou canſt not borrow money of me. Then what 
employment have I for a friend ? 
' Tatt. Ha! a good open ſpeaker, and not to be truſted 
with a ſecret. 

Ang. Do you know me, Valentine? 

Val. Oh, very well. 

Ang. Who am I? 

Val. You're a woman—one to whom Heaven gave 
beauty, when it grafted roſes on a briar. You are the 
reflection of Heaven in a pond ; and he that leaps at you 


18 
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is ſunk. You are all white, a ſheet of lovely ſpotleſs 
paper, when you firſt are born; but you are to be ſcrawl- 
ed and blotted by every gooſe's quil. I know you ; for 
I loved a woman, and loved her ſo long, that I found 
out a ſtrange thing: I found out what a woman was 
good for, 

T att. Ay, pr'ythee, what's that f 

Val. Why, to keep a ſecret, 

Tatt. O Lord! 

Val. O, exceeding good to keep a ſecret : for though 
ſhe ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to be believed. 

Tatt. Ha! good again, faith. 

Val. I would have muſick 
© I like 


Sing me the ſong that 


. 
I, 

tell thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve, 
* And could again begin to lowe and live, 
* To yon I ſhould my earlieſt offering give; 

© 1 know, my eyes would lead my heart to you, 

* And IT ſhould all my vous and oaths reneau; 
Baut, to be plain, I never would be true. 


II. l 
For by our weak and weary truth, I find, 
© Lowe hates to center in a point aſigu d; 
* But runs with joy the circle of the mind, 
* Then never let us chain what ſhould be free, 
* But for relief of either ſex agree : 


Since women lowe to change, and /o do we. 


No more; for I am melancholy.” [Walks muſing. 
Fer. (Jeremy and Scandal whiſper.) I'll do't, fir. 
+ Scand. Mr. Forefight, we had beſt leave him. He may 
grow outrageous, and do miſchief. 
For. | will be directed by you. 
Fer. [to Mre. Frail.) You'll meet, madam. —PT'll take 
care every thing ſhall be ready. 
Mrs. F. Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt ; in ſhort, I 
will deny thee nothing. 
Tatt. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you ? [To Angelica. 
Ang. No, I'll ſtay wm him, — Mr. Scandal will poo 
2 te 
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tet me. Aunt, Mr. Tartle defires you would give him 
leave to wait on you. 
Tatt. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now ſhe has 
ſaid that—Madam, will you do me the honour ? 
Mrs. For. Mr. T attle might have uſed leſs ceremony 
[ Exeunt Mrs. Frail Mr. and Mrs. Foreſight and Tattle. 
Scand. Jeremy, follow T attle. [ Exit Jeremy. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay till my maid comes, an 


| becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. T atzle. | 


Scand. Madam, I am very glad that I over-heard a 
better reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tattle ; for his 
impertinence forced you to acknowledge a kindneſs for 
Valentine, which you denied to all his faberings and m 
ſolicitations. So I'll leave him to make uſe of the diſ- 
covery ; and your ladyſhip to the free confeſſion of your 
inclinations. 

Ang. Oh Heavens! you won't leave me alone with a 
madman ? 

Scand. No, madam; I only leave a madman to his 
remedy. [ Exit. 

Yal. Madam, you need not be very much afraid, 
for I fancy I begin to come myſelf. 5 

Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit you, I'll be hanged ! [Ade, 

Pal You ſee what diſguiſes love makes us put on. 
Gods have been in counterfeited ſhapes for the ſame rea- 
ſon ; and the divine part of me, my mind, has worn this 
maſque of madneſs, and this motley livery, only as the 
{lave of love, and menial creature of your beauty. 

Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks !—poor Valentine 

Vt Nay, faith, now let us underſtand one another, 
hypocriſy apart. — The comedy draws towards an end ; 
and let us think of leaving acting, and be ourſelves ; and, 
ſince you have loved me, you muſt own Jhaye at length 
deſerved you ſhould confeſs it. 

Ang. [Lig bs. ] I would I had loved you !—for, heaven 
knows, I pity you; and, could I have forſeen the bad ef- 
fects, I would have ſtriven; but that's too late! 

Val. What ſad effects? what's too late? - My ſeeming 
madneſs has deceived my father, and procured me time 
to think of means to reconcile me to him, and preſerve 
the r ght of my inheritance to his eſtate; which N 

wiſe, 
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wiſe, by articles, I muſt this morning have reſigned. 
And this I had informed you of to-day, bur you were 
gone before I knew you had been here. 

Ang. How ! I thought your love of me had cauſed this 
tranſport in your ſoul ; which, it ſeems, you only coun- 
terfeited for mercenary ends and ſordid intereſt, 

Val. Nay, now you do me wrong; for, if any intereſt 
was confidered, it was yours; fince I thought I wanted 
more than love, to make me worthy of you. 

Ang. Then you thought me mercenary—But how am 
I deluded, by this interval of ſenſe, to reaſon with a 
madman ? 

Val. Oh, *tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer. 

Emer Jeremy, 

Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable creature —ſure he will not 
have the impudence to perſevere !—-Come, Jeremy, ac- 
knowledge your trick, and confeſs your maſter's mad- 
neſs counterfeit. 

Jer. Counterfeit, madam ! I'll maintain him to be as 
abſolutely and ſubſtantially mad, as any freeholder in 
Bedlam. Nay he's as m 
chemiſt, lover, or poet, in Europe. 

Fall. Sirrah, you lie; Iam not mad. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha! you fee he denies it. 

Fer. O Lord, madam, did you ever know any mad- 
man mad enough to own it? 

Fal. Sot, can't you apprehend ? 

Ang. Why, he talked very ſenſibly juſt now. 


Fer. Yes, madam ; he has intervals: but you ſee he 


begins to look wild again now. 

Val. Why you thick-ſkulled raſcal, I tell you the farce 
is done, and I'll be mad no longer. [ Beats him. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha! is he mad or no, Jeremy? 

Fer. Partly, I think—for he does not know his own 
mind two hours.---I'm ſure I left him juſt now in the 
humour to be mad: and Ithink I have not found him 


very quiet at this preſent. [One knocks.] Who's there? 


Val. Go ſee, you fot. I'm very glad that I can move 
your mirth, though not your compaſſion. 
Ang. I did not think you had apprehenſion enough 


to 
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be exceptious : but madmen ſhew themſelves moſt, by 
over 1 to a ſound underſtanding, as drunken 
men do by over- acting ſobriety. I was half inclining to 
believe you, till I accidentally touched upon your tender 
part. But now you have reſtored me to my former opi- 
nion and compaſſion. 

Fer. Sir, your father has ſent, to know if you are any 
better yet.--Will yon pleaſe to be mad, fir, or how ? 

Val. Stupidity! you 8 the penalty of all I'm worth 
muſt pay for the confeſſion of my ſenſes. I'm mad, and 
will be mad, to every body but this lady. 

Fer. So ;---juſt the very bac's-fide of truth. But lying 
3s a figure in ſpeech, that interlards the greateſt part of 
my converſation.-- Madam, your ladyſhip's woman. 

Enter Jenny. 

Ang. Well, have you been there? - Come hither. 

Jenny. Yes, madam ; Sir Sampſon will wait upon you 
preſently. | [Alide to Angelica. 

Val. You are not leaving me in this uncertainty? 

Ang. Would any thing but a madman complain of 
uncertainty? Uncertainty and expectation are the joys 
of life. Security is an inſipid thing; and the overtaking 
and poſſeſſing of a wiſh, diſcovers the folly of the chace. 
Never let amy one another better ; for the pleaſure 
of a maſquerade is done, when we come to ſhew our 
faces. But TI tell you two things before I leave you; I 
am not the fool you take me for ; and you are mad, and 
don't know it. | [ Exeunt Angelica and Jenny. 

Val. From a riddle you can expect nothing but a rid- 
dle. There's my inſtruction, and the moral of my leſſon. 

Fer. What, is the lady gone again, fir? I hope you 
underſtood one another before ſhe went ? 

Hal. Underſtood ! ſhe is harder to be underſtood than 
a piece of Ægyptian antiquity, or an [ri manuſcript ; 
you may pore till you ſpoil your eyes, and not improve 
your knowledge. 

Fer. I have heard them ſay, fir, they read hard He- 
brew books backwards. May be you begin to read at 
the wrong end ! 

Val. They ſay ſo of a witch's prayer; and dreams 
and Dutch almanacks are to be underſtood by contraries. 


But 


* 
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© Bat there is regularity and method in that; ſhe is a 
* medal without a reverſe or inſcription, for indifference 
© has both ſides alike.“ Yet, while ſhe does not ſeem to 
hate me, I will purſue her, and know her if it be poſ- 


fible, in ſpight of the opinion of my ſatirical friend, 
who ſays, 


That women are like tricks by flight of hand ; 
Which, to admire, we ſhould not underſtand. 


[ Exeunt. 


ACT V. A Room in Forefight's Houſe. 


Enter Angelica and Jenny. 
Ang. W HERE is Sir Sampſon, did you not tell me, he 


would be here before me? 

Jenny. He's at the great glaſs in the dining-room, 
madam, ſetting his cravat and wig. 

Arg. How! I'm glad on't.— If he has a mind I ſhould 
like him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more than 
half my defign. 

Jenny. I hear him, madam. 

Ang. Leave me; and, d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhould 
come, or ſend, I am not to be ſpoken with. 

[Exit Jenny. 
Enter Sir Sampſon. 

Sir S. I have not been honoured with the commands 
of a fair lady a great while. — Odd, madam, you have 
revived me—not fince I was five and thirty. 

Ang. Why, you have no great reaſon to.complain, 
Sir Samp/en; that is not long ago. 

Sir S. Zooks, but it is, madam, a very great while; 
to a man that admires a fine woman as much as I do. 

Ang. You're an abſolute courtier, Sir Samp/on. 

Sir S. Not at all, madam. Ods-bud you wrong me; 
J am not ſo old neither, to be a bare courtier, only a 
man of words. Odd, I have warm blood about me yet, 
and can ſerve a lady any way.—Come, come, let me 
tell you, you women think a man old too ſoon, faith 
and troth you do, Come, don't deſpiſe fifty ; odd, 
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wy, in a hale conſtitution, is no ſuch contemptible 
age ! 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible age! not at all: a very 
faſhionable age, I think I aſſure you, I know very 


conſiderable beaux, that ſet a good face upon fifty.— 


Fifty! I have ſeen fifty in a ſide-box, by candle-light, 
out-bloſſom five-and twenty. 

Sir S. Outſides, outſides; a pize take them, meer 
outſides. Hang your ſide- box beaux; no, I'm none of 
thoſe, none of your forced trees, that pretend to bloſſom 
in the fall; and bud when they ſhould bring forth fruit. 
I am of a long-lived race, and inherit vigour. None 
of my anceſtors married till fifty ; yet they begot ſons 
and daughters *till fourſcore. I am of your patriarchs, 
I, a branch of one of your Antediluwian families, fel- 
lows that the flood could not waſh away. Well, madam, 
what are your commands ? Has any young rogue af- 
fronted you, and ſhall I cut his throat? or— | 

Ang. No, Sir Samp/on, T have no quarrel upon my hands 
I have more occaſion for your conduct than your cou- 
rage at this time. To tell you the truth, I'm weary of 
living ſingle, and want a huſband. | 

Sir S. Odſbud, and it is pity you ſhould !---Odd, 
would ſhe would like me! then I ſhould hamper m 
young rogues: odd, would ſhe would; faith and troth, 
ſhe's deviliſh handſome ! [ Aſde.]— Madam, you de- 
ſerve a good huſband ! and 'twere pity you ſhould be 
thrown away upon any of theſe young idle rogues about 
the town. Odd, there's ne'er a young fellow worth 
hanging that is, a very young fellow---Pize on them, 
they never think e Kue. of any thing and if they 
commit matrimony, *tis as they commit murder; out of 
a frolick ; and are ready to hang themſelves, or to be 
hanged by the law, the next morning.---Odſo, have a 
care, madam. | 

Ang. Therefore I aſk your advice, Sir Sampſon, I have 


fortune enough to make any man eaſy that I can like; if 


there were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable man, with 
a reaſonable ſtock of good-nature and ſenſe—for I would 
neither have an abſolute wit, nor a fool. | 
Sir S. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, madam : to find 
TE = - a young 
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4 young fellow that is neither a wit in his own eye, nor 
a fool in the eye of the world, is a very hard taſk. 
But, faith and troth, you ſpeak very diſcreetly ; for I 
© hate both a wit and a fool. 

Ang. She that marries a fool, Sir Sampſon, forfeits the 
* reputation of her honeſty or underſtanding ; and ſhe 
that marries a very witty man, is a ſlave to the ſeverity 
and inſolent conduct of her huſband. I ſhould like a 
man of wit for a lover, becauſe I would have ſuch an 
© one in my power: but I would no more be his wife, 
than his enemy; for his malace is not a more terrible 
y 1 of his averſion, than his jealouſy is of his 
love. 
Sir S. None of old Forgſigbt's Sibyls ever uttered ſuch 
a truth. Odſbud, you have won my heart.“ I hate 
a wit; I had a ſon that was ſpoilt among them; a 
good hopeful lad, till he learnt to be a wit—and might 
have riſen in the ſtate.— But, a pox on't, his wit ran him 
out of his money, and now his poverty has run him out 
of his wits. | | 

Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your friend, I muſt tell you, you are 
very much abuſed in that matter---he's no more mad 
than you are. ; 

Sir S, Now, madam ! would I could prove it! 

Ang. I can telt you how that may be done but it is 
a thing that would make me appear to be too much con- 
cerned in your affairs. 

Sir S. Odſbud, I believe ſhe likes me! [Afde.] 
Ah, madam, all my affairs are ſcarce worthy to-be 
laid at your feet; and I wiſh, madam, they were in a 
better poſture, that I might make a more becoming offer 
to a dy of your incomparable beauty and merit.---If I 
had Peru in one hand, and Mexico in t'other, and the 
Eaftern empire under my feet ; it would make me only a 
more glorious victim, to be offered at the ſhrine of your 
beauty. PT 8 08 l | 

7 — Bleſs me, Sir Samp/ox, what's the matter? 

Sir S. Odd, madam, I love you---and if you would 
cake my advice in a huſband--- 3 

Arg. Hold, hold, Sir Sampſon, I aſked your advice fora 
huſband, and you are giving me your conſent.---I was 

| D 5 indeed: 
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indeed thinking to A a5 ſomething like it in jeſt, to 


ſatisfy you about Valentine: for, if a match were ſeem- 
ingly carried on between you and me, it would oblige 
him to throw off his diſguiſe of madneſs, in apprehen- 
ſion of loſing me; for, you know, he has long pretended a 
paſſion for me. 

Sir S. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious contrivance---it 
we were to go through with it ! but why muſt the match 
only be ſeemingly carried on ?---Odd, let it be a real 
contract. 


Ang. O fie, Sir Samp/on, what would the world ſay ? 

Sir S. Say? They would ſay, you were a wiſe wo- 
man, and I a happy man. Odd, madam, I'll love 
= as long as I live; and leave you a good jointure when 

ie. 
Ang. Ay; but that is not in your power, Sir Sampſon, for, 
when Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his ſenſes, he muſt 
make over his inheritance to his younger brother. 
Sir S. Odd, you're cunning, a wary baggage. Faith 
and troth, I like you the better.---But, I warrant you, 
I have a proviſo in the obligation in favour of myſelf. 
---Body o'me, I have a trick to turn the ſettlement 
upon the iſſue male of our two bodies begotten. Ods- 
bud, let us find children, and I'll find an eftate ! 


Ang. Will you? Well, do you find the eſtate, and 
leave the other to me ! 


Sir S. O rogue! but I'll truſt you. And will you 
conſent? Is it a match then ? 

Ang. Let me conſult my lawyer concerning this obli- 
gation ; and if I find what you propoſe practicable, IL'II 
give you my anſwer. ; 

Sir S. With all my heart. Come in with me, and 
I'll lend you the bond ---You ſhall conſult your lawyer, 
and I'll conſult a parſon. Odzooks, I'm a young man; 
Odzooks, I'm a young man, and Fl make it appear 
Odd, you're deviiiſh handſome. Faith and troth 
you're very handſome; and I'm very young, and 
very luſty.---Odsbud, huſſy, you know how to chuſe! 
and ſo do I.—Odd, I think we are very well met. — 
Give me your hand; odd, let me kiſs it; 'tis as warm 


and as ſoft—as what ?-—odd, as t'other hand !—Give 
me 
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me t'other hand ; and I'll mumble them, and kiſs them, 
till, they melt in my mouth. 

Ang. Hold, Sir Samp/on—Y ou're profuſe of your vigour 
before your time. You'll ſpend your eſtate before you 
come to it. | 

Sir S. No, no, only give you a rent roll of my poſ- 
ſeſſions Ah! baggage ! warrant you for little Samp- 
Jon. Odd, Sampſon is a very good name for an able fel- 
low. Your Samp/ons were ſtrong dogs from the be- 
ginning. 5 

Ang. Have a care, and don't over- act your part. 
If you remember, Samp/on, the ſtrongeſt of the name, 
pulled an old houſe over his head at laft. 

Sir S. Say you fo, hufly ?---Come, let's go then; 
odd, I long to be pulling too. Come away—Odſo, 
here's ſomebody coming. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Tattle and Jeremy. 

T att, Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt now? 

Fer. Ay, ſir, ſhe's juit going to the place of appoint- 
ment. Ah, fir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe 
in this buſineſs, you'll certainly be the death of a perſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary paſſion for your honour's 
ſervice. - 

Tait. Ay, who's that? 

Fer. Even my unworthy ſelf, fir. —Sir, I have had 
an appetite to be fed with your commands a great while 
And now, fir, my former maſter having much trou- 
bled the fountain of his underſtanding, it is a very 
plauſible occaſion for me to quench my thirſt at the 
ſpring of your bounty.—I thought I could not recom- 
mend myſelf better to you, ſir, than by the delivery of 
a great beauty and fortune into your arms, whom I have 
heard you ſigh for, Eg | 

Tatt. I'll make thy fortune; ſay no more.—Thou 
art a pretty fellow, and canſt carry a meſlage to a lady, 
in a pretty ſoft kind of phraſe, and with a good per- 
ſuading accent. EDS 

Fer. Sir, I have the ſeeds of rhetorick and oratory in 
my head I have heen at Cambridge. / * 

Tatt. Ay; *tis well enough for a ſervant to be bred at 


an univerſity; but t he education is a little too 1 
3 or 


14 LOVE FOR LOVE. 


for a gentleman. I hope you are ſecret in your nature, 
private, cloſe, ha? 
Fer. O ſir, for that, fir, tis my chief talent; I'm 
as ſecret as the head of Nzlus. 
Tatt. Ay? who's he, though? A privy-counſellor ? 
Jer. O ignorance ! [ Afide. |-A cunning Zgyprian, 
fir, that with his arms would over-run the country, yet 
nobody could ever find out his head quarters. ; 
Tatt. Cloſe dog! a good whoremaſter, I warrant him! 
The time draws nigh, Jeremy. Angelica will be veiled 
Jjike a nun; and I muſt be hooded like a friar; ha, 
Jeremy; | 
Fer. Ay, fir, hooded like a hawk, to ſeize at firſt 
ſight upon the quarry. It is the whim of my maſter's 
madneſs to be ſo dreſſed; and ſhe is & in love with him, 
ſhe'll comply with any thing to pleaſe him. Poor lady! 
I'm ſure ſhe'll have reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe 
finds what a happy exchange ſhe has made, between a 
madman and ſo accompliſhed a gentleman. | 
Tatt. Ay, faith, ſo ſhe will, Jeremy: You're a good 
friend to her, poor creature -I ſwear I do it hardly ſo 
much in conſideration of myſelf, as compaſſion to her. 
Jer. Tis an act of charity, fir, to ſave a fine woman: 
with thirty thouſand pounes from throwing herſelf away. 
Tatt. So tis, faith I might have ſaved ſeveral others 
in my time; but egad I could never find in my heart to 
marry any body before. | | 
Jer. Well, fir, I'll go and tell her my maſter's co- 
ming; and meet you in half a quarter of an hour, 
with your diſguiſe, at your own lodgings. You muſt 
talk a little madly ; fhe won't diſtinguiſh the tone of 
your voice. od 4 | 
Tatt. No, no, let me alone for a counterfeit. —— I' 
be ready for you. [Exit Jeremy. 
| Enter Miſs Prue. | 
| Miſs P. O, Mr. Tattle, are you here? Pm glad I 
have found you. I have been looking up and down for 
you like any thing, till I'm as tired as any thing in the 
world. 
Tatt. O xox! how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh 1 
| | [ de. 
Miſs 
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Miſs P. O, I have pure news, I can tell you pure 
news---I muſt -not marry the ſeaman now---My father 
ſays ſo. Why won't you be my huſband ? You ſay you 
love me! and you won't be my huſband. And I know 
you may be my huſband now, if you pleaſe. | 

Tatt. O fie, miſs! who told you fo, child? 

Miſs P. Why, my father—I told him that you loved 
me. 

Tatt. O fie, miſs! why did you do ſo? And who 
told you ſo, child? | 

Miſs P. Who? Why you did; did not you? 

Tatt. O pox, that was yeſterday, miſs ; that was a 
great while ago, child. I have been afleep fince ; flept 
a whole night, and did not ſo much as dream of the 
matter, | 

Miſs P. Pſhaw ! O but I dreamt that it was fo though. 

Tatt. Ay, but your father will tell you that dreams 
come by contraries, child. —-O he ! what, we muſt not 
love one another now. Pſhaw, that would be a fooliſh 
thing indeed. —Fie, fie, you're a woman now, and muſt 
think of a new man every morning, and forget him every 
night.—No, no, to marry is to be a child again, and 
play with the ſame rattle always: O fie, marrying is a 

paw thing! | | ; 

Miſs P. Well, but don't you love me as well as you 
did laſt night then? | 
Tatt. No, no, child, you would not have me. 

Miſs. P. No? Yes but I would though. 

Tatt. Pſhaw, but I tell you, you would not.---You 
forget you are a woman, and don't know your own mind. 

Miſs P. But here's my father, and he knows my mind. 

| Enter Foreſight. 

For. O, Mr. Tattle, your ſervant, you are a cloſe 
man; but methinks your love to my daughter was a ſe- 
cret I might have been truſted with !---or had you a 
mind to try if I could difcover it by my art ?---Hum, 
ha ! I think there is ſomething in your phyſiognomy, 
that has a reſemblance of her ; and the gurl 1s like me. 

Tatt. And ſo you would infer, that you and I are 
alike-—- What does the old prig mean? PII banter _ 

an 
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and laugh at him, and leave him. [4/de.]—I fancy you 
have a wrong notion of faces. 

For. How ? what? a wrong notion ! how ſo? 

Tatt. In the way of art, I have ſome taking features, 
not obvious to vulgar eyes, that are indication of a 
ſudden turn of good fortune, in the lottery of wives 
and promiſe a great beauty and great fortune reſerved 
alone for me, by a private intrigue of deſtiny, kept ſe- 
cret from the piercing eye of perſpicuity, from all aſtro- 
logers, and the ſtars themſelves. 

For. How ? I will make it appear, that what you 
ſay is impoſſible. 

Ta t. Sir, I beg your pardon, I am in haſte— 

For. For what ? | 

Tatt. To be married, fir—married. 

For. Ay, but pray take me along with you, fir. 

Tatt. No, fir; it is to be done privately --I never 
make confidents. | 

For. Well; but my conſent, I mean.---You won't 
marry my daughter without my conſent ? 

Tatt. Who, I fir? I am an abſolute ſtranger to you 
and your daughter, fir. : 

For. Hey-day! What time of the moon is this? 
. Tatt. Very true, ſir; and deſire to continue ſo. I 
have no more love for your daughter, than I have like- 
neſs of you: and I have a ſecret in my heart, which you 
would be glad to know, and ſhan't know ; and yet you 
ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for it afterwards. I'd 
have you to know, fir, that I am as knowing as the 
ſtars, and as ſecret as the night. And Pm going to be 
married juſt now, yet did not know of it half an hour 
ago; and the lady ſtays for me, and does not know of 
it yet,—There's a myſtery for you.---I know you love to 
untie difficulties.---Or if you can't ſolve this ; ſtay here 
a quarter of an hour, and I'll come and explain it to 
you. | Exit. 

Miſs P. O father, why will you let him go? Won't 
you make him to be my huſband ? | 

For. Mercy on us, what do theſe lunacies portend ? 
Alas! he's mad, child, ſtark wild. 5 


Miſs 
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Miſs P. What, and muſt not I have e'er a huſband 
then? What, muſt I go to bed to nurſe again, and 
be a child as long as ſhe's an old woman ? Indeed, but 
I won't. For, now my mind is ſet upon a man, I 
will have a man ſome way or other. Oh! methinks 
* I'm fick when I think of a man; and if I can't have 
* one, I would go to ſleep all my life: for when I'm 
* awake, it makes me wiſh and long, and I don't know 
for what---and I'd rather be always aſleep, than ſick 
with thinking.“ 

For. O fearful! I think the girl's influenced too. 
Huſſy, you ſhall have a rod. 

Miſs P. A fiddle of a rod! I'll have a huſband ; and 
if you won't get me one, I'll get one for myſelf. Þll 
marry our Robin the butler: he ſays, he loves me; and 
he's a handſome man, and ſhall be my huſband: I war- 
rant he'll be my huſband, and thank me too ; for he 
told me ſo. 

Enter Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, and Nurſe. 

For. Did he fo ?---PI1 diſpatch him for it preſently ! 
rogue !---Oh, Nurſe, come hither, 

Nurſe. What 1s your worſhip's pleaſure ? 

For. Here take your young miſtreſs, and lock her up 

reſently, till farther orders from me.---Not a word, 
huſſy.-—-Bo what I bid you. No reply: away. And bid 
Robin make ready to give an account of his plate and 
linnen, d'ye hear? Be gone, when I bid you. 
[ Exeunt Nurſe and Miſs Prue. 
Mrs. For. What's the matter, huſband ! 2 
For. Tis not convenient to tell you now—— Mr, 
Scandal, heaven keep us all in our ſenſes !---I fear there 
is a contagious frenzy abroad. How does Valentine? 

Scand. O, I hope he will do well again.---I have a 
meſſage from him to your niece Angelica. 

For. I think ſhe has not returned, fince ſhe went 
abroad with Sir Sampſon. Nurſe, why are you not gone ? 
Log Ben.] Here's Mr. Benjamin; he can tell us if 

is father be come home. 

Ben. Who? Father? Ay, he's come, home with a 
vengeance. | 

Mrs. For. Why, what's the matter ? 


Ber 
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Ben. Matter! Why, he's mad. 

For. Mercy on us ? I was afraid of this. 

- Ben. And there's the handſome young woman, ſhe, as 
3 brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, I 

in 

For. O my poor niece ! m r niece ! is ſhe gone 
too? Well, 4 Mall run mad N ah 

Mrs. For. Well, but how mad ? how d*ye mean? 

Ben. Nay, I'll give you _ to — undertake 
to make a voyage to Anti no, I mayn't ſay ſo 
neither— but P11 ſail as 1 far as Leghorn, and back 
again, before you ſhall gueſs at the matter, and do 
nothing elſe. Meſs, you may take in all the points of 
the compaſs, and not hit right. 


Mrs. For. Yourexperiment will take up a little too 
much time. 
Ber. Why then VII tell you: there's a new wedding 


upon the ſtocks, and they two are going to be married 
to rights. 


Scand. Who? 

Ben. Why father, and - the yung woman. I can't. 
hit of her name. 

Scand. Angelica! \ 

Ben. Ay, the ſame. 

Mrs. For. Sir Samp/on and Angel ica ? impoſſible ! 

Ben. That may be—but I'm fure it is as I tell you. 

Scand. *Sdeath, it is a jeſt. I can't believe it. 

Ben. Look you, friend ; it is nothing to me, whether 
you believe it or no. What J ſay is true; dye ſee, they 
are married, or juſt going to be married, I know not 
which. 

For. Well, but they are not mad, that is, not lunatic ? 

Ben. I don't know what you may call madneſs—but 
ſhe's mad for a huſband, and he's horn-mad, I think, or 
they'd never make a match together, —Here they come. 

Enter Sir Sampſon, Angelica, and Buckram. 

Sir $. Where 1s this old foothſayer? this uncle of 
mine elet ?—Aha! old Forefght! uncle Forefght ! with 
me joy, uncle Foreſight, double joy, both as uncle and 
aſtrologer ; here's a conjunction that was not foretold in 
all your Ephemeris /—the brighteſt ſtar in the blue firma- 
33 Hot from above, in a jelly of love, and fo 1 
| an 
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and I'm lord of the aſcendant. Odd, you're an old fel- 
low, Foreſigbt, uncle I mean; a very old fellow, uncle 
Forefight ; and yet you ſhall live to dance at my wed- 
ding ; faith and troth you ſhall. Odd, we'll have the 
muſick of the ſpheres for thee, old Lilly, that we will; 
and thou ſhalt lead up a dance in via lactea. 

For. I'm thunder-ftruck ! you are not married to my 
niece ? 

Sir S. Not abſolutely married, uncle; but very near 
it ; within a kiſs of the matter, as you ſee. 

; [Kies Angelica. 

Ang. *Tis very true indeed, uncle; I hope you'll be 
my father, and give me. | | 

Sir S. That he ſhall, or I'Il burn his globes. —Body 
o' me, he ſhall be thy father: I'll make him thy father, 
and thou ſhalt make me a father, and I'll make thee a 
mother; and we'll beget ſons and daughters enough to 
put the weekly bills out of countenance. 

Scand. Death and Hell! Where's Valentine? [| Exit. 

Mrs. For. This is fo ſurprizing— 

Sir S. How |! What does my aunt ſay? ſurprizing, 
annt ? not at all, for a young couple to make a match 
in winter! not at all—It's a plot to undermine cold 
weather, and deſtroy that uſurper of a bed called a 
warming-pan. | 

Mrs. For. I'm glad to hear you have ſo much fire in 
you, Sir Samp/on. | 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his fire's little better than tinder; 
mayhap it will only ſerve to light up a match for ſome- 

body elſe. The young woman's a handſome young 
woman, I can't deny it: but, father, if I might be your 
pilot in this caſe, you ſhould not marry her. It is juſt 
the ſame thing as if ſo be you ſhould fail fo far as The 
Straits without proviſion. | 

Sir S. Who gave you authority to ſpeak, ſirrah? to 
your element, fiſh ; be mute, fiſh, and to fea. Rule your 
helm, firrah ; don't direct me. 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own helm; or 
you mayn't keep your new veſſel ſteady. 

Sir 8. Why, you impudent tarpaulin ! firrah, do you 
bring your forecaſtle jeſts upon your father? but I wu 
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be even with you ; I won't give you a groat. Mr. Buck- 
ram, is the conveyance ſo worded, that nothing can poſ- 
fibly deſcend to this ſcoundrel ? I would not fo . N 
have him have the proſpect of an eſtate, though there 
were no way to come to it, but by the North-Eaſt Paſſage. 

Buck. Sir, it is drawn according to your directions; 
there is not the leaſt cranny of the law unſtopt. 

Ben. Lawyer, I believe there's many a cranny and 
leak unſtopt in your conſcience !—If ſo be that one had 
a pump to your boſom, I believe we ſhould diſcover a 
foul hold. They ſay, a witch will fail in a fieve—but I 


believe the devil would not venture aboard your con- 
ſcience. And that's for you. 


Sir S. Hold your tongue, ſirrah. * now? who's 


here ? 


Enter Tattle, and Mrs. Frail. 
Mrs. F. O ſiſter, the moſt unlucky accident ! 
Mrs. For. What's the matter ? 


Tatt. O the two moſt unfortunate poor creatures in 
the world we are ! 


For. Bleſs us! how ſo? 


Mrs. F. Ah, Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and I 
are -I can't | eal ! it out. 


Tatt. Nor 1 — But poor Mrs. Frail and I are—— 

Mrs. F. Married. 

For. Married | How ? 

Tatt. Suddenly before we know where we were 
that villain Jeremy, by the help of diſguiſes, tnckt 


us into one another, 


For. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in 
haſte to be married ! 


Ang. But, I believe, Mr. Tattle meant the favour to 
me, I thank him. 

Tatt. I did, as I hope to be ſaved, madam ; my in- 
tentions were good. But this is the moſt cruel thing, 
to marry one does not know how, nor why, nor where- 
fore. The devil take me, if ever I was fo much con- 


cerned at any thing in my life. 


Ang. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one 
another. 


Taft. The leaſt in the world——that i is, for my part, 
I ſpeak 
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T ſpeak for myſelf. Gad, I never had the leaſt thought 
of ſerious kindneſs I never liked any body leſs in my 


life. Poor woman! Gad, I'm ſorry for her too; for 1 


have no reaſon to hate her neither ; but I believe I ſhall 
lead her a damned fort of a life. 

Mrs. For. He's better than no huſband at all 
though he's a coxcomb. [To Frail. 

Mrs. F. [Ce her] Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe 
Nay, for my part, I always deſpiſed Mr. Tattle of all 
things; nothing but his being my huſband could have 
made me like him leſs. f 

Tatt. Look you there, I thought as much! Pox 
on't, I with we could keep it ſecret ; why I don't believe 
any of this company would ſpeak of it. 

Ben. If you ſuſpe& me friend, I'Il go out of the room. 


Mrs. F. But, my dear, that's impoſſible ; the parſon 


and that rogue Jeremy will publiſh it. 

Tatt. Ay, my dear, fo they will, as you ſay. 

Ang. O you'll agree very well in a little time; cuſtom 
will make it eaſy for you. 

Tatt. Eaſy | Pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to- 
night. 

Sir S. Sleep, quotha! No, why you would not ſleep 
on your wedding- night? I'm an older fellow than you, 
and don't mean to ſleep. | 

Ben. Why there's another match now, as thof a couple 


of privateers were looking for a prize, and ſhould fall 


foul of one another. I'm ſorry for the young man 
with all my heart. Look you, friend, if J may adviſe 
you, when ſhe's going — for that you muſt expect, I 
have experience of her—— when ſhe's going, let her go. 
For no matrimony is tough enough to hold her; and if 
ſhe can't drag her anchor along with her, ſhe'll 
break her cable, I can tell you that. Who's here? 
the madman ? | 

| Enter Valentine, Scandal, and Jeremy. 

Val. No; here's the fool; and, if occaſion be, Ill 
give it under my hand. 

Sir S. How now ? 

Val. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my errors, and 
aſk your pardon. 0 


Sir &. 
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Sir S. What, have you found your ſenſes at laſt then? 
In good time, fir. 
Val. You were abuſed, fir ; I never was diſtracted. 

For. How! not mad ! Mr. Scandal ? . 

Scand. No, really, Sir; I'm his witneſs, it was all 
counterfeit. 

Val. I thought I had reaſons ——but it was a poor 
contrivance : the effect has ſhewn it ſuch. | 

Sir S. Contrivance! what, to cheat me? to cheat 
your father! Sirrah, could you hope to proſper ? 

Val. Indeed, I thought, fir, when the father en- 
deavoured to undo the ſon, it was a reaſonable return of 
nature 

Sir S. Very good, ſir.—— Mr. Backram, are you 
ready ? —— Come, fir, will you fign and ſeal? . EI 

Val. If you pleaſe, fir ; but fir I would aſk this lady 
one queſtion, | 

Sir S. Sir, you muſt aſk me leave firſt. That 
lady? No, fir; you ſhall aſk that lady no queſtions, 
till yon have aſked her bleſſing, ſir, that lady is to be 
my wife. a 5 

Fal. I have heard as much, ſir; but I would have it 
from her own mouth. | | 

Sir S. That's as much as to ſay, I lie, ſir; and you 
don't believe what I ſay. | 

Val. Pardon me, fir. But I reflect that I very lately 
counterfeited madneſs: I don't know but the frolick may 
go round. 

Sir S. Come, chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him. 
Come, Mr. Buckram, the pen and ink. 

. Buck, Here it is, fir, with the deed ; all is ready. 
[Val. goes zo Ang. 
Ang. Tis true, you have a great while pretended love 
to me; nay, what if you were ſincere ? Still you muſt 
pardon me, if I think my own inclinations have a better 
right to diſpoſe of my perſon, than yours. 

Sir S. Are you anſwered now, fir ? 

Val. Yes, ir. 

Sir S. Where's your plot, fir? and your contrivance 
now, fir ? Will you fign, fir ? Come, will you ſign and 
ſeal ? _ 
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Fal. With all my heart, fir. 

4 Sdeath, you are not mad indeed? to ruin your- 
* 

Val. I have been diſappointed of my only hope; and 
he that loſes hope may part with any thing. i never 
valued fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my pleaſure; 
and my only pleaſure was, to pleaſe this 4 1 have 
made many vain attempts: and find at laſt that nothin 
but my ruin can effect it; which, for that reaſon, I wi 
ſign to. Give me the paper. 

Ang. Generous Valentine! x [ Afede. 

Buck. Here 1s the deed, fir. | 

Val. But where is the bond, by which I am obliged 
to ſign this ? 

Buck. Sir Sampſon, you have it. 

Ang. No, I have it; and Pl uſe it, as I would every 
thing that is an enemy to Valentine. 


| Tears the paper. 
Sir S. How now? * 
Val. Ha! | | 
Ang. Had I the world to give you, it could not make 
me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a paſſion. Here's 
my hand; my heart was always yours, and ſtruggled 
very hard to make this utmoſt trial of your virtue. 
| 8 [To Val. 
Val. Between pleaſure and amazement, I am loſt—— 
but on my knees I take the bleſſing. | 
Sir $. Oons, what is the meaning of this ? 
Ben. Meſs, here's the wind changed again. Father, 
you and I may make a voyage together now ! 
Ang. Well, Sir Samp/en, ſince I have played you a 
trick, I'll adviſe you how you may avoid ſuch another: 
Learn to be a good father, or you'll never get a ſecond 


wife. I always loved your ſon, and hated your un- 


forgiving nature. I was reſolved to try him to the ut- 
moſt; I have tried you too, and know you both. You 
have not more faults” than he has virtues; and it is 
hardly more pleaſure to me, that I can make him and 

myhſelf happy, than that I can puniſh you. 
+ Fal. if my happineſs could receive addition, this 
kind ſurprize would make it double.“ ; 1 
ir S. 
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Sir S. Oons, you're a crocodile ! 

For. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden eclipſe. 

Sir S. You're an 1lliterate old fool; and I'm another. 

Tatt. If the gentleman is in diſorder for want of a 
wife, I can ſpare him mine. Oh, are you there, fir ? 
I am indebted to you for my happineſs. [To Jeremy. 

Fer. Sir, I aſk you ten thouſand pardons : it was an 
errant miſtake.—Y ou ſee, fir, my maſter was never mad, 
nor any thing like it. — Then how could it be otherwiſe ? 

Val. T attle, I thank you; you would have interpoſed 
between me and Heaven ; but Providence laid purgatory 
in your way. You have but juſtice. 

Scand. I hear the fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for 
his own wedding ; methinks it is pity they ſhould not be 
employed when the match is ſo much mended. Valen- 
tine, though 1t be morning, we may have a dance. 

Val. Any thing, my friend; every thing that looks 
like joy and tranſport. ; 

Scand. Call them, Jeremy. 

Ang. I have done diſſembling now, Valentine; and if 
that coldneſs which I have always worn before you ſhould 
turn to an extreme fondneſs, you muſt not ſuſpect it. 

Val. I'll prevent that ſuſpicion for I intend to doat 
to that immoderate degree, that your fondneſs ſhall 
never diſtinguiſh itſelf enough to be taken notice of. If 
ever you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when I 
can't love enough. | 

Ang. Have a care of promiſes: you know you are apt 
to run more in debt than you are able to pay. 

Val. Therefore I yield my body as your priſoner, and 
make your beſt on't. | 

Scand. The muſick ftays for you.” [Dance. 


[To Ang.] Well, madam, you have done exemplary 


juſtice, in puniſhing an inhuman father, and rewarding 


a faithful lover: but there 1s a third good work, which 
I, in particular, muſt thank you for : I was an infidel to 
your ſex, and you have converted me for now I am 
convinced that all women are not, like fortune, blind 
in beſtowing favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, 
or who do not want them. 


Ang. 


LOVE FOR LAVYE. 95 


Arg. It is an unreaſonable accuſation, that you lay 
upon our ſex. You tax us with injuſtice, only to cover 
your own want of merit. You would all have the reward 
of love ; but few have the conſtancy to ſtay till it be- 
comes your due. Men are generally hypocrites and in- 


fidels; they pretend to worſhip, but have neither zeal nor 
faith. How few, like Valentine, would perſevere even 


to martyrdom, and ſacrifice their intereſt to their con- 
ſtancy! in admiring me, you miſplace the novelty, 


The miracle to-day is, that we find 
A lover true: not that a woman's kind. 
NO [ Excunt omnes. 
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v Eo 8 © 
RE Providence at firft deſign'd this place | 
To be the player's refuge in diſtreſs; 
For flil), in every florm, they all run bitber, 
As to a ſhed, that ſbieldi them from the <veathber. 
But thinking of this change which laft befel us, 
I's like what I bave beard our poets tell us : 
For when bebind our ſcenes their ſuits are pleadirg, 
To help their love, ſometimes they ſhew their reading; 
And, wanting ready caſh to pay for bearts, 
They top their learning on us, and their parts. 
Once of philoſophers 4. told us flories, 
Whom, as I think, they called —Py—Pythagories, 
Pm ſure tit ſome ſuch Latin name th 5 them, 
And wwe, who know no better, muſt believe them. 
Naw to theſe men ( ſay they) ſuch ſouls <vere given, 
That after, death, ne er went to bell nor heaven, 
But liv'd, I know not bow, in beafts ; and 
When many years were paſt, in men agai 
Methinks, we players reſemble ſuch. a ſoul, | 
That, does from bodies; wwe, houſes fir 2X © te. 
Thus Ariftotle's ſoul, e old that was, — "Eran 
now be damn'd to animate an afs ; 

Or in this very houſe, for aught wve know, 
Is doing painful penance in ſome beau: 
And thus, our audience, which did once reſort { 


To ſhining theatres, to ſee our ſport, 

Now find us toſt d into a tennis court. * 

Theſe walls but Pother day were fill d with noiſe 

Of roaring gameſter s, and your damme boys; 

Then bounding ball"s and rackets they encompaſh, 


And now they're fill'd with jefts and flights, and bombaſt 


/ 
I wow, I don't much like this tranſmigration, 
Strolling jram place to place, by circulation, 
a, xe don't return to our firſt ſtat ion. 
T know not what theſe think, hut for my part, | 
I can't reflef# withcut an aking beart, 
How wwe ſbou'd end in our original, a cart. . 
But wwe can't fear, ſince you're /o good to ſave us, 
That you haweonly ſet us up. to leave us, 


Thus fzom the paſt, wwe bope for future grace, 
15 . — 
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And ſome bere know I have a begging face. 

Then pray continue this your kind bebavicur, 

For a clear flage won't do, without your favour, 


a * 


